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PREFACE TO THIS EDITION 


% 

» 


,/n the autumn of 2903 I used to dine frequcntli/ in a 
restaurant in. the Uuc dc Clichy, Paris. Here -icere, among 
others, tuo icaitresscs that attracted mif attention. One icas 
a beautiful, pale young girl, to u'hovi / m-rer spoke, for she 
leas employed far WiCuy from the table 7chich I affected. The 
other, a stout, middle-aged managing lircion -eoman, had sole 
command over my table and me, and gradually she began to 
assume such a maternal tone tozeurds me that I saic I should 
he compelled to leave that restaurant. If I -xas absent for a 
couple of nights running she leould reproach me sharply: 
*'What/ you arc unfaithful to mcE Ojice, when 1 complained 
about some French beans, she informed me roundly that 
French beans were a subject which I did not understand. I 
then decided to he eternally unfaithful to her, and I aban- 
doned the restaurant. A fexo nights before the final parting 
an old woman came into the restaurant to dine. She was fat, 
shapeless, ugly, and grotesque. She had a ridirulou.'i voice, 
and ridiculous gestures'.' ' It was easy to see that she lived 
alone, and that in the long lapse of years she had developed 
the kind of peculiarity which induces euffa ws among the 
thoughtless. She was burdened with a loCbf small parcels, 
which she kept dropping. She chose one seat; and then, not 
liking it, chose another; and then another. In a few moments 
she had the whole restaurant laughing at her. That my 
middle-aged Breton should laugh was indifferent to me, but I 
^^s pained to see a coarse gy^cc of giggling on the pale 
face of the beautiful young ic^ress to whom I had never 
spoken. V 
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I reflected, concernhiff the grotesque diner: "This ^romnn 
xeas once young, slini, perhoyfi beautiful; eertnbil i/ free from 
then' ridicuTous muniuj'i.snis. I cn/ probably she i* iincon- 
sc^us of her singularities. Her case is a tragedy. One oiight^ 
f olTc able to male a heartrending novel ottt~of the history of 
a:coirwn .su£Il ds^e." Every stonl^ajrnng xcoman is not 
' ^ofesque — fxir_from^ it! — but there is on extreme pathos in 
the mere faet that evertj stout_ a"ein >' xeojnan xcjis_once a young 
girt~xeilh th e uniq ue chatliLof youth in lier form and move^ 
ments an d iadur m infl. A ml the f aet that the (hnnge from 
tli f young girl to th e stout ageing •seaman ts made up of an 
infinite number of infinitesimal changcty.coch unyerceixed by 
her, only int e nsifies the pa th ox. 

It xcas at this instant that I :eas visited by the ide a of xc rit- 

iugJJuTLook tcTTieh iiltimaUly beeame "'Vhc Old.^^\vcs*.XalcZ* 

Of course I fell that the xcomau- xcho. caused the ignoble miiAh 

inlJte restaurant xcoiihl not scn'c me as a. type of heroine. .For 

she xeas much too old and obviously, utisympathciie. M i.< an 

al)sdnne~rule thal the principal character of a novel piuat not 

be unsympnihette, and the xchole mo dern tendency of realistic 

ft ^oiExs~^a\n st oddncss-iii.a.promin£nt figure. / knexc that 

/ must choose the sort of woman xcho xvouhl pass unnoticed in 

a eroxed. 

% 

I put the idea aside for a long lime, hut it xcas never ven/ 
distant from me. For several reasons it made a special appeal 
to me. I hid aheays bcciiJX couvuice^q^mrcr of Mrs, ir. K. 
CliJl ord's m ost precious novel, "Aunt Ann e," hu t I x^nt^d to 
sre lnlFe sioi ry of an old xi'oman many things that Mrs. W. K . 
( J Uf^rd had ohfilted from "Aunt ABitCi" MgrcQ-cCT. I ha d 
abesiysrjvoltcd against the absurjfypiithfulness, thfiinfa^g 
yoiithf Illness of the average heroine. And as a protest against 
thjs~[ashian, I _uyix alr eady, 1903, planning d noxfel 
( "Leon ora") of xchich the heroine xcas aged fortyj ^nd had 
daugh ters old enough toMc iiiAovf. The re\dacers, hy the 
xcay, xccrc staggered by my hardihood in offering a xcoman of 



TREFACE 


Vll 


forty as a subject of serious interest to the puhVic. But I 
meant to go much farther thati forty! Finally as a supreme 
reason, I had the example and the challenge of Guy de Matt- 
passant's "Une Vie.” In the nineties tee used to regard "Une 
Fie” tcith mute aicc, as being the summit of achievement 
in fiction. And / remember being very cross tcith Mr. Bernard 
Shaze because, having read "Une Vie’* at the suggestion (I 
think) of Mr. ly’illiam Archer, he failed to sec in it anything 
very remarkable. Here I must confess that, in 1908, I read 
"Une Vie" again, and in spite of a natural anxiety to differ 
from Mr. Bernard Shaze, I u-ns gravely disappointed icith it. 

It is a fine novel, but decidedly inferior to "Pierre et Jena" 
or even "Fort Comme la Mort." To return to the year 1903. 
"Une Vie” relates the entire life history of a xcoman. I 
set tled in the priv acy of my oten head that my book about 
the development of a youltg^ irVinlo a stouf 6ld~lddy 
th e English "Une Vie .” I have been accused of every fault 
except a lack of self-confidence, and in a few weeks I settled 
a further point, namely, that my book must "go one better” 
than "Une Vie,” and that to this end it must be the life-history 
of two women instead of only onci Hence. "The Old ITirry* 
Tale” has two heroines. Constance was the original; iSophiii 
was created out of bravado, just to indicate that I declined to 
consider Guy de Maupassant as the last forerunner of the. 
deluge. 1 xcas intimidated by the yudjicity of my project, but 
Ihad sworn’ to carry it out. For"^ sin^erat years I looked it 
squarely in the face at interx'als, and then walked axcay to ^' 
write novels of smaller scope, of which / produced five or six. •+' 
But I could not dally forever, and in the autumn of 1907 1 
actually began to write it, in a village near Fontainebleau, 
where I rented half a house from a retired railway servant. I 
calculated that it would be S00,000 words long (which it 
exactly proved to be), and I had a vague notion that no noVil 
of such dimensions (except Richardson's) had' ever been 
written before. So I counted the words in several famous 
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Victorian iwtcIs, oml discovered to my relief that the famous 
Vietorian novels average .',00,000 Ziords npieee. I zrrote the 
first part of the novel in sir x^XcU. 1 1 Jxns^aid^ujj-ij/Jo iiu\ 
bernusc, tn tju : seventies, in the first decade of my liS.e^.1 Ead 
lived in theHettKd dr/ iper's shop of the JSdjjicu, and liHezc it 
as only a child could knozv it. Then / icenf to London on a 
visit. / tried to continue the book in a London hotel, but 
lA>ndon was too distraetinf;, and I put the thtrif^ axcay, and 
durinf^ January and February of JOOt^, I xcrote liuried 
Alive,” xchieh was published immediately, and xcas received 
with majestie indifference by the English public, an indiffer- 
ence which has persisted to this day. 

I then returned to the F<mtaiTTrfilenu.rcgion and gave "The 
Ol d iriir*’ T(de” no rct f til l 1 finUIu-.4LU ut the cmLof July, 
Ideas published i n th e Qu tjim n of ijie same year, and 
for xceeks afleneard th.€.,Ei^glish publ ic steadily confirmed 
an optn ton c^)rcsscd by a ce rtain p erson in whose judgment I 
iiad confidence, to the effect that the work was hosiest but dull, 
atid~That When ilfwas jiot dull it h jtd a reg rettable tende ncy to 
facetiousness. A/y publishers, though brave fclloxc.s, were 
somnehat disheartened ; hoxcever, the reception of the book 
gradually became less and less frigid. 

With regard to the French portion of the story, it was not 
until I had written the first part that I sazv from n study of my 
chronological ba.sis that the Siege of Paris might be brought 
into the tale. The idea was seductigc', but I hated, and still 
hate, the awful business of resTarch ; and I only knew the Paris 
of the Twentieth Century. Noic I was axcare that my railxcay 
serz'ant and his wife ha d been living fn Pnrit nt the time of 
ih^ war. J said to the old man, "By the way, you w ent 
through 1he~S iege ofOl^ ariZ^didnU-youIl' Jje tur ned to hi s 
old u'f fe and said, uncertamlu, *'The S iege of P arts f Yes, ice 
did, didn't rrf?” The ^ifge of Paris had been only one inci- 
dent among many in their Hi>es. Of course^ they remembered 
it well, though not vividly, and^I^pined much information 
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fron^hem. But the most useful thing Khich I gained from 
them iCas the pcrce^ion, startling at first, that ordinary 
people u'cnt on living very ordinarij lives~in^arrs during the 
siege, and that to the vast mass of the ^oj)uJation the siege 
7tot the dramatic, spectacular, tfiriliui g, e cstatic affair that is 
described in historf/. Encouraged by this pcrccptioti, I dc- 
cided to include the siege in my scheme. I read Sarceuls diary. 
o f_the siarc aloud to mu vrife, and I h oled at the picturas in 
Jules Clarctie's popular u'orh on the sie^re a nd the commune, 
and I glanced at the prinled collect ion of official jlocuTuenfs, 
n m1 there mu research cud i^. 

It has been asserted that unless I had actually been present 
at a public execution, I could not have -u'rittcn the chapter in 
u.'hich Sophia Teas at the Auxerre solemnity. 1 have siot been 
present at a public execution, as the udiole of my Information 
about public executions 7eas derived from a scries of articles oji. 
them U'hich I rend in the Paris Matin. Mr. Frank Harris, 
discussing my book in "Vanity Fair," said i/ was clear that I 
had not seen an execution, (or words to that effect), and he 
proceeded to give his own description of an execution. It xcas 
a brief but terribly convincing bit of writing, quite character- 
istic and quite worthy of the author of ".Montes the Matador" 
and of a man who has been almost everywhere and seen almost 
everything. I comprehended how far short I had fallen of 
the truth! I wrote to Mr. Frank Harris, regretting that his 
description had not been printed before I icrote mine, as I 
should assuredly have utilized it, and, of course, I admitted 
that I had never witnessed an execution. He simply replied: 
"Neither have I." This detail is worth preserving, for it is 
a reproof to that large body of readers, who, when a novelist 
has really carried conviction to them, assert off hand: “0, 
that must be autobiography!" 


ARNOLD DENNETT. 
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CHAPTER I 

Tll^ Si^VAtlR 


Those two girls^ CfiiLStance and SopbU Baines^ ]>nid no heed 
to tlic manifold interest of their situation, of which, indeed, 
they had never been conscious. They were, for example, es- 
tablished almost precisely on the hfty-third parallel of latitude. 
A little way to the north of them, in the creases of a hill famous 
for its religious or^ries . rose tlic river Trent, the calm and charac- 
teristic stream of middle England. Somewhat further north- 
wards, in the near neighbourhood of the highest public-house 
in tlic realm, rose two lesser rivers, tlie Dane and the Dove, 
which,! quarrelling in early infancy, turned their hacks on each 
atlicr, and, the one hy favour of tlie Weaver and the other by 
favour of the Trent, watered bct%vccn them the \vholc width of 
England, and poured themselves respectively into the Irish Sea 
* and the German Ocean. | What a county of modest, unnoticed 
rivers ! What n notural, sim]>lc county, content to ilx its bound- 
aries by these tortuous island brooks, with their .comfortable 
nonjcs — Trent, Mease, Dove, Tern, Dane, Mecs, Stour, Tame, 
and even hasty Severn! Not that the Severn is suitable to the 
county! In the county excess is d ej>rcc a tcd. The county is 
happy in not exciting remark. It is content that Shropshire 
should possess that swollen hump, the Wrekin, and that the exag- 
gerated wdldncss of the Pcak'sTTould lie over its border. It does 
not desire to be a panc ake l ike Cheshire. It has everything 
that England has, induing thirty miles of Watling Street; and 
England con show nothing more beautiful and nothing uglier 
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tlinn IIjc works of nature aiul llic works of man to be seen within 
the limits of the county. It is England in little, lost in the midst 
of England, unsung by searchers after the extreme; perhaps oc- 
casionally somewhat sore at tins neglect, but how proud in the 
instinctive cojjnizancc of its representative features and traits! 

Constance and Sophia*, busy with the intense ])rcoccupations 
of youth, reeked not of such matters. They >vcrc surrouiidt d by 
the countv. On every side the fields and moors of Staffordshire, 
iotcrscctcd by roads and lanes, r iihvays, walercourscs and tele- 
graph-lines, patterned by hedges, ornamented and made re- 
spectable by halls and i^cntccl narks, enlivened by villages at 
the intersections, and warmly surveyed by the sun, spread out 
un dulatin g. And trains were rushing round curves in deep cut- 
tings, and carts and waggons trolling and jingling on the yellow 
ro.ids, atul long, narrow bo-nts passing in a leisure majestic and 
inlinite over the surface of the stolid canals; the rivers had only 
themselves to support, for Stalf^shirc rivers Imvc remained 
\irgiu of keels to this day. One could imagine the messages 
concerning prices, sudden death, and horses, in their lliglit 
through the wires under the feet of birds. In the inns Utopians 
were .shouting the universe into order over beer, and in the halls 
and parks the dignity of England wa.s being preserved in a 
lilting manner. The villages were full of women who did 
nothing hut fight against ilirt and hunger, and repair the effects 
of friction on <-Iulhcs. Thousands of labourers were in the fields, 
but the fields were so broad aiul numerous that this scattered 
multitude wa.s totally lost therein. The cuckoo was much more 
pcrecptihlc than man, dominating whole square miles with his 
rcsouiuling call. And on the airy moors heath-larks jdayed in 
the ii ieffaet^ab lc mule-tracks that had .served centuries before 
even tHTltomans thought of Walling Street. In short, the usual 
daily life of the county was proceeding with nil its immense 
variety and importance; but though Constance and Sophia were 
m it they were not of it. / 

The fact IS, that while in the county they were also in the 
district; mid no person who lives in the district, even if he 
should be old and have nothing to do but reflect upon things 
in general ever thinks about the county. So far as the county 
goes, the district might almost as well be in the middle of the 
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Sahara. It ignores the county, save that it uses it nonchalantly 
souietiincs as Icg-strc tchcr _p n holiday afternoons, as a man may 
use his back garden. It Fas nothing in common with the county; 
it is richly sufficient to itself. Nevertheless, its self-sufficiency 
and the true salt savour of its life can only be appreciated by 
picturing it hemmed in by county. It lies on the face of the 
county like an insignificant stain, like a dark Pleiades in a green 
and empty sky. And Hanbridge has the shape of a horse and 
its rider, Burslcy of half a donkey, Knype of a pair of trousers, 
Longbhaw of an octopus^ and little Turnhill of a beetle. The 
Five Towns seem to cling together for safety. Yet the idea of 
clinging together for safety would make them laugh. They are 
unique and iiulispcnsablc. From the north of the county right 
down to the south they alone stand for civilization, applied 
science, organized manufacture, and the century — until you 
come to Wolverhampton. They arc unique and indispensable 
because you cannot drink tea out of a teacup without the aid 
of the Five Towns; because you cannot cat a meal in decency 
without the aid of the Five Towns. For this the architecture 


of the Five Towns is an architecture of ovens and chimneys; 
for tins its atmosphere is as black as its mud; for this it burns 
and smokes all night, so that Longslmw has been compared to 
hell; for this it is unlearned in the ways of agriculture, never 
having seen corn except as packing straw and in q uartern loaves; 
for this, on the oilier hand, it comprehends the mysterious habits 
of fire and pure, earth; for this it lives crammed together L* 

in slippery streets where the housewife must change white win* 
dow-curtains at least once a fortnight if she wishes to remain 
respectable; for this it gets up in tlie mass at six a.m., winter 
and summer, and goes to bed when the public-houses close; 


for this it exists — that you may drink tea out of a teacup and 
toy with a chop on a plate. All the everyday crockery used in 
the kingdom js made in the Five Towns nil, and mucli be- 
sides. A district capable of such gigantic manufacture, of such 
I a perfect monopoly — and which finds energy also to produce • 

( coal and iron and great men — may be an insignificant stain 
on a county, considered geographically, but it is surd}' w'cll justi- 
fied in treating the county as its back garden once a week^ 
^nd in blindly ignoring it the rest of the time. 




G 


THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 


Even tlie mnjtslic tliouiilit tli.it whenever and wherever in 
all Engl.Tiul a woman waslies up. she washes up the product 
of tlie district; that wh.newr ami wherever in nil f:nglaiid a 
plate is broken the f ricU irc means new business for the district 
• even this m.ajestic thought liad probablv never occurred to 
cither of the girls. The fact is. th.it whilJ in the Live Towns 
they were also in the Sipjare, UursleV and the Sipiare ignort|I 
the staple manufacture as perfcelly as tiic district ignored the 
county. Ilurshy has the lu.nours of anliipiity in the Eivfcowns. 
No industrial dcvelopim lit can ever rob it of its super^ity in 
age, wliieh niakc.s it absolutely sure in its conceit. And the 
time will never come wlicn the other towns — let them swell 
am r ns they may — will not pronounce the name of 

IJiirsley as one pronounces the name of one’s mother. A.ld 
to tins that the Square was tlie centre of lJurslev’s r^iil trade 

Lnl' ll'Ti'.'r 'vholcsale, vulgar, and 

ssurrdly h thv), nnd you will co.nprel.end tlie importance and 

oi tl*c Square in the scheme of the created 

e d tHet ‘7 ;r\ embedded in the district, and 

c district emlKd.I.d in the county, nnd tlie county lost and 

ilrcammg ,n tlie heart of England! ^ 

The Square was named after St. Luke. The Evanaclist 
•‘.ght have been startled by ctrt.ain plicnoincma in his square 

SH=F- i~“=: 

n *1 . , ^ Clothier s, ond five drnpers . These wrr/* 

ilbii^i. The'\^f^ 

consisted of the drapers'" (7o7*^tl Square undoubtedly 

been bcd“ iZ 7o‘ Jol.n Bainc, bad 

cn bc^dejj for a dozen years, he still lived on the lins of 
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It formed about one-third of the south side of the Square, the 
remainder being made up of Critchlow's (chemist), the 
clothier's, and the Hanover Spirit Vaults, Vaults was a 
fa\ouritc synonym of the public-house in the Square. Only 
two of the public-houses were crude_ j)ublic-houses : the rest 
were “ vaults.") It was a composite building of three storeys, 
in blackish-crimson brick, with a projecting shop-front and, 
^ove and behind that, two rows of little windows. On the 
^iisadh oi^ch window' was a red cloth roll stulTcd with sawdust, to 
prevent draughts ; plain wliitc blinds descended about six inches 
from tlie top of cacli window. Tlicrc were no curtains to any 
of the windows save one; this was the window of the draw- 
ing-room, on the first floor at the corner of the Square and 
King Street. Another window, on the second storey, was 
peculiar, in that it had neither blind nor pad, and was very 
dirtv: this was the window of an unused room that had a 
separate staircase to itself, the staircase being barred by a door 
always locked. Constance and Sophia had lived in continual 
expectation of the abnormal issuing from that mysterious room, 
which was next to their own. But they were disappointed. 
The room liad no shameful secret except the incompetence of 
the architect who had made one house out of three; it was 
just an empty, unemployable room. The building had also 
a considerable frontage on King Street, where, behind the shop, 
was slieltered th^^ paclpur, with a large window and a door 
that led directly by ^ two steps into the street. A strange 
peculiarity of the shop was that it bore no signboard. Once 
it had had a large signboard which a memorable gale had blown 
into the Square. Mr. Baines had decided not to replace it. 
He had always objected to what he called ** puffing,^* and for 
this reason would never hear of such a thing as a clearance 
sale. Tl>c hatred of puffing grew on him until he came to 
regard even a sign as " puffing.'* Uninformed persons who 
wished to And Baines's must ask and learn. . For Mr. Baines, 
to have replaced the sign would have been to qondgge, yea, 
to participate in, the modern craze for unscrupulous sclf- 
. advertisemenL This of Mr. Baines's from indul- 

I jcnce in signboards was* somehow accepted by the more thought- 
ful members of the community as evidence that the height of 
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Mr. Baines's principles was greater even than they had im- 
agined. 

Constance and Sophia were the d.nightcrs of this credit to 
human nature. He had no other children. 


II 

They pressed their noses .ag.iinst the window of the show- 
Tooni, and g.azed «lown into the Sijinre ns perpendicularly ns 
the i>rojietmg front of the shop would allow. The show-room 
was over the millinery and silken half of the shop. Over the 
woollen and shirting half were the drawing-room and the chief 
bedroom. When in quest of articles of coipietry, you mounted 
from the shop hy a curving st.air, and your head gradually 
rose hvil with a large apartment having a mahogany counter 
in front of the window and al.mg one side, yellow li polcum on 
the noor, many c.inihoard boxes, a magnificent hinged clieval 
glass, and two chairs. The window-sill being lower IhaiTnihc 
eounter. there w.as a gulf hotw<en the panes and the hack of 
(he counter, into which important articles such a« scissors, 
pencils, elialk, and artificial flowers were continually disappear- 
uig: another proof of the architect’s incompetence.* 

The girls could only press their noses against the window 
by kneeling on tlic counter, and Diis they were doing, 
^ns .ances nose was sjuib. but agreeably so. Sophia had a 
fine Itom.an no.se; she was a beautiful creature, beautiful and 
bamlsome at the same lime. Th.y were both of them rather 
|ko racehorses, quivering with delicate, sensitive, and luxuriant 
hfc. exquisite, cnehanting proof of the circulation of the blood- 

lou^v wise. riie.r ages were sixteen and fifteen; it is an epoch 

Previous^ix 

•■There she goes!” exclaimed Sophia. 

Up the Square, from the corner of King Street passed « 
fercnce «t the hem, ^Through the silent sunlit solitude „f the 
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Square (for it was Thursday afternoon, and all the shops slinl 
except the confectioner*s and one chemist’s) this bonnet and 
this dress floated northwards an search of romance, under the 
relentless eyes of Constance and Sophia. Within them, sojut- 
where, was the soul of Maggie, domestic servant at Baines’s. 
Maggie had been at the shop since before the creation of Con- 
stance and Sophia* She lived seventeen liours of each day in 
an underground kitchen and larder, and the other seven in an 
^attic, never going out except to chapel on Sunday evenings, 
and once a month on Thursday afternoons. Followers ’’ 
were most strictly forbidden to her; but on rare occasions an 
aunt from Longshaw was permitted os a tremendous favour to 
see her in the subterranean den. Everybody, including her- 
self, considered that she had a good place,'* and was well 
treated. It was undeniable, for instance, that she was allowed 
to fall in love exactly as she chose, provided slic did not carry 
on " in the kitchen or the yard. And as a fact, Maggie had fallen 
in love. In seventeen years she had been engaged eleven time^ 
No one could conceive how that ugly and j>owerful organism 
could softly languish to the undoing of even a butty-collier, nor 
why, having caught a man in Ikt sweet toils, slie^ couJd ever be 
imbecile enough to set him free. There arc, however, mysteries 
in the souls of Maggies* Ti> c drudge had probably been jjf^ 
fianced oftener than any woman in Burslcy. Her employers 
were so accustomed to an interesting announcement tliat for 
years they had taken to sayin g naught in reply but * Really, 
Maggie ! * Enga gements and tragic partings were Maggie's 
p astime. Fixed otherwise, she might have studied the piano in- 
stead. 

“No gloves, of course!” Sophia criticised. 

“ Well, you can't expect her to have gloves,** said Coni.tance. 

Then a pause, as the bonnet and dress neared the to)> of 
the Square. 

Supposing she turns round and sees us?** Constance sug- 
gested. 

” I don’t care if she docs,*' said Sophia, with a haughtiness 
almost impassioned; and heF head trembled slightly* 

There were, as usual, several-loafers at the top of the Square, 
in the corner between the bank and the ** Marquis of Granby. 
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Atul nm: of tlusc loofcrs sl.ppccl forward and shook hands 
villi an olniouslv willin'; Macs'*’- Ch arly it was a rj^nde^ous, 
.,p, n. uiia.shanicd. Tin- twelfth victim had been selected by' iTTc 
vi ri-iri o f forty, whni^ kiss would not liaTe melted jard ! Tlic 
coiiy>lo (hsappi^red tocetlicr down Oldcastle Street. 

" n'cll! ” cried C onslaiicc. " Did yon ever see such a 
tliiii;; ? 

Winic Soplii.i, sliorl of adequate Nvords, flushed and bit her 
lip. 

W’illi the ))rofoiind, instinctive cruelly of youth, Constance 
and Sopliia liad ossnuhlcd in their favourite haunt, the show- 
room. expressly to dtride Maggie in her new clothes. They 
obscurdy thought that a woman so ugly and soiled as Maggie 
w.is had no rigid to possess new clothes. Kven her desire to 
take llie air of a Thursday afternoon .seemed to them unnatural 
and somewhat reprehensihlc. Wliy should she want to stir out 
of lier kitchen? As for her tender yearnings, they positively 
grudged these to Maggie* That Maggie should give rein to 
chaste passion was more than grotesque; it was oifensive and 
M’icked. Hut let it not for an instant be doubted that they 
were nice, kind-heartc<l, well-hcliavcd, and delightful girls! Be- 
cause they were. They were not angels. 

It's too ridiculous!" said Sophia, severely. She had youth, 
hcautv, and rank in her favour. And to her it really was 
xidiculous. 

"Poor old Maggie!" Constance inuriinircd. Constance was 
foolishly good-natured, a perfect manufactory of excuses for 
other people; and her benevolence was eternally rising up and 
overpowering her reason. ^ 

"What time did mother say she should be back?" Sophia 
asked. 

Not until supper." 

Oh! t jallclu^ h ! " Sophia burst out, clasping her hands 
in joy. And they both slid down from the counter just ns 
if they had been little boys, and not, as their mother called 
them, " great girls." 

Let s go and play the Osboimc quadrilles," Sophia sug- 
gested (the Osborne quadrilles being scries of dances ar- 
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ranged to be performed on drawing-room pianos by four 
jewelled hands). 

■■ I couldn’t think of it,” said Constance, with a precocious 
gesture of seriousness. In that gesture, and in her ton.-, was 
something which conveyed to Sophia: - Sophia, how can you 
be so utterly blind to t he -gravilM .Q f our flcct ii is cxutunc e js to 
ask me to go and stmiB the piano with you? ” Yet a moment 
before she had been a little boy. 

” Whv not?” Sophia demanded. 

“ I siiall never liavc another cliance like to-day for getting 
on witli this," said Constance, picking up a bag from the 

counter. , 

She sat down and took from the bag a piece of loosely 

woven canvas, on which she was embroidering a bunch of roses 
in coloured wools. Tlic canvas had once been stretched on a 
frame, but now, os the delicate labour of tbc petals and leaves 
was done, and nothing remained to do but the monotonous back- 
ground, Constance was content to pin the stuff to her knee. 
With the long needle and several s keins of mustard-tinted wool, 
she bent over the canvas and resumed the fiUing-in of the tiny 
squares. The wliole design was in squares — the gradations of 
red and greens, the curves of the smallest buds — all was con- 
trived in squares, with a result that mimicked a fragment of un- 
compromising A xminstcr^ carpct. Still, the fine texture of the 
wool, the regular and rapid grace of those fingers moving 
incessantly at back and front of the canvas, the gentle sound 
of the wool n .9 it passed through the holes, and the intent, youth- 
ful earnestness of that lowered gaze, excused and invested with 
charm an activity which, on artistic grounds, could not possibly 
be justified. The canvas was destined to adorn a gilt lircscrcen 
in the drawing-room, and also to form a birthday gift to Mrs. 
Baines from her elder daugliter. But whether the enterprise 
was as secret from Mrs. Baines as ConsUnce hoped, none save 

Mrs Baines knew. „ 

“Con," murmured Sophia, "you’re too sickening sometimes. 

Well/' said Constance, blandly, it’3 no use pretending that 

. this hasn’t got to be finished before we go back to school, because 

it has.’’ 
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Sophia wandered about, a prey ripe for the Evil One. 
she exclaimed joyously — even ecstatically — looking behind the 
chrvnl glass, "here’s mollur's new skirt! Miss Dunn’s 
been putting the ftiny> on it! Oh, mother, what a proud thing 
voii will be! 

Coii 5 t?Micc henrd s ^shin gs behind Ihc glass, ** W lint arc 
Tou doing, Sopliin?** 

Nothing.** 

‘* You surely aren't putting that skirt on?*' 

Why not? •' 

Vou'U catch it finely, I can tell you!" 

"t/ ^^'ilhollt fnrlhrr clefencc, So)dua s|)rang out from bcliind 
the immense glass. She had already shed a notable part of 
licr own costume, and the flush of mischief was in her face. 
She ran across to the other side of the room and examined 
carefully a large coloured i>rint that was affixed to the wall^^ 
.mii.s ]>rint rejircscnted fifteen sisters, all of the same hngut 
and slimness of figure, all of the same age — about twenty- 
fire or so, and all with exactly the same haughty and bored 
beauty. Tliat they were in truth sisters was clear from the 
facial rosemhlancc between them ; their demeanour indicated 
that they M’crc princesses, offspring of some impossibly prolific 
king and queen. Those hands bad never toiled, nor ha’^lTiosc 
features ever relaxed from the smile of courts. The princesses 
moved in a landscape of marble steps and verandahs, M*itli a 
bandstand and strange trees in the distance. One was in a 
ridTng-habit, another in evening attire, another dressed for tea, 
another for the theatre; another seemed to be ready to go to 
bed. One held n little girl by the hand; it could not have been 
her own little girl, for these princesses were far beyond human 
passions. Where had she obtained the little girl? Why was 
one sister going to the theatre, another to tea, another to the 
stable, and another to bed? Why was one in a heavy mantle, 
and another sheltering from the sun*9 rays under a p y psoP 
The picture was drenched In mystery, and the strangestthing 
about it was that all these highnesses were apparently content 
with the most ridiculous ond out-moded fashions. Absurd hats, 
with veils flying behind; absurd bonnets, fitting close to the 
head, and spotted; absurd coiffures that nearly lay on the nyet 
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absurd) clumsy sleeves; absurd waists, almost above the elbow's 
level; absurd s colloped jackets! And the skirts! What a si<iht 
were those skirts! They were nothing but vast decorated pyra- 
mids; on the summit of each was stuck the up]>er half of a 
princess. It was astounding that princesses should consent to 
be so pp^Joslcrous and so uncomfortable. But So})hia perct ivcd 
nothing upoarmy in the picture, whicli bore the legend: 
^‘Newest summer fashions from Paris. Gratis supplement to 
Myra*s JournaL^^ Sophia had never imagined anything more 
stylisi), lovely, and dashing than the rairoc at. of tlie hi teen 
princesses. ^ 

For Constance and Sophia had the disadvantage of living 
in the middle ages. The e rinoliD<> had not quite reached its 
full circumference, and the drcss-inipro\cr liad not even been 
thought of« In ell the Five Towns there w^as not a public 
bath, nor a free library, nor a municipal park, nor a telephone, 
nor yet a board-schocl. People had not understood the vital 
necessity of going away to the seaside every year. Bibhoi > 
Colenso had just sUggered Christianity by liis shameless not ions 
on the P entate uch. IfaTt Lancashire was starving on account 
of the American war. G arrotm g was the chief amusement of 
the h omicidal classes. Incredible as it may appear, there was 
nothing but a horse-tram running between Bursley and Han^ 
bridge — and lliat only twice on holir; and between the otlicr 
towns no stage of any kind! One went to Longshaw as one 
now goes to Pekin. It was on era so dark and backward that 
one might wonder how' people could sleep in their beds at niglit 
for tliinking about their sad state. 

Happily the inhabitants of the Five Towns in lliat era were 
pag^Albly pleased with themselves, and they never even sus- 
pected that tlicy were not quite modern and quite owakc. They 
thought that the intellectual, the industrial, and the social move- 
ments had gone about as far as these movements could go, and they 
were amazed at their own progress. Instead of being humble and 
ashamed, they octually showed pride in their pitiful achieve- 
ments. They ought to hove looked forward meekly to the 
p rodigiou s feats of posterity; but, having too little faith und 
too much conceit, they were content to look behind and make 
comparisons with the post. They did not foresee the iniracu- 
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lous Ronoration which is us. A poor, blind, complacent people! 
The ludicrous horsc-car w.is typical of them. The driver rang 
n huge bell, five minutes before starting, that could be heard 
from llic Wesleyan Chapel to the Cock Yard, and then after 
dchber-ations and hesitations the vehicle rolled oft' on its rails 
into unknown dangers while p.asscngrrs shouted good-bye. At 
IMc.akridgc it had to stop for the turnpike, and it was assisted 
up the mountains of Leveson Place and Sutherland Street (to- 
wards Ilanbridge) by a third horse, on whose baek was perched 
a tiny, whip-cracking boy; that boy lived like a shuttle on the 
ro.id between Leveson Place and Sutherland Street, and even 
in wet weather he was the envy of all other boys. After half 
an hour’s perilous t ransi t the car drew up solemnly' in a narrow 
street by’ tTic' Signal office in Ilanbridge, and the ruddy driver, 
liaving revolved many times the polished iron handle of his sole 
brake, turned his attention to his passengers in calm triumph, 
<lismi.ssing them with a sort of unsung dpxolog^'. * 

And this was regarded ns the last word of t raction ! A 
whip-cracking hoy on n tip horse! Oh, blind, blind! You 
could not foresee the hundred and twenty electric cars that 
now rush madly bumping and thundering at twenty miles an 
liuiir through all the main streets of the district! 

So that naturally Sophia, infected with the pride of her 
period, had no misgivings whatever concerning the final elegance 
of the princesses. She studied them ns the fifteen apostles of 
the filut ultra : then, having taken some (lowers and ]>lumcs 

out of a box, amid warnings from Constance, she retreated be- 
hind the glass, and presently emerged ns a great lady in the 
style of the princesses. Her mother’s tremendous new gmvn 
b.allooned about her in all its fantastic richness and cxpcnsivc- 
hess. And with the gown she had put on her mother’s impor- 
tance — that mien of assured authority, of capacity tested in 
many' a crisis, which cliarnctcrixcd Mrs. Baines, and which Mrs. 
Baines seemed to impart to her dresses even before she had 
regularly worn them. For it was a fact that Mrs. Baines’s empty 
garments inspired respect, ns though some essence had escaped 
from her and remained in them. 

Sophia!” 

Constance stayed her needle, and, without lifting her head. 
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gazed, with eyes raised from the wool-work, motionless at the 
posturing figure of her sister. It was sa crileg e that she was 
witnessing, a prodigious irreverence. She was conscious of au 
exj)ectalion tliat punishment would instantly fall on this dar- 
ing, impious child. But she, who never felt these mad, amaz- 
ing impulses, could nevertheless only smile fearfully. 

‘ Soplua!” she breathed, with an intensity of alarm tliat 
merged into condoning admiration. " Whatever will you do 
next? ” 

Sopliia’s lovely flushed face crowned the extraordinary struc- 
ture like a blossom, scarcely controlling its laughter. She was 
as tall as her mother, and as imperious, as crested, and proud ; 
and in spite of the pigtail , the ^rlisli scmi-circular comb, and 
the loose foal-likc limbs, she could support as well as her 
mother the majesty of the gimp-cmbroidcred dress. Her eyes 
sparkled with all the challenges of the untried virgin as .she 
mince^ about the showroom. Abounding life inspired her 
movements. The confident and fierce joy of youth shone on 
her brow. "What thing on earth equals me?” she seemed to 
demand with enchanting and yet ruthless arrogance. She was 
the daughter of a respected, bedridden draper in an insignifi- 
cant town, lost in the central labyr inth of England, if you like; 
yet what manner of man, conTronted with her, would or could 
have denied lier naive claim to dominion? She stood, in her 
muther's hoops, for the desire of the world. And in the in- 
nocence of her soul she knew it! The heart of a young girl 

mysteriously speaks and tells her of her power long ere she 

can use her power. If she can find nothing else to subdue, 
you may catch her In the early years subduing a gate-post or 
drawing homage from an empty chair. Sophia s cx))crimental 
victim was Constance, with suspended needle and soft glance 
that shot out from the lowered face. >. 

Then Sophia fell, in stepping backwards; the pyramid w.is 
overbalanced; great distended rings of silk trembled and swayed 
gigantically on the floor, and Sophia’s small feet lay like the 
feet of a doll on the rim of the largest circle, which curved 

and arched above them like a cavern’s mouth. The abrupt 

transition of her features from assured pride to Ijidicrous as- 
tonishment and alarm was comical enough to have sent into 


16 


THE OLD WIVES' TALE 


Tvihl nncliariUbIc laughter any creature less humane than Con- 
stance. But Constance sprang to her, a single embodied in- 
stinct of benevolence, with her snub nose, and tried to raise 
her. 

" Oh, Sophia ! she cried cotnp.assionatcly — that voice 
seemed not to know the tones of reproof — “ 1 do hope you've 
not messed it, because mother would be so 

The words were interrupted by the sound of groans beyond 
tlic door leading to the bedrooms. The groans, indicating direst 
physical ionmnt, grew louder. The two girls stared, wonder- 
struck and afraid, at the door, Sophia with licr dark head raised^ * 
and Constance with her arms round Soplua's waist. The door 
opened, letting in a tnuch*magnilicd sound of groans, and there 
entered n youngish, undersized man, who was frantically clutch-’ 
ihg his head in his hands and contorting all the mu.sclcs of his 
face. On perceiving the sculptural group of two ]>ronc, in- 
terlocked girls, one enveloped in a cri aolin c. and the oilier .with 
n M'ool-work bunch of flowers pinned to her knee, he juinjied 
hack, censed groaning, arranged his face, and seriously tried to 
prelriul Ih.al it was not he who had been vocal in anguish, 
that, imiecd, he was just passing os a casual, ordiniirv wav- 
farer througli the showroom to the shop below. He blushed 
darkly; niul the girls also blushed. 

"Oh, I beg pardon, I'm sure!” said this youngish man sud- 
denly; and with a swift turn he disappeared whence he had come. 

Ho was Mr. Povcj , n person universally esteemed, both 
within and wltliout the shop, the sur roga^ of bedridden Mr. 
Baines, the unfailing comfort and stamTby of Mrs. Baines, 
the fount and radiating centre of order and discipline in the 
shop; a quiet, diffident, se cretiv e, tedious, and obstinate youngish 
man, absolutely faithful, iKTulcly efficient in his sphere; with- 
out brilliance, without distinction; perhaps rather little-minded, 
certainly narrow-minded; but what a force in the shop! The 
shop was inconceivable without Mr. Povey. He ,wns under 
twenty and not out of his apprenticeship when Mr. Baines had 
been struck do^m, and he had at once proved his worth Of 
the assistants, he alone slept in the house. His bedroom was 
next to that of his employer; there was a door between the 
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two ch'^mbcrs, and the two steps led down from the larger to 
the less. 

The girls regained their feet, Sopliia with Constance's help. 
It WAS not easy to right a caj«i 2 cd crinoline. They both be- 
gan to laugh nervously, with a trace ’oTTlysleria. 

** I thought he'd gone to the dentist's,*' whispered Con- 
stance. 

Mr. Povey's toothache had been causing anxicly in the 
m icrocosm for two days, and it had been clearly understood 
at <linncr that Thursday morning that Mr. Povey was to set 
forth to Oulsnam Bros,, the dentists at Hillport, without any 
delay. Only on Thursdays and Sundays did Mr. Povey dine 
with the family. On other days he dined later, by himself, 
but at the family table, when Mrs. Baines or one of the as- 
sistants could "relieve** him in the sliop. Before starling out 
to visit licr elder sister at Axc> Mrs. Baines had insisted to 
Mr. Povey that he had eaten practically nothing but " slops " 

. for twenty-four hours, and that If he was not careful she would 
. have him on licr hands. He had replied in his quietest, most 
Bagneious, maltcr-of-fact tone — the tone that carried weight 
with all who heard it — that he had only been waiting for 
Thursday afternoon, and should of course go instantly to 
Oulsnaros’ and have the thing attended to in a proper manner. 
He had even added that persons who put off going to the 
dentist's were simply sowing trouble for themselves. 

None could possibly have guc.sscd that Mr. Povey was afraid 
of going to the dentist's. But such was the ease. He had not 
dared to set forth. The paragon of commonsense, pictured 
by most people as being somehow unliable to human frailties, 
could not yet screw himself up to the point of ringing a dentist's 
door-bell. 

** He did look funny," said Sophia. " I wonder what he 
thought, I couldn't help laughing! " 

Constance made no answer; but when Sophia had resumed 
her own clothes, and it was ascertained beyond doubt that the 
new dress had not suffered, and Constance herself was calmly 
stitching again, she said^ poising her needle as she had poised 
it to watch Sophia: 
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I wns jiisl wondering wliclhcr something oughtn’t to be done 
for Mr. I’ovcy.” 

'* Wh.nl.^ ” Sophia demanded. 

"lias he gone back to liis bedroom?” 

" Let’s go and listen,” said Sophia the adventuress. 

The* At tit, throiigli the showroom door, past the foot of the 
stairs .catling to tlie second storey, down the long corridor 
broken in the middle* by two steps and carpeted with a narrow 
bordered carpet whose ]»arallel lines increased its apparent 
length. They went on tiptoe, slieking close to one another. 
Mr. I'ovcy’s door was sliglilly ajar. They listened; not a 
^onrul. 

.Mr. Povey!** Constance couglicd discrcctlv. 

No reply. It was Sophia who pushed the door open. Con- 
stance made an elderly prim plucking gesture at Sophia’s bare 
arm, but she followed Sophia gi nger ly into the forbidden room, 
which was. however, empty. The bed had been rufllcd, and on 
it lay a book, " The Harvest of .a Quiet Eye.” 

" Harvest of a quiet tooth! ” Sophia whispered, giggling very 

AU *v » 


" Hsh! " C'onst.ancc put her lips forward. 

I-rom the next room came a regular, muffled, oratorical sound 

as though .some one had begun many years ago to address i 

mrcling and had forgotten to leave off and never would Icav 

oir. Tluy were familiar with the sounrl, and they quitted M, 

Poveys el, amber in fear of disturbing it. At tbe same mo 

nuut Mr. I ovey ren,,,, cared, this time in tbe drawing-roue 

duurway at tbe oilier celremily of tbe long corridor. He seemc. 

o be Irj.ng .uefleelually to flee from bis tootl. as a murderc 
tries to lice from iiis conscience. 

Oh, Mr. Povey!” said Constance quickly — for he ha« 

surprised ll.cm coming out of his bedroom; ” we were jus 
looking for you. ^ 

Ob r tb "b o"'"’ Sopl'i" .dded. 

Oh no, thanks!** snid Mr. Povey. 

Then he began to come down the corridor, slowly. 

patbrraiir'” ‘ 

■■ No, I hovenV said Mr. Povey, aa if Coastanec 


was in- 
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dicalin" a fact which had escaped his attention. *' The troth 

IS, 1 thought it looked like rain, and if id got wee — >oo 
>» 

see 

Miserable Mr. Povey! 

“ Yes,” said Constance, ” you certainly ought to keep out 
of draughts. Don’t you think it would be a good thing if you 
went and s.at in the parlour? There’s a fire there.” 

■■ I sliall be all right, thank you,” said Mr. Povey. And 
after a pause: “\\ell, thanks, I will.*’ 

Ill 

The girls made way for him to pass them at the head of the 
twisting stairs which'led down to the parlour. Constance fol- 
lowed, and Sophia followed Constance. 

■■ Have father’s chair,” said Constance. 

There were two rocking-chairs with fluted backs covered 
».v antimacassars, one on either side of the hearth. Tfiat to 
the iJft^aflini entitled ” father’s chair,” though its owner had 
not sat in it since long before the Crimean war, .ind^would 

never sit in it again. ^ 

"I think I'd sooner hare the other one, said Mr. Povey, 

-'because it’s on the right side, you sec.” And he touched his 

right check. . , , x 

Having taken Mrs. Baines’s chair, he bent his f.icc down to 

the fire, seeking comfort from its warmth. Sophia poked the 
fire, whereupon Mr. Povey abruptly withdreav his face. He 
then felt something light on his shoulders. Constance had 
taken the antimacassar from the back of the chair, aiul pro 
tcctcd him with it from the draughts. He did not instantly 
rebel, and therefore was permanently barred from rebellion He 
was entrapped by the antimacassar. It formally constituted 
him an invalid, and Constance and Sophia his nurses. Con- 
stance drew the curtain across the street door. No draught 
could come from the window, for the window was not ‘ made 
to open.’ The age of ventilation had not arrived. Sophia shut 
the other two doors. And, each near a door, the girls gazed 
at Mr. Povey behind his back, irresolute, but filled with a deli- 
cious sense of responsibility* 


so 
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The situation was on a difTcrcnl plane now. The serious- 
ness of Mr. Povey’s toothache, wliich became more and more 
manifest, had already wiped out the ludicrous memory of the 
encounter in the showroom. Looking at these two big girls, 
wilii their short-sleeved black frocks and black aprons, and their 
smooth liair, and tlieir composed serious faces, one would have 
jndge<l them inca))able of the least lapse from an archangelic 
n ritutu ii. s : Sophia especially presented a marvellous iinituHon of 
.saintly innocence. As for the toothache, its action on Mr. 
I'Dvcy was ap[)arcnlly periodic; it gallicrcd to a crisis like a 
wave, gr.adiially, the torture increasing till the wave broke and 
left -Mr. I’ovey exhausted, but free for a moment from pain. 
These crises recurred about once a minute. And now, nc- 
custnmed to llie presence of the young virgins, and having 
tacitly acknowledged by his acceptance of the antimacassar that 
liis state was abnormal, he gave himself up frankly' to alllic- 
lion. He concealed nothing of his agony, which was fiiUy dis- 
played by sudden cojTt2lljLatta.of his frame, and frantic oscilla- 
tions of the rocking-chair. Presently, as he lay back enfeebled in 
the wash of a spent wave, he murmured with a sick mans voice: 
’■ I suppose you Imvcn’t got any l audanum ? ” 

The girls started into life. “ Laiula'nuni.Tlr. Povey? ” 

" \cs, to hold in my mouth.” 

He s.at up, tense; another w.nve was forming. The excellent 
fellow was lost to all self-respect, all decency. 

'■ There’s sure to be some In mother’s cupboard,” said Sophia. 
Constance, who Lore Mrs. Baines’s b«mcli of keys at her 
girdle, a solemn trust, moved a little fearfully to a corner cup- 
board which was hung in the angle to the right of the pro- 
jecting fireplace, over a shelf on which stood a large copper 
tea-urn. That corner cupboard, of oak inlaid with n ipple a nd 
ebony in a simple border pattern, was typical of the rooni?irwas 
ffr-TT piece with the deep green ” flock " wall paper, and the 
tea-urn, and the rocking-chairs with their antimacassars, and 
the harmonium in rosewood with a Chinese papcr-machi t-n- 
caddy on the top of it; even with the carpet, certainly the 
mdSLcurious parlour carpet that ever was, being made of lengths 
of the stair-carpet sewn together side by side. That corner cup- 
board was already old in service; it had held the medicines of 
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, generations. It gleamed darkly with the grave and genuine 
polish which comes from ancient use alone. The key which 
Constance chose from her bunch was like the cupboard, smooth 
and shining with years; it fitted and turned very easily, yet 
with a firm snap. The single wide door opened sedately as a 
portal. 

The girls examined the sacred interior, which had tlic air 
of being inhabited by an army of diminutive prisoners, each 
crying aloud with the full strength of its label to be set free 
on a mission. 

There it is ! said Sophia eagerly. 

And there it was: a blue bottle, with a saffron label, 
" Caution. POISON. Laudanum. Cljarlcs Crilclilo\v, M.P.S. 
Dispensing Chemist. St. Luke's Square, Burslcy.*' 

Those large capitals frightened the girls. Constance took 
the bottle as she might have taken a loaded revolver, and she 
glanced at Sophia. Their omnipo tent^ all-wise mother was not 
present to tell them what to do. They, who had never decided, 
had to decide now. And Constance was the elder. Must this 
fearsome stuff, whose very name was a name of fear, be in- 
troduced in spile of printed warnings into Mr. Povey's mouth? 
The responsibility was terrifying. 

''Perhaps I'd just better ask Mr. Crilchlow," Constance 
faltered. 

The expectation of beneficent laudanum had enlivened Mr. 
Povey, had already, indeed, by a sort of suggestion, lialf cured 
his tootliaclic. 

" Oh no! " he said. " No need to ask Mr. Critclilow 
Two or three drops in a little water.'^ He showed impatience 
to be at the laudanum. 

The girls knew that an antipathy existed between the chemist 
and Mr. Povey. 

" It's sure to be all right,'' said Sophia. “ 1*11 get the water." 

With youthful cries and alarms they succeeded in pouring 
four mortal dark drops (one more than Constance intended) 
into a cup containing a little water. And as they handed the 
cup to Mr. Povey their faces were the faces of affrighted 
comical conspirators. They felt so old and they looked so 
young. 
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Mr. Povcy imbibed eagerly of tlie uoUaOj put the cup on 
the iinntelpiccc, and then tilted hij> he.id to the right so as to 
subn^erge the affected tooth. In tins posture he remained, 
awaiting the sweet inHucncc of the remedy. The girls, out of a 
nice modesty, turned away, for Mr. Povey must not swallow the 
medicine, and they preferred to leave him unlumipcrcd in the 
solution of Q dclioalc problem. Wlien next they examined him, 
he was leaning hack in the rocking-chair with his mouth open 
and his eyes shut. 

‘'Has it done you any good, Mr. Povey.^^* 

“ I think ril lie down on the sofa for a minute/* was Mr. 
Povey 's strange reply; and forthwith he sprang up and flung 
himself on to the liorsc-hair sofa between the fireplace and the 
window, where he lay stripped of all his dignity, a mere beaten 
animal in a grey suit with peculiar coat-l.ails, and a very creased 
waistcoat, and a lapel that was planted with pins, and a paper 
collar and close-fitting paper cuffs. 

('onstance ran after him the antimacassar, wliich she 


spread soflly on his shoulders; and Sophia put another one 
over his thin little legs, all drawn up. 

'rhey then gazed at llieir liandiworU, with secret sclf-aceusa* 
tions anr) the most dreadful misgivings. 

He surely never swallowed it! Constance whispered, 

Hc\s asleep, nnyliow,** said Sophia, more loudly. 

Mr. Povey was certainly asleep, and his mouth was very 
wide open like a shop-door. The only question was wlicthcr 
his sleep was not an eternal slecj); (lie only question was whctlicr 
lie was not out of his pain for ever. 

Then lie snored — horribly; his snore seemed a p orten t of 


(iLs/istcr. 

Sophia approached him as though he were a bomb, and 
stared, growing bolder, into his mouth. 


"Oh, Con,** she summoned her sister, ** do come and look! 


It’s too droll ! ** 


In an instant all llicir four eyes were exploring the singular 
landscape of Mr. Povey *s mouth. In a corner, to the right of 
that interior, was one sizeable fragment of a toothi that was 
attached to Mr. Povey by the slenderest tic, so that at each 
rrsnir.itian of Mr. Povey^ when his body slightly heaved and 
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the gale moaned in the cavern, this tooth moved separ.al«ly. 
showing tliat its long connection with Mr. Povey w.is dr.awing 
to a close. 

" That’s the one,” said Sophia, pointing. “ .\iid it's as loo.se 
as anvlhing. Did you ever see such a funny thing?” 

The extreme funniness of the thing liad lulled in Sophia the 
fear of Mr. Povey's sudden death. 

” I’ll see how much he's taken,” said Constance, preoccu- 
pied, going to the mantelpiece. 

"Why, I do believe ” Sophia began, and then stopjied, 

glancing at the scwing-m-achinc, which stood next to llic sof.a. 

It was a Howe sewing-machine. It had a little tool-drawer, 
and in the tool-drawer was a small pair of )d icrs^ Constance, 
cn"a"cd in snifling at tlic lees of the potion in order to esti- 
mate its probable dcadlincss, heard the well-known click of the 
little tool-drawer, and then she saw Sophia nearing Mr. Povey’s 
mouth with the j/licrs. 

"Sophia!” she exclaimed, aghast. “What in the name of 
goodness are you doing?” 

“ Nothing,” said Sophia. 

The next instant Mr. Povey sprang up out of his laudanum 
dream. 

” It jumps! ” he muttered; and, after a reflective pause, “ hut 
it’s much better.” He had at any rate escaped death. 

Sophia's right hand was behind her back. 

Just then a liawker passed down King Street, crying muss'-ls 
and cockles. 

“Oh!” Sophia almost shrieked. “Do let's have mussels and 
cockles for teal” And she rushed to the door, and unlocked 
and opened it, regardless of the risk of draughts to ^Ir. Povey. 

In those days people often depended upon the caprices of 
hawkers for the tastiness of their teas; but it was an adventurous 
age, when errant knights of commerce were numerous and en- 
terprising. You went on to your doorstep, caught your meal 
as it passed, withdrew, cooked it and ate it, quite in the manner 
of the early Briton. 

Constance was obliged to join her sister on the top stej). 
Sophia descended to the second step. 

“ Presh mussels and cockles all alive oh ! ’ bawled the 



THE OLD WIVES' TALE 


2 '> 

Imwkcr, looking across the road in the April breeze. He 
the ccUbratcd Hollins, a professional Irish drunkard, aged in 
iniquity, wlio cheerfully saluted magistrates in the street, and 
referred to the workhouse, which he occasionally visited, ns the 
Bnstile. 

Sopljia was trembling from head to foot. 

What are you laughing at, you silly thing?'' Constance do- 
man<led. 

Sophia surrc ptitiott sly showed the pliers, which she had partly 
thrust into licr poefTet. Between their points was a most per- 
ceptible, and even recognizable, f ragment of M r. Povey. 

This was the crown of Sophia’s career as a perpetrator of tlic 
unutterable, 

''What!'* Constance’s face showed the final contortions of 
that horrified incredulity which is forced to believe. 

Sophia nudged her violently to remind her that llicy were in 
the street, anu arso quite close to Mr, Povey. 

"Now, my little missies," said the vile Hollins. "Three 
pence a pint, and how’s your honoured mother to*day? YeS; 
fresh, 50 help me God!” 




CHAPTER IJ 


THE TOOTH 

1 

The two girls came up the unlightcd stone staircase which led 
from Maggie’s cave to the door of the parlour. Sophia, fore- 
most, was carrying a large tray, and Constance a small one. 
Constance, who had nothing on her tray but a teapot, a howl 
of steaming and balmy-scented mussels and cockles, and a plate 
of hot buttered toast, went directly into the parlour on the left. 
Sophia had in her arms the entire material and apparatus of a 
high tea for two, including eggs, jam, and toast (covered with 
the slop-basin turned upside down), but not including mussels 
and cockles. She turned to the right, passed along the corridor 
by the cutting-out room, up two steps into the sheeted and shut- 
tered gloom of the closed shop, up the showroom stairs, through 
the showroom, and so into the bedroom corridor. Experience 
had proved it easier to make this long de tour than to round the 
difficult corner of the parlour stairs with a large loaded tray. 
Sophia knocked with the edge of tlic tray at the door of the 
principal bedroom. The muJHed .j«atorical sound from within 
suddenly ceased, and tlic door was "bpenid by a .very tall, very 
thin, black-bearded man, who looTTPd- do>^n at Sophia as if to 
demand what she meant by such an intcri^pjipn. 

" I’ve brought the tea, Mr. Critc ldow,” shid. Sophia. 

And Mr. Critchlow carefully ncccptcd*”the, tVji^y- 

"Is that my little Sophia?” asked a faint y^c from the 
depths of the bedroom. 

" Yes, father," said Sophia. 

But she did not attempt to enter the room. Mr. Critchlow 
put the tray on a white-clad chest of drawers near the door, and 
then he shut the door, with no ceremony. Mr. C^elilow was 
John Baines's oldest and closest friend^ tlioifgU decidedly 
' 
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y<AJngcr thin the draper. He frequently popped in ” to hare 
a word with the invalid; but Thursday afternoon was his special 
afternoon, consecrated by liim tx) the service of the sick, hrom 
two o’clock precisely till eight o’clock precisely he took charge 
of John Haines, reigning auloeralicaUv over the bedroom. It 
was known that lie would not tolerate invasions, nor even am- 
ba.ssadorial visits. No! He gave up his weekly holiday to this 
business of fricndsliip, and he must he allowed to conduct the 
business in his own way, Mrs. Baines herself avoided dis- 
turbing Mr. Crilclilow’s ministrations on her husband. She was 
glad to do so; for Mr. Baines was never to he left alone under 
any circninstanecs, and the coin xnience of l>eing able to rely 
upon the j>rcscncc of a s^id jueinher of tlie Phannaccutical So- 
ciety for six hours of a given day every week outweighed the 
.slight affrpnt her prerogatives as wife and house-mistress. 
Mr. CriTchTow was an cxtrxrnCMy peculiar man, but when he was 
in the bedroom she could leave the house with an easy tnind. 
Moreover, John Baines enjoyed these Thursday afternoons. 
For him, there was ‘ none like Charles Critchlow.’ Tlic two old 
friend.s rxperirnred a sort of grim, desiccated happiness, cooped 
u)> together in the Ix'droom, secure from women and fools griP 
crally. How they spent the time did not seem to be certainly 
known, but the impression was that politics occupied tlicm. Un- 
doubtedly Mr. Critchlow wos an extremely peculiar man. He 
was a man of habits. He must always have the same things 
for hi.s tea. Black-currant jam, for inst.ancc. (He called it 

preserve.’*) The idea of olTcring Mr. Critchlow a tea which 
did not comprise black-currant jam was inconceivable by the 
intelligence of St. Luke’s Square. Thus for years past, in the 
fruit-preserving season, when all the house and nil the shop 
smelt richly of fruit boiling In sugar, Mrs. Baines had filled au 
extra number of jars with black-currant jam, * because Mr. 
Critchlow wouldn't touch any other sort.’ 

So Sophia, faced w’ith the shut door of the bedroom, went 
down to the parlour by the shorter route. She knew that on 
going up again, after tea, she would find the devastated tray 
on the doormat. 

Constnnee was helping Mr. Povey to mussels and cockles. 
And Mr. Povey still wore one of the antimacassars. U must 
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have stuck to his shoulders when lie sprang np from the sofa, 
woollen antimacassars being notoriously parasitic things. Sophia 
sat down, somewhat self-consciously. The serious Constance 
was also pert urbed. Mr. Povey did not usually take tea in the 
house on Thursday afternoons; bis practice was to go out into 
the great, mysterious world. Never before had he sliarnl a 
meal with the girls alone. The situation was indubitably unex- 
pected, unforeseen; it was, too, piquant, and what added to its 
piquancy was the fact that Constance and Sophia were, some** 
how, responsible for Mr. Povey. They felt tliat they were re- 
sponsible for him. They had offered the practical sympathy 
of two intelligent and welbt ruined young women, born nurses 
by reason of tlicir sex, and Mr. Povey had accepted; he was now 
on their hands. Sophia's monstrous, sly operation in Mr. 
Povey's mouth did not cause either of tlicm mucli alarm, Con- 
stance having apparently recovered from the lirst shock of it. 
They had discussed it in the kitchen while preparing tlie teas; 
Constance's extraordinarily severe and dictatorial tone in con- 
demning it had led to a certain heat. But the success of the 
iuipiident wrench justined it despite any irrefutable argument 
to the contrary. Mr. Povey was better already, and he evidently 
remained in ignorance of his loss. 

Have some? " Constance asked of Sophia, with a large spoon 
hovering over the bowl of shells. 

“ Yes, please/* said Sophia, positively. 

Constance well knew that she would have some, and had only 
asked from sheer ncr\'ousncs$. 

** Pass your plate, then.'' 

Now wlien everybody was served with mussels, cockles, tea, 
and toast, and Mr. Povey’ had been persuaded to cut the crust off 
his toast, and Constance had, quite unnecessarily, warned Sophia 
against the deadly green stuff in the mussels, and Constance had 
further pointed out tliat the evenings were getting longer, and 
Mr. Povey liad agreed tlmt they were, there remained nothing 
to say. An irksojp^ silence fell on them all, and no one could 
lift it off. ^Tiny clashes of shell and crockery sounded with the 
terrible clearness of noises heard in the night. Bach person 
avoided the eyes of the others. And both Constance and Sophia 
kept straightening their bodies at intervals, and expanding their 



28 


the old WIVES’ TALE 

chcsls 'ind then lookinfj nt their plates; occasionally a prim 
couirh was discharged. It was a sad example of the diUcrcnce 
between young women’s dreams of social brilliance and the reality 
of life. These girls got more and more girlish, until, from being 
women nt the administering of l aud anutn, they sank back to 
about eight years of age — perfect children — at the tea-table. 

The tension was snapped by Mr- Povey. “My God! he 
nniltercd, moved by a startling discovery to this impious tiutV 
disgraccliil oath (he, the pattern and exemplar — and in the 
presence of innocent girlhood loo!)- “ Tve swallowed it!” 
“Swallowed what, Mr. I^ovcy?” Constance inquired. 

The tip of Mr. Povey’s tongue made a careful voyage of 
inspection all round the right side of his luouth- 

'* Oh yes!” he said, as if solemnly aecei>ting the inevitable. 
“ I’ve swallowed it! ” 

Soj>hia’s face was now scarlet; she ned to be looking for 
some place to hide it. Constance could not think of anything 
to sav, 

TIjat tooth has been loose for two years,” said Mr, Povey, 
“and now I've swallowed it with a mussel.” 

“Oh, Mr Povey!” Coiinlancc crie^l in confusion, and added, 
“ There's one good thing, it can’t hurl you any more now,” 

“ Oil! ” said .Mr. Povey, “ It wasn't that tooth that was hurt- 
ing me. It’s on old st ^mix at the back that’s upset me so this 
Inst day or two. I wish it had been.” 

Sophia had her teacup close to her red face. At tlicsc words 
of Mr. Povey her checks seemed to fill out like plump apples. 
Slic dashed the cup into its saucer* spilling tea recklessly, and 
then ran from the room with stifled snorts. 

” Sophia ! ” Constance protested. 

1 must just Sophia incoherently spluttered in the 

doorway. ” I shall be all right. Don’t ” ^ 

Constance, who had risen, sat down again, 

II 

Sophia fled along the passage leading to the shop and took 
refuge in the cutting-out room, a room which the astonishing 
architect had devised upon what must have been a backyard 
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of one of the three constituent houses. It was lighted from its 
roof, and only a wooden partition, eight feet high, separated 
it from the passage. Here Sophia gave rein to her feelings; she 
laughed and eried together, weeping generously into her handker- 
chief and wildly giggling, in a hysteria which she could not con- 
trol. The spectacle of Mr. Povey mourning for a tooth which 
he thought he had swallowed, but which in fact lay all the tiuir 
in her pocket, seemed to her to be by far the most ridiculous, 
side-splitting thing that had ever hajipencd or could hapj>cn on 
earth. "It i*Ucrly overcame her. And when she fancied that 
she had exh.Justed and conquered its surp.issing ridiculousness, 
this ridiculoutncss seized her again and rolled her anew in depths 
of mad, trembling laugliter. 

Gradually she grew calmer. She heard the parlour door open, 
and Constance descend the kitchen stcj)s with .a rattling tray 
of tea-things. Tea, tl .i, was finished, without her! Constance 
did not remain in the kitchen, because the cups and saucers were 
left for Maggie to wash up as a fitting cP<Ia to .M.aggic’s monthly 
holiday. The parlour door closed. And the vision of Mr. Povey 
in his antimacassar swept Sophia off into another convulsion of 
laughter and tears. Ujion this the parlour door opened again, 
and Sopliia clicked herself into silence while Constance hastened 
along the passage. In a minute Constance returned with her 
JlJiolwork, M-hicIi she had got from the showroom, and the parlour 
received her. Not the least curiosity on the part of Constance 
as to ivhat had becontc of Sophia! 

At length Sophia, a faint meditative smile being all tliat iva.s 
left of the storm in her, ascended slowly to the showroom, 
through the shop. Nothing there of interest! Thence slie wan- 
dered towards tlie drawing-room, .and encounter. d Mr. Critch- 
ow s tray on the mat. She picked it up and c.arried it by way 
of the showroom and shop down to the kitchen, where she dream- 
ily munched two pieces of toast that had cooled to the consistency 
of leather. She mounted the stone steps and listened at the door 
of the parlour. No sound! This seclusion of .Mr. Povey and 
Constance was really very strange. She roved right round the 
house, and descended crcepingly by the twisted house-stairs, and 
listened intently at the other door of the parlour. She now de- 
tected a faint regular snore. Mr. Povey, a jircy to laudanum 
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and mussels, was sleeping while Conslancc worked at her fire- 
screen! It was now in the highest degree odd, tins seclusion of 
Mr. Povry and Conslancc; unlike anything in Sophia’s experi- 
ence! Slic wanted to go into the parlour, but she could not 
bring licrsclf to do so. She crept away again, forlorn and puz- 
zled, and next discovered herself in the bedroom which she 
.sliared willi Constance at the top of Die house; she lay down in 
llie dusk on the bed and began to read ” The Days of Bruce; 


but slic read only with her eyes. 

Later, she heard movements on the house-stairs, and the 
familiar whining creak of the door at the foot thereof. She 
skipped lightly to the door of the bedroom. 

“ Oood-niglit, Mr. Povey. I liopc you’ll be able to sleep.” 

Constance's voice! 

” It will probably come on again.” 

Mr. Povey’s voice, pessimistic! 

Tlicn the abutting of doors. It was almost dark. She went 
back to the bed, expecting a visit from Constance. But a clock 
struck eight, and all the various phenomena connected with the 
departure of Mr. Critchlow occurred one after another. At the 
.same time Maggie came home from the land of romance. Then 
long silences! Constance was now i taatured with her father, it 
being her “turn” to nurse; Maggie was woshing up in her 
cave, and Mr. Povey was lost to .siglit in his bedroom. Then 
Sophia heard her mother's lively, commanding knock on the 
King Street door. Dusk had definitely yiehlcd to black niglil in 
tlic bedroom. Sophia dozed and dreamed. When she awoke, 
her car caught the sound of knocking. She jumped up, tiptoed 
to tlic landing, and looked over the balustrade, whence she had 
n view of nil the first-floor corridor. The gas had been lighted; 
through the round a perture at the top of the po ^lain g lobe she 
could see the wavering flame. It was her mother, still bonneted, 
who was knocking at the door of Mr. Povey’s room. Constance 
stood in the doorway of her parents’ room. Mrs. Baines 
knocked twice with an Interval, and then said to Constance, in a 
resonant whisper that vibrated up the corridor — 

” He seems to be fast asleep. I’d better not disturb him.” 

” But suppose be wants something in the night? ” 
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" Well, child, I should hear him moving. Sleep's tlio best 
thing for him/* 

Mrs, Baines left Mr. Povey to the effects of laudanum, and 
came along the corridor. She was a stout woman, all black stuff 
and gold chain, and her skirt more than illlcd the Mddth of the 
corridor. Sophia watched her habitual heavy mounting go I are 
as she climbed tlie two steps that gave variety to the corridor. 
At the gas-jet she paused, and, pulling her hand to the tap, 
gazed up into the globe. 

‘'Where's Sophia?'' slie demanded, her eyes fixed on the gas 
as she lowered the flame. 

" I tliink she must be in bed, mother," said Constance, 
cl talantl y. 

The returned mistress was point by point resuming knowl- 
edge and control of that complicated machine — her household. 

Then Constance and her niotlur disappeared into the bed-* 
room, and the door was shut %vith a gentle, decisive bung that 
to the silent watcher on the floor above seemed to create a special 
excluding intimacy round about the flgurcs of Constance and her 
father and mother. The watclicr wondered, witli a little prick of 
jealousy, what thc}'^ would be discussing in the large bedroom, 
her father's beard wagging feebly and his long arms on the 
counterpane, Constance perched at the foot of the bed, and her 
mollier walking to and fro, putting licr c ^ic o brooch on the 
drcssiiig-tabln or stretching creases out of her ‘gloves. Certainly, 
in Some su btle way, Constance had a standing with her parents 
which was more confidential than Sophia's. 

Ill 

When Constance came to bed, lialf an hour later, Sophia was 
already in bed. The room was fairly spacious. It had been 
the girls* retreat and fortress since their earliest years. Its 
features seemed to tlicm as natural and unalterable as tlie fca* 
tures of o cave to a cave-dweller. It hod been repapered twice 
in their lives, and each papering stood out in their memories 
like an epoch ; a third epoch was due to the replacing of a 
drugget hy ^ rcsj^lfiudaat old carpet degraded from the draw* 
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ing-room. There was only one bed, the bedstead being of 
painted iron; they never interfered with each other in lliat bed, 
sleeping with a detachment as perfect as if tlicy had slept on 
opposite sides of St. Luke’s Square; yet if Constance bad one 
ni'dit lain down on the half near the window instead of on the 
hnlf near the door, the secret nature of the universe would hnvc 
ficcined to be Altered. The small was filled with a 

mass of shavings of silver pAper; now the rare illnesses which 
tlicv had suifcrcd were recalled chiefly ns periods wlicn Uut 
silver paper was crammed into a large slipper-ease which hung 
l)y the mantelpiece, and a fire of coals unnaturally reigned in its 
place — the silver paper was part of the order of the world. 
The sash of the window would not work quite properly, owing 
to a riigTil su hsj lien ee in tlic wall, .and even when the window 
M*as faslrne<l there was always a narrow the left hand 

hetwern the window and its frame; througli this slit came 
draughts, and thus very keen frosts were rcinemhcred by the 
nights when Mrs. Haines caused the sash to be forced and kept 
at its full height by means of wyil gr s — the slit of exposure was 
part of the order of the worhl. 

They possessed only one bed, one washstand, and one dress- 
ingdahlc; but in some other rrspecls they were rather fortunate 
girls, for they had two mahogany wardrobes; this mutual inde- 
pendence as regards wardrobes M‘as due partly to Mrs. Haines’s 
strong commonsrnse, and partly to their father's tendency to 
spoil them a little. They had, moreover, a chest of drawers 
with a curved front, of which slructuro Constance occupied two 
short drawers anil one long one, and Sopliia two long drawers. 
On it stood two fancy work-boxes, in which each sister kept 
jewellery, a savings-bank book, and otlicr treasures, and these 
boxes were absolutely sacred to their respective owners. They 
were different, but one was not more magnificent than the other. 
Indeed, a rigid equality was the rule in the chamber, the single 
exception being Umt behind the door were three hooks, of which 
Constance commanded two. 

“ Well/’ Sophia began, when Constance appeared. ** How’s 
darling Mr. Hovey?” She was lying on her back, and smiling 
at her two hands, which she held up in front of her. 
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Asleep/^ said Constance. ** At least mother thinks so. She 
says sleep is the best thing for hiu)." 

* It will probably come on again/ " said Sophia. 

‘‘ What's that you say.^ Constance asked^ undressing. 

** * It will probably come on again.' " 

These words were a quotation from the utterances of darling 
Mr. Porey on the stairs^ and Sophia delivered them with an 
exact imitation of Mr. Povey's vocal mannerism. 

Sophia/' said Constance, firmly, approaching the bed, " I 
wish you W'ouldn't be so silly!" She had benevolently ignored 
the sat jriral note in Sophia's first remark, but a strong instinct 
in her rose up and objected to further derision. " Surely you've 
done enough for one day! " she added. 

Tor answer Sophia exploded into violent laughter, which she 
made no attempt to control. She laughed too long and too freely 
while Constance stared at her. 

/ don't know what's come over you!*' said Constance. 

" It's only because I can't look at it without simply going 
off into fits!" Sophia gasped out. And she held up a tiny 
object in her left hand. 

Constance started, flushing. "You don't mean to say you've 
kept it!" she protested earnestly, "How horrid you are, 
Sophia! Give it me at once and let me throw it away. I never 
beard of such doings. Now give 5t me!" 

/ " No," Sopliia objected, still laughing. " I wouldn’t part with 
it for worlds. It's too lovely." 

She had laughed away all her secret resentment against Con- 
stance for having ignored her during the whole evening and for 
being on such intimate terms with their parents. And she was 
ready to be candidly jolly with Constance. 

" Give it me," said Constance, doggedly. 

Sophia hid her hand under the clothes. " You can have his 
old stump, when it comes out, if you like. But not this. What 
a pity it's the wrong one!" 

"Sophia, I'm ashamed of you! Give it me." 

Then it was that Sophia first perceived Constance’s extreme 
seriousness She was surprised and a little int jmj datrd by it. 
For tbe expression of Constance's face, usually so benign and 
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e.ilm, was harsh, almost ficrcr. Howc%-er, Sophia had a great 
deal of what is called " spirit,” ond not even ferocity on the face 
of mild Constance could intimidate her for more than a few 
seconds. Her gaiety c.xpircd and her teeth were hidden. 

" I’ve said nothing to mother ” Constance proceeded. 

" I should hope you haven’t,” Sophia put in tersely. 

” But I certainly shall if you don't throw that away,” Con- 
stance finished. 

“ You can say what you like,” Sophia retorted, adding con- 
temptuously a term of o pprobri um which has long since passed 
out of use: “Cant!” 

“ Will vou give it me or won’t you? ’* 

"No!” 

It was a battle suddenly engaged in the bedroom. The at- 
mosphere had altered coniplclely with the swiftness of magic. 
The beauty of Sophia, the angelic tenderness of Constance, and 
tlic youthful, naive, innocent charm of both of them, were trans- 
forincil into something sinister and cruel. Sophia lay back on 
the ])illow amid her dark-brown hair, and gazed with relentless 
defiance into the angry eyes of Constance, who stood threaten- 
ing by the bed. They could hear the gas singing over the 
dre.ssing-tahle, and their hearts beating the blood wildly in their 
rriri.s. They censed to be young without growing old; the eternal 
liad lcnj)t up in them from its sleep. 

Constance walked away from the bed to the dressing-table 
ond began to loose her hair niul brush it, holding back her head, 
shaking it, and bending forward, in the changeless ge-sture of 
that rile. She was so disturbed that she had unconsciously re- 
versed the customary order of the toilette. After a moment 
Sophia slipped out of bed and, stepping with her bare feet to 
the chest of drawers, opened her work-box and deposited the 
fragment of Mr. Povey therein; she dropped the lid with on 
uncompromising bang, ns if to say, " We shall see if I am to be 

^od upon miss ! " Their eyes met again in the looking-glass. 
Then Sophia got back into bed. 

Five minutes later, when her hair was quite finished, Con- 
stance knelt down and said her prayers. Having said her 
prayers, she went straight to Sophia’s work-box, opened it, seized 
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the fragment of Mr. Povey, ran to the window, and frantically 
pushed the fragment through the slit into the Square. 

"There!” she exclaimed ncn'ously. 

She had accomplished this inconceivable tr ansgr c.ssion of the 
code of honour, beyond all undoing, before Sophia could recover 
fronj the ot seeing her sacicd work-box impudently 

violated. In a single moment one of Sophia's chief ideals h.ad 
been smashed utterly, .and that by the sweetest, gentlest crea- 
ture she had ever known. It was a revealing experience for 
Sophia — and also for Constance. And it frightened them 
equally, Sophia, staring at the text, " Thou God scest me, ’ 
framed in straw over tlie chest of drawers, did not stir. Slie 
was defeated, and so profoundly moved in her defeat that she 
did not even reflect upon the obvious incfficacy of illuminated 
texts as a d ^erre ut from evil-doing. Not that she cared a fig 
for the fragiiK-nt ot Mr. Povey! Jt was the moral aspect of the 
affair, and the astounding, inexplicable development in Con- 
stance’s character, that staggered her into silent acceptance of 
the inevitable. 

Constance, trembling, took pains to finish undressing with 
dignified deliberation. Sophia’s behaviour under the blow 
seemed too good to be true; but it gave her courage. At length 
she turned out the gas and lay down by Sophia. And tlicre 
was a little shuHling, and then stillness for u while. 

” And if you want to know,” said Constance in a tone that 
mingled amicahlencss with righteousness, *' mother’s decided with 
Aunt Harriet Umt we arc both to lea^c schuoi next term.” 
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Tnn div sanctioned by custom in the Five Towns for the making 
of pastry is Saturday. But Mrs. Baines made her pastry on 
I-riday, t)ic.iusc S.alurday afternoon svas, of course, a busy time 
in tile shop. It is true that Mrs. Baines made her pastry in 
the morning, and that Saturday morning in the shop was scarcely 
different from any other morning. Nevertheless, Mrs. Baines 
made her pastry on Friday morning instead of Saturday morning 
because Saturday afternoon was a busy time in the siioj). She 
was thus free to do her marketing without breath-taking fju»y 
on SaturcLiy morning. 


On the morning after Sophia’s first essay in dentislrv, thcro- 
orc Mrs. Baines was making her pastry in the underground 
k.tchcm This kitchen, Maggie’s cavern-home, had the mvslcry 
of a church and on dark days it had the mystery of n 
The Slone steps leading down to it from the level of carth"wcw 
quite unlighud. Aou felt for them with the feet of faith, and 
when you arrived in t*-. kiteb-n, the kitchen, by contrast, seemed 
uimnous and gay; the architect may have considered and in- 
tended tins effect of the staircase. The kitchen s.aw day through 
a wide, shallow window whose top touched the ceiling and whose 
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had n habit of stopping to kick with their full strengtli at th? 
gratin 



orgel-me-noU on a brown licit! ornamented the walls of the 
kitchen. Its ceiling was irregular and griiuy, and a bc-am ran 
across it; in this beam were two hooks; from these liooks Iiid 
once dej)tiidcd the roi)cs of a swing, umch used by ConsUincc and 
Sopliia in the old days before tijcy were grown up. A large 
range stoixl out from the wall between the stairs and the window. 
The rest of the furniture comprised a table — against the wall 
opposite the range — a cupboard, and two Windsor chairs. Op- 
posite the foot of the steps was a doorway, without a door, lead- 
ing to two lar<lLTS, dimmer even lliuii the kitchen, vague retreats 
made visible wlntewash, where bowls of milk, dislics of cold 
bones, and remainders of fruit-pies, reposed lu stillages; in the 


corner nearest the kitchen was a great in whicli the bread 

was kept. Another doorway on the other side of tlic kitchen 
led to the first coal-ccllar, where was also the s lopston e and tap, 
and thence a tunnel took you to the second coal-cellar, wlierc 


and ashes were stored; the tunnel jirocccdcd to a distant, 
infinitesimal yard, and from the yard, by ways Ixhind Mr. 
Crilchlow*s shop, you could finally emerge, astonislicd, upon 
Brougham Street. The sense of the vast-obscure of those re- 
gions whicli began at the top of the kitchen steps and ended 
in black corners of lurders or abruptly in the common doilincss 
of Brougham Street, a sense which Constance and Sophia !iad 
acquired in infancy, remained with them almost unimpaired as 
they grew old. 

Mrs. Baines wore black alpaca . shielded by a white ajiruii 
whose string drew attention to the amplitude of her waist. IIcr«^ 
sleeves were turned up, and her hands, ae. far ni the knuckles, 
covered with damp flour. Her ageless smooth paste-board occu- 
pied a corner of the table, and near it were her paste-roller, but- 
ter, some pie-dishes, s hred ded apples, sugar, and oilier things. 
Those rosy hands were at Mork among a sticky substance in a 
large white bowl. 

Mother, arc you there? she heard a voice from above. 

** Yes, my chufk/' 

Footsteps apparently reluctant and hesitating clinked on the 
stairs, and Sophia entered the kitchen. . 
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" I’nt tliis curl slnigli*. siic ^I^«. Biinrs, Inwrrinf; he. Ik .vl 
siiplidy md lioidinp uji iicr hourrn hind'-, which rmphi no' touch 
nnytliing I'ut (lour. ‘ Th.ink voti. It bothered me. .Vnc no» 
stand out i>f my lipht. I'm in a hurry. I must pel mtt the shof. 
so that I c.in «end Mr. I’oTcy off to the dentist’s. What is Con- 
st ;tic-'- doing.’ 

llelpin;* Maggie to make Mr. Povey’s l>ed.” 

“Ch!" 

I Though f.il. Mrs. Biines wae a comely wom.an. with fine 
brown Inir, and confidently calm eyes that indicated her belief in 
her own capacity to accomplish whatever ehc could be called 
on to accomj»lish. She looked neither more nor less than her 
ago. which was forty-five. She w.is not a n.ativc of the district, 
hiMiig Iwen culled by her husband front the moorland town of 
Ax<'. twelve imTtJ off. Like ne.arly all women who settle in a 
str.ingc land upon marriage, at the bottom of her heart sl^ 
considered herscl; just a trifle superior to tliA strange land and 
its ways. This feeling, confirmed by long experience, had never 
left her. It w.is this feeling which induced her to continue mak- 
ing her own pastry — with two thoroughly trained “ great girls” 
in the house I Constance could m.ake good pastry, but it wasi 
not her mother's pastry. In pastry-making everything can be 
taught except the hand, light and firm, which wields the 
roller. One is F.rn with this hand.'tr without it And if one 
is bom williout it, the highest flighty of pastry arc impossible. 
Constance was l>orn without it. There were days when Sophia 
seemed to possess it; but there were other days' when Sophia’s 
pastry was uneatable by any one except Maggie. Thus Mrs. 

. B.aincs, though intensely proud and fond of her daughters, had 

justifiably prc.servcd a certain co ndesce nsion towards them. She 

honestly doubted whether either of them would develop into the 
equAl of their mother* 

" Xow you little yixcji ! ” she exclaimed. Sophia was stealing 
and caUng slices of half-cookcd apple. ” This comes of having 

no breakfast ! And why didn’t you come down to supper last 
night?'" ^ 

I don't know. I forgot-'* 

Mrs. Baines scr^inixed the child’s eyes, which met Hers with 
a sort of diffident boldness. She knew everything that a mother 


A BATTLE 


39 


can know of a daughter, and she was sure that Sopliia had nt> 
cause to be indisposed. Therefore she scrutinized tliosc eye-' 
with a faint apprehension. 

“If you can't find anything better to do/' said she, “butler 
me the inside of this dish. Arc your hands clean? No, belter 
not touch it." 

Mrs. Baines was now at the stage of depositing little pats of 
butter in rows on a large plain of paste. The best fresh butter! 
Cooking butter, to say nauglit of lard, was unknown in that 
kitchen o^^'riday mornings. She doubled the expanse of paste 
on itsell^^^MaUed the butter in — supreme operation! 

Con Stan about leaving school?" said Mrs. 

Baines, in the vein of smalMalk, as she trimmed the paste to 
the sliape of a pic-di.sli. 

“ Yes/' Sophia replied shortly. Then she moved away from 
nrrtable to the range. •There was a toasting-fork on the rack, 
#nd she began to play with it. 

Well, arc you glad? Your aunt Harriet . thinks you arc 
quite old enough to leave. And as we'd decided in any case that 
Constance was to leave, ij|S really much simpler that you should 
4)otli leave together." 

" Mother/' said Sophia, rattling the toasting-fork, “ what am 
I going to do after I've left scliool?" 

“ 1 hope," Mrs, Baines answered with that scnicttUPU?!l?ss 
which even the cleverest of parents arc not always clever enough 
to deny themselves, " I hope tliat both of you will do what you 
can to help your mother ^ and father," she added. 

" Yes," said Sophia, irritated. " But what am I going to do? 

" That must be considered. As Constance is to learn the 
m illinery . I've been thinking that you might begin to make 
yourself useful in the underwear, gloves, silks, aint so on. 
Then between you, you would one day be able to manage quite 
nicely all that side of the shop, and I should be — 

" I don't want to go into the shop, mother." 

This interruption was made in a voice apparently cold and 
inimical." But Sophia trembled with nervous excitement as she 
uttered the words. Mrs. Baines gave a brief glance at her, 
unobserved by the child, whose face was tON^rds the fire. She 
deemed herself a finished expert in the reading of Sophias 
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moods; nevertheless, as she looked at that straight back and proud 
head, she had no suspicion that the whole essence and being of 
Sophia was silently but intensely imploring sympathy. 

I wish you would be quiet with that fork/* said Mrs. Baines, 
with the curious, grim politeness which often characterized her 
relations with her daughters. 

The tonsting-fork fell on the brick floor, after having re- 
bounded from the ash-tin. Sophia hurriedly replaced it on the 
rack. ^ 

“Then wlml shall you do?" Mrs. Baines proceeded, con- 
quering tlic annoyance caused by the toasting-fork. " 1 tliink 
it's me that should ask you instead of you asking me. What 
s])all you do? Your father and I were both hoping you would 
take kindly to the shop and try to repay us for all the — " 

Mrs. Baines was unfortunate in her phrasing that morning. 
She happened to be, in truth, rather an exceptional parent, hut 
that morning she seemed iinahlc to avoid the absurd pretensions 
which parents of those days assumed quite sincerely and which 
every good child with meekness accepted. U 

Sophia M'as not a good ^lild, and she obstinately denied in 
licr heart the cardinal principle of family life, namely, that the 
parent has conferred on the offspring a supreme favour by 
hringitkg it into the world. She interrupted her mother again, 
rudely. 

I don't want to leave school at all," she said passionately. 

Btit you will have to lc.avc school sooner or later," argued 
Mrs. Baines, with an air of quiet reasoning, of putting herself 
on a level with Sophia. " You can't stay at school for ever, 
iny pet, can you? Out of tny way!" 

She hurried across the kitchen with a pic, which she whipped 
into the oven, shutting the iron door with a careful gesture. 

“ Yes," said Sophia. " I should like to be a tcochcr. Thai's 
what I want to be," 

The tap in the coal-ecllar, out of repair, could be heard 
distinctly and systematically dropping water into a jar on the 
slopstcnc. 

" A school-teacher? " inquired Mrs. Baines. 

"Of course. What other kind is there?” said Soplua, 
sharply. "With Miss Chetwynd." 
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** I don’t tbink your father would like that/* Mrs. Baines 
replied. I‘m sure be wouldn't like it," 

"Why not?" 

It w*ouldn*t be quite suitable/^ 

Why not, mother? " the girl demanded with a sort of ferocity. 
She liad DOW quitted the range. A man s feet twinkled past 
the window. 

Mrs, Baines was startled and surprised, Sophia's attitude was 
really very trying; her manners deserved correction. But it was 
not these phenomena which seriously atFcctcd Mrs. Baines; she 
was used to them and had come to regard them as somehow the 
inevitable accompaniment of Sophia’s beauty, as the penalty of 
that surpassing charm which occasionally emanated from the 
girl like o radiance. What startled and surprised Mrs. Baines 
was the perfect and unthinkable madness of Sophia’s infantile 
scheme. It was a revelation to Mrs. Baines. Why in the name 
of heaven had the girl taken such a notion into her head? 
Orphans, widows, and spinsters of a certain age suddenly thrown 
on the world — these were the women who, naturally, became 
teachers, because they had to become something. But that the 
daughter of comfortable parents, surrounded by love and the 
pleasures of an excellent home, should wish to teach in a school 
was beyond the liorizons of Mrs. Baines’s common sense. Com- 
fortable parents of to-day who have a difficulty in sympathising 
with Mrs. Baines, should picture what their feelings would be 
if their Sophias showed a rude desire to adopt the vocation of 
chaujffiut^ 

" It would take you too much awoy from home, said Mrs. 
Baines, achieving a second pic. 

She spoke softly. The experience of being Sophi«i s mother 
for nearly sixteen years had not been lost on Mrs. Baines, and 
though ^ she was now discovering undrenmt-of dangers in 
Sophia’s crratLc temperament, she kept her presence of mind 
sufficiently well to behave with diplomatic smoothness. It was 
undoubtedly humiliating to a mother to be forced to use diplo- 
macy in dealing with a girl in short sleeves. In Aer day mothers 
had been autocrats. But Sophia was Sophia. 

” What if it did?’' Sophia curtly demanded. 

*’And there’s no opening in Burslcy/’ said ilrs. Baines. 
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•Miss Clietwynd would have me, and then after a time I 
could go to her sister.” 

■■ Her sister.^ What sister?” 

■■ Her sister that has a big school in London somewhere.” 

Mrs. Haines covered her unprecedented emotions by gazing 
into the oven at the first pie. The pic was doing well, under 
all the circunist.anccs. In those few seconds she reflected rap- 
idly .'iiul decided that to a desperate disease a desperate remedy 
must he applied. 

London! She herself had never been further than Man- 
chester. London, ‘after a time’! No, dii>loinacy would be 
misplaced in this crisis of Sophia’s development! 

” Sopliia,” she said, in a changed and solemn voice, fronting 
her daughter, and holding away from her aj)ron those floured, 
ringed hands, ' I don t know what has come over you. Truly 
I don’t! Vour father and I are prepared to pnt up with ,a ccr- 
Uin amount, hut the line must be drawn. The fact is, we’ve 
sjxiilt you, and instead of getting belter ns j’ou grow up, you’re 
gelling worse. Now let me hear no more of this, please. I 
wi.sh you wouhl imitate your sister a little more. Of course 
if you won’t do your share in the shop, no one can make you. 
If you choose to be an idler about the house, we shall have to 
endure it We can only advise you for your own good. But 
as for this . . She stopped, and let silence speak, and 

then nnished: “Let me hear no more of it” 

It was a jjowerful and impressive speech, enunciated clearly 
in such n lone ns Mrs. Baines hod not employed since dismissing 
a young lady assistant five years ago for light conduct. 

"But, mother ” 

A commotion of pails resounded at the top of the stone steps. 
It was Maggie in descent from the bedrooms. Now, the Baines 
family passed its life in doing its best to keep its ofTnirs to 
Itself, the assumption being that Maggie and all the shop-staff 
(Mr. Povey possibly excepted) were ohseswd by a rav ening 
appetite for that which did not concern them. ThcrcforcTbe 
voices of the Baineses always died away, or fell to a hushed 
mysterious whisper, whenever the foot of the eavesdropper was 
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Mrs. Baines put a floured finger to her double chin. That 
will do,” said she, with finality. 

Maggie appeared, and Sophia, with a brus( | ue precipitation 
of herself, vanished upstairs. 


II 


ti 


Kow, really, Mr. Povey, this is not like you/' said Mrs* 
Baines, who, on her M'ay into the shop, had discovered the 
Indispensable in the cutting-out room. 

It is true that the cutting-out room was almost Mr. Povey ’s 
sa jictum, whither he retired from time to time to cut out suits 
of clothes and odd garments for the tailoring department. It 
is true that the tailoring department flourished with orders, 
employing several tailors who crossed legs in their own Immes, 
and that appointments were continually being made with cus- 
tomers for trying-on in that room. But these considerations 
did not affect Mrs. Baines's attitude of disapproval. 

Tm just cutting out that suit for the minister,'' said Xlr* 
Povey. 

The superintendent of the Wesleyan 

Methodist circuit, called on Mr. Baines every week* On a 
recent visit Mr. Baines had remarked that tlic parson's coat 
was ageing into green, and had commanded that a new suit 
should be built and presented to Mr* Murlcy* Mr. Murlcy, y' 
who had a genuine medieval passion for souls, and who spent * 
his money and health freely in gratifying the passion, had ^ 

accepted the offer strictly on behalf of Christ, and had carefully ■ 

explained to Mr. Povey Christ's use for mjiltifari<^ pockets. 

1 see you are," said Mrs. Baines Urtlv^ Bub that's no O 
reason why you should be without a coat — and in this cold 
room too. You with toothache! 


$$ 


The fact w^ that Mr* Po^y always doffed his coat when 
cutting out. Instead of a coat be wore a tape-measure. 

** My tooth doesn't hurt me/' said he, shpc p ishl gv dropping 
the great scissors and picking up a cake of chalk. 

'' Piddlesticks! " said Mrs. Baines. cf 

This exclamation shocked Mr* Povey. It was not unknown 
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on the lips of Mrs. Baines, but she usually rcscn-cd it for mem- 
bers of her own sex. Mr. Po%cy could not recall that she had 
ever applied it to any statement of his. What’s the mailer 
with the woman?” he thought. The redness of her face did 
not 1 h 1|> him to answer tlic question, for her face was always 
red after the operations of Friday in the kitchen. 

‘You men ore all alike,” Mrs. Baines continued. ” Tlic 
very thought of the dentist’s cures you. Why don’t you go in 
nt once to Mr, Critchlow and have it out — like a man?” 

Mr. Critehlo\v extracted teeth, and his shop sign said ” Bone- 
setter and chemist.” But Mr. Povey had his views. 

” I make no account of Mr, Critchlow ns a dentist,” said he. 

” Then for goodness* sake go up to Oulsnam’s.” 

” When? I can’t very well go now, and to-morrow is Suluf 
day.” 

” Why can't you go now? ” 

” Well, of course, I could go now,” ho admitted. 

” Let me advise you to go, then, and don’t come bock with 
that tooth in your head. I shall be having you laid up next. 
Show some pluck, do!” 

” Oh ! ])luck"*^!” he protested, hurt. 

At that moment Constance enme down the passage singing. 

” Constance, my pet!” Mrs. Bnincs called. 

” Yes, mother.” She put her head into the room. ”Oh!” 
Mr. Povey was assuming his coat. 

” Mr. Pevey is going to the dentist’s.” 

” Yes, I’m going at once,” Mr. Povey confirmed. 

^’Oh! I’m so glad! Constance exclaimed. Her face ex- 
pressed a pure sympathy, uncomplicated by critical sentiments. 
Mr. Povey rapidly bathed in that sympathy, and then decided 
that he must show himself a. man. of^oukjodiron. 

” Its always best to get these things done with,” said he, 
with stern uctachment. ” I’ll just slip my overcoat on.” 

” Here it is,” said Constance, quickly. Mr. Povey ’s over- 
coat and hat were hung on a hook immediately outside the room, 
In the passage. She gave him the overcoat, anxious to be of 
service. 

” I didn’t coll you In here to be Mr. Povey’s valet,” said 
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Mrs. Baines to herself with mild grirancss; and aloud: ” I can’t 
stay in the shop long, Constance, but you can be there, can’t you, 
till Mr. Povey comes back? And if anything happens run up- 
stairs and tell me.” 

" Yes, mother,” Constance eagerly consented. She hesitated 
and then turned to obey at once. 

I want to speak to you first, my pet,” Mrs. Baines stopped 
her. And her tone was peculiar, charged with import, confi- 
dential, and therefore very flattering to Constance. 

” I think rU go out by the side-door,” said Mr. Povey. " It’ll 

be nearer.” 

This was truth. He would save about ten yards, in two 
miles, by going out through the side-door instead of through the 
shop. Who could have guessed that he w.is ash.amed to be seen 
going to the dentist's, afraid lest, if he went through the shop, 
Mrs. Baines might follow him and utter some remark prejudicial 
to his dignity before the assistants? (Mrs. Baines could liave 
guessed, and did.) 

*' You won’t want that tape-measure,” said Mrs. Baines, dryly, 
as Mr. Povey dragged open the side-door. The ends of the 
forgotten tape-measure were dangling beneath coat and over- 
coat. 

“Oh!” Mr. Povey scowled at his forgetfulness. 

“ I'll put it in its place,” said Constance, offering to receive 

tlic tape-measure. 

” Thank you,” said Mr. Povey, gravely. ” I don’t suppose 
they'll be long over my bit of a job,” he added, with a difficult, 
miserable smile. 

Then he went off down King Street, with an exterior of gay 
briskness and dignified joy in the fine May morning. But there 
was no May morning in his cowardly human heart. 

" Hi! Povey! ” cried a voice from the Square. 

But Mr. Povey disregarded all appeals. He had put bis 
hand to the plough, and he would not look back. 

“Hi! Povey!” 

Useless ^ 

Mrs. Baines and Constance were both at the door. A middJ^ 
aged man was crossing the road from Boulton Terrace, t o ty 
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erection of new shops which the envious rest of the Square had 
decided to call showy/* He waved a hand to Mrs. Baines, 
who ke|)t the door open. 

** It s Dr>,Harrop/* she said to Constance* ** I shouldn't be 
sur|)riscd if ll^t baby's come at last, and he wanted to tell 
Mr. Povey.*' 

Const nice blushed, full of j>rido. Mrs* Povey, wife of '* our 
Mr. Povey's ** renowned cousin, the high-class confectioner and 
baker in Boulton Terrace, was a frequent subject of discussion 
in tlir Baines faiuily, but this was absolutely the first time that 
Mrs. Baines had acknowledged, in presence of Constance, the 
marked and growing change which had characterized Mrs. 
J’ovey's condition <luriiig recent months. Such frankness on the 
part of her iiuither, coming after the decision about leaving 
school, proved iiulced that Constance had ceased to be a mere 
girl. 

Goo<l morning, doctor/* 

'!he doctor, who carried a little bag and wore riding-breeches 
(lie was the Iasi <loctor in Bursley to abandon the saildlc for the 
dog-cart), saluted and straightened his high, black slock. 

“ Morning! Morning, missy! Well, its n boy." 

"Wliat.^ Yonder.^** asked Mrs. Baines, indicating the con- 
fectioner's. 

Dr. Marrop nodded. ** 1 wanted to inform him/* s.aid he, 
jerking liis shoulder in the direction of the swaggering coward. 

^\ hat did I tell you, Constance?** said Mrs. Dailies, turn- 
ing to her daughter. 

Constance 8 confusion was equal to her pleasure. The alert 
doctor had halted at the foot of the two steps, and with one hand 
in the pocket of his ** full-fall *’ breeches, he gazed up, smiling 
out of little eyes, ot the ample matron and the slender virgin, 

•‘Yes/* he said. '"Been up most of th* night. Dillicult! 
Difficult!” 

” It*s all right, I hope?” 

Oh ye.s. bine child! Fine child! But he put his mother 
to some Irouhlc, for all that. Nothing fresh?*’ This time he 
lifted his eyes to IndicateMr. Baines’s bedroom. 

No,* said Mrs. Baines, with a different expression. 

” Keeps cheerful? ” 
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" Yes." 

"Good! A very good morning to you.’ 

He strode off towards his house, which was lower down the 

street. ,, j \f 

'‘I hope she'll turn over a new leaf now, observed .Mrs. 

Baines to Constance as she closed the door. Constance knew 

that her mother was referring to the confectioner’s wife; she 

gathered that the hope was sliglit in the extreme. 

" What did you want to speak to me about, mother. she 

asked, as a way out of her delicious confusion. 

Shut that door,” Mrs. Baines replied, pointing to the door 

which led to the passage; and while Constance obeyed, Mrs. 

Baines herself shut the staircase-door. She then said, in a low, 

guarded voice — . , i i 

" What’s all this about Sophia wanting to be a school- 
teacher?” j • 

"Wanting to be a school-teacher? Constance repeated, in 

tones of amazement. 

"Yes. Hasn’t she said anything to you?” 

" Not a word ! ” . • /-i 

"Well, I never! She wants to keep on with Miss Chet- 

wynd and be a teacher.” Mrs. Baines had half a mind to add 
that Sophia had mentioned London. But she restrained her- 
self. IThcre arc some things which one cannot bring ones self 
to sayJ She added, ” Instead of going into the shop ! ” 

"I never heard of such a thing!” Constance murmured 
brokenly, in the excess of her astonishment. She was rolling 
up Mr. Povey’s tape-measure. 

“Neither did I!” said Mrs. Baines. 

"And shall you let her, mother?” . .... y, 

" Neither your father nor I would ever dre-am of it . Mrs. 
Baines replied, with calm and yet terrible decision. ”I on y 
menUoned it to you because I thought Sophia would have told 

you something.” 

" No, mother! ” 

As ConaUnce put Mr. Povey’s tape-measure neatly away m 
its drawer under the cuttIng-out countPrpdnrtl.ought how serious 
Ufe was - what with babies and Sophias. She was very proud 
of her mother’s confidence in her; this simple pride filled her 
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ardent breast witli a most ajirccable commotion. And she wanted 
to bclj) cvorvbotlv, to sliow in some way how invicb she sympa- 
thized with and loved everybody. Even the madness of Sophia 
did not weaken lur longing to comfort Sophia. 

Ill 

That afternoon there was a search for Sophia, whom no one 
had seen since dinner. She was discovered by licr mother, sit- 
ting alone and unoccupied in the drawing-room. The circum- 
stance was in itself sufficiently peculiar, for on weekdays the 
drawing-room was never used, even by the girls during their 
holidays, except for the purpose of playing the piano. How- 
ever, Mrs. Baines ofFcrcd no comment on Sophia’s geographical 
situation, nor on her idleness. 

" My dear," she said, standing at the door, with .a self-con- 
scious effort to behave ns tliough nothing had happened, *' will 
you come and sit with your father a bit?” 

*' Yes, mother,” answered Sophia, with n sort of cold alacrity . 

*' Sophia is coming, father,” said Mrs. Baines nt the open door 
of the bedroom, which was nt right-angles with, and close to, the 
•drawing-room door. Then she s urged swish ing along the cor- 
ridor and went into the showroom, whither she hod been called. 

Soplna passed to the bedroom, llic eternal prison of John 
Baines. Although, on occount of his nervous restlessness, Mr. 
Baines was never left alone, it was not a part of the usual 
duty of the girls to sit with him. The person who undertook 
the main portion of the vigils was a certain Aunt Maria — 
whom the girls knew to be not a real aunt, noT^n“Jvo'wcrful, 
effective aunt like Aunt Harriet of Atc — but a poor second 
cousin of John Baines; one of those ncccs^iflu^, pitiful rcla- 
tiTc.s who so often make life difficult for a great family in a 
small town. The existence of Aunt Maria, after being rather 
a ” trial " to the Baineses, had for twelve years past developed 
into something absolutely “providential” for them. (It is to 
be remembered that in those days Providence was still busying 
liimself with everybody’s affairs, and foreseeing the future in 
the most extraordinary manner. Thus, having foreseen that 
John Baines would have a “stroke” and need a faithful, tire- 
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less nurse, he had begun fifty years in advance by creaUng 
Aunt Maria, and had kept her carefully in misfortune’s way, 
so that at the proper moment she would be ready to cope with 
the stroke. Such at least is the only theory which will explain 
the use by the Baineses, and indeed by all thinking Bnrsley, 
of the word “providential" in connection with Aunt Maria.) 
She was a shrivicHcd little woman, capable of silting twelve hours 
a day in a bedroom and thriving on the regime. At nights 
slie went home to her little cottage in Brougham Street; she had 
her Thursday afternoons and generally her Sundays, and during 
the school vacations she was supposed to come only when she felt 
inclined, or when the cleaning of her cottage permitted her to 
come* Hence, in holiday seasons, Mr. Baines weiglicd more 
heavily on his household than at other times, and his nurses 
relieved each other according to the contingencies the foment 
rather than by a set programme of hours. 

The tragedy in ten thousand acts of which that bedroom was 
the scene, almost entirely escaped Sophia's ijcrcoption, as it did 
Constance's. Sophia went into the bedroom as though it were a 
mere bedroom, with its majestic mahogany furniture, its crimson , 
TCP curtains (edged with gold), and its white, heavily t^sellcd 
counterpane. She was aged four when John Baines had sud- 
denly been seized with giddiness on the steps of his shop, and 
had fallen, and, without losing consciousness, had been trans- 
formed from John Baines into a curious and pathetic survival of 
John Baines. She had no notion of the thrill which ran through 
the town on that night wlicn it was known tliat John Baines had 
had a stroke, and that his left arm and left leg and his right 
eyelid were paralyzed, and that the active member ol the Local 
Board, the orator, the religious worker, the very life of the 
town's life, was permoncntly done for. She had never heard of 
the crisis through which her motlier, assisted by Aunt Harriet, 
had passed, and out of which she had triumphantly emerged. 
She was not yet old enough even to suspect it. She possessed 
ji^y the vaguest memory of her father before lie had finished 
Wrf<h the world. She knew him simply as an organism on a 
bed, whose left side was wasted, whose eyes were often in- 
ilamed, whose mouth was crooked, who had no creases from the 
nose to the corners of the mouth like other people, who experi- 
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cjiccd difficulty in eating because the food would somehow gek 
between lus gums and liis check, who slept n great deal but was 
cxcessis'cly $dgcty while awake, who seemed to hear what was 
said to him almig time after it was uttered, as if the sense had 
to travel miles by labyrinthine passages to his brain, and who 
talked very, very slowly in a weak, trembling voice. 

And she had an image of that remote brain as something with 
a red s[)ot on it, for once Constance had said: Mother, why did 
father Jiavc a stroke? and Mrs. Baines had replied: " It was 
a h aemorrhag e of the brain, my dear, here — putting a t himblcd 
finger on a particular part of Sophia’s head. 

Not merely had Conslancc and Sopliia never really felt their 
fatJicr’s tragedy; Mrs. Baines herself had largely lost the sense 
of it — sucli is the effect of use. Even the ruined organism 
only rcmcmhcrcd fitfully and partially that it had once been 
John Baines. And if Mrs. Baines h.ad not, by the habit of 
years, gradually built up n gigantic fiction that the organism 
remained ever the supreme c onsultati ve head of the family; if 
Mr. Critchlow had not ob.slitialely continued to treat it as A 
cjony , the mass of living and dead nerves on the rich Victorian 
liedstcad would have been of no more account than some Aunt 
Maria in similar ease. These two persons, his wife and his 
friend, just managed to keep him morally alive by indcfatigably 
feeding his importance and his dignity. The feat was a miracle 
of stubborn sclf-dccciving, splendidly blind devotion, and incor* 
rigible pride. 

When Sophia entered the room, the paralytic followed her 
with his nervous gaze until she had sat down on the end of 
the sofa at the foot of the bed. He .seemed to study her for 
a long time, and then he murmured in his slow^ enfccblcdj 
Irregular voice: 

••Is that Sopliio?’' 

*• Yes, father, •• she answered cheerfully. 

And after another pause, the old man said: **Ay! It’s 
Sophia. •• 

And later; Vour mother said she should send ye."* 

Sophia saw that this was one of his bad, dull days. He had, 
occasionally, days of comparative nimblencss, when his wits 
seized almost easily the meanings of external phenomena. 
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Presently his saliojy face and long white beard began to slip 
down the sleep gl^t of the pillows, and a troubled look came 
into his left eye. Sophia rose and, putting her hands under 
his armpits, lifted him higher in the bed. He was not heavy, 
but only a strong girl of her years could have done it. 

“Ay!” he muttered- “That’s it. That s it. 

And, with his controllable tight hand, he took her hand as 
she stood by the bed. She was so young and fresh, such an 
incarnation of the spirit of health, and he was so far gone in 
decay and corruption, that there seemed in this contact of body 
with* body something unnatural and repulsive. But Sophia did 

not so feel it* 

Sopiiin/' he addressed her, and mode preparatory noises ia 
his tliroat while she waited. 

He continued after an interval, now clutching Iter arm, “ 
mother's been telling me you don't want to go in the shop. 

She turned her eyes on liim, and his anxious, dim gaze met 
hers. She nodded* 

Nay, Sophia,'' he mumbled, vith the extreme of slowness. 
‘M'm surprised at ye . • . Trade's bad, bad! Ye know 

trade's bad?" He was still clutching her arm. 

She nodded* Slic was, in fact, aware of the badness of trade, 
caused by a vague war in the United States* The words 

North " and South " had a habit of recurring in the conver- 
sation of adult persons. That was all she knew, though people 
were starving in the Five Towns as they were starving in Man- 
chester* 

There's your mother," his thought struggled on, like an aged 
horse over a hilly road. ** There's your mother ! he repeated, 
as if wishful to direct Sophia's attention to the spectacle of her 
mother* Working hard! Con — Constance and you must 
her. • • , Trade's bad! What can I do • . • lying here? 

The heat from his dry 6ngers was warming her arm. Shc^ 
wanted to move, but she could not have withdrawn her arm with- 
out appearing impatient. For a similar reason she would not 
avert her glance. A deepening flush increased the lustre of her 
immature loveliness as she bent over him. But though it was so 
close be did not feel that radiance. He had long outlived a 
susceptibility to the strange influences of youth and beauty^ 
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“Tcacliing!” be muttered. "Nay, nay! I cann.V allow 
that.’’ 

Then his white beard rose at the tip as he looked up at the 
ceiling above his head, reflectively. 

" Vou understand me? ’’ he questioned finally. 

She nodded again; he loosed her arm, and she turned away. 
She could not have spoken. Glittering tears enriched her eyes. 
She was saddened into a profound and sudden grief by tlic 
ridiculousness of the scene. She had youth, physical perfec- 
tion; she brimmed with energy, with the sense of vital power; 
all existence lay before her; when she put her lips together .she 
fell cajiable of o utvying no matter whom in fortitude of resolu- 
tion. She liad always hated the sho|). She did not understand 
how licr mother and Constance could bring themselves to be 
deferential and flattering to every customer that entered. No, 
she did not understand it; but her mother (though a proud 
woman) and Constance seemed to jiractisc such bcliaviour so 
naturally, so unqurslioniiigly, that she had never imparted to 
citlier of them her feelings; she guessed that she would not be 
comprehended. Ilut long ago she had decided that she would 
never " go into the shop.” She knew that slic would be expected 
to do .something, and she had fixed on teaching ns the one pos- 
sibility. These decisions had formed part of her inner life for 
years past. She had not mentioned them, being secretive and* 
scarcely anxious for unpleasantness. But she had been slowly 
preparing herself to mention them. The extraordinary nn- 
nouneement that she was to leave school at the same time os 
Constance had taken her unawares, before the preparations ripen- 
ing ill her mind wore complete — before, as it were, she had 
girded up her loins for the f ray. She had been caught unready, 
and the opposing forces had obtained the advantage of her. 
But did they suppose she was beaten? 

No argument from her mother! No bearing, even! Just q 
curt and haughty ‘ Let me hear no more of this’! And so the 
great desire of her life, nourished year after year in her inmost 
bosom, was to be flouted and sacrificed with n word! Her 
motlier did not appear ridiculous in the affair, for her mother 
WAS a genuine pow'cr, commanding by turns genuine love and 
genuine hate, and always, till then, obedience and the respeci 


A BATTLE 


53 


of reason. It was her father who appeared tragically ridiculous; 
and, in turn, the whole movement against her grew grotesque in 
its absurdity. Here was this antique wreck, helpless, useless, 
powerless — merely pathetic — actually thinking that he had 
only to mumble in order to make her ' understand ’ ! He knew 
notiling; he perceived nothing; he was a ferocious egoi^, like 
most bedridden invalids, out of touch with life,— and he thouglit 
himself justided in making destinies, and capable of making 
them! Sophia could not, perhaps, define the feelings which 
overwhelmed her; but she was conscious of their tendency. They 
aged her, by years. They aged her so that, in a kind of momen- 
tary ecstasy of insight, she felt older than her father himself. 

" You will be a good girl,” he said. I m sure o that. 

It was too painful. The grolcsquencss of her father's com- 
placency humiliated her past bearing. She was humiliated, not 
for herself, hut for him. Singular creature! She ran out of 
the room. 

Fortunately Constance was passing in the corridor, otherwise 
Sophia bad been found guilty of a great breach of duty. 

Go to father/' she whispered hysterically to Constance, and 
fled upwards to the second Hoor*'^ 


IV 

At supper, with her red, downcast eyes, she had returned to 
sheer girlishness again, overawed by her mother. Ihe meal had 
an unusual aspect. Mr. Povey, safe from the dentists, hut 
having lost two teeth in two days, was being fed on slops — 
bread and milk, to ; he sat near the fire. The others had 
cold pork, half a cold applc-pic, and chccsc; but Sophia only 
pretended to cat; each time she tried to swallow, the tears came 
into her eyes, and her throat shut itself up. Mrs. Baines and 
Constance had a too careful air of eating just as usual. Mrs. 
Baines's handsome ringlets dominated the table under the gas. 

"I'm not so set up with my pastry to-day," observed Mrs. 
Baines, critically munching a fragment of pio-critst. 

She rang a little hand-bell. Maggie appeared from the cove. 
She wore a plain white bib-less apron, but no cap. 
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Maggie, will you have some pic? 

“ Yes, if you can spare it, nia'ain/' 

This was Maggie's customary answer to offers of food, 

'* We can always spare it, Maggie," said her mistress, as 
usual. "Sophia, if you aren't going to use that plate, give it 
to mc/^ 

Maggie disappeared with liberal pic. 

Mrs. Baines then talked to Mr. Povey about his condition, 
and in particular as to the need for precautions against taking 
cold in the bereaved gum. She was a brave and determined 
woman; from start to finish she behaved as though nothing what-* 
ever in the household except her pastry and Mr. Povey had 
deviated that day from the normal. She kissed Constance and 
Sophia with the most exact equality, and called them ^ my 
chucks ' when tlicy went up to bed. 

Constance, excellent kind heart, tried to imitate her mother's 
tactics AS the girls undressed in their room. She thought she 
could not do belter than ignore Sophia's deplorable state. 

"Mother's new dress is quite finished, and she's going to wear 
it on Sunday," said she, blandly. 

"If you say another word 1*11 scratch your eyes out! " Sophia 
turned on her viciously, with a catch in her voice, and then began 
to sob at intervals. She did not mean this threat, but its utter- 
ance gave her relief. Constance, foecd with the fact that her 
mother's shoes were too big for her, decided to preserve her 
cycsiglit. 

Long after the gas was out, rare sobs from Sopliia shook the 
bed, and they both lay awake in silence. 

" I suppose you and mother have been talking me over finely 
to-day.^" Sophia burst forth, to Constance's surprise, in a wet 
voice. 

" No," said Constance soothingly. " Mother only told me." 

"Told you whnt?" 

" That you wanted to be a teacher." 

"And I will be, tool" said Sophia, bitterly. 

"You don't know mother," tliought Constance; but she made 
no andiblc comment. 

There was another detached, hard sob. And then, such is the 
ostonishing talent of youth, they both fell asleep. 
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The next morning, early, Sophia stood gazing out of the 
window at the Square. It was Saturday, and all over the Square 
little stalls, with yellow linen roofs, were being erected for tJie 
principal market of the week. In those barbaric days Burslcy 
had a majestic edifice, black os b asalt , for the sale of dead ani- 
mals by the limb and rib — it was^ entitled ' the Shambles — 
but vegetables, fruit, cheese, eggs, and pikelets were still sold 
under canvas. Eggs are now offered at five farthings apiece 
in a palace that cost twenty-five thousand pounds. Yet you will 
find people in Bursley ready to assert that things generally 
are not what they were, and that in particular the romance of 
life has gone. But until it has gone it is never romance. To 
Sophia, though she was in a mood which usually sUmuTates the 
sense of the romantic, there was nothing of romance in this 
picturesque tented field. It was just the market. ^HoU’s, the 
leading grocer’s, was already open, at the extremity of the 
Square, and a boy apprentice was sweeping the pavement in front 
of it. The public-houses were open, several of them specializing 
in hot rum at 5.30 a.m. The town-crier, in his blue coat with 
red facings, crossed the Square, carrying his big bell by the 
tongue. There was the same shocking hole in one of Mrs. 
Povey’s (confectioner’s) window-curtains — a hole which even 
her recent t ravail could scarcely excuse. Such matters it was 
that Sophia noticed with dull, smarting eyes. 

" Sophia, you’ll take your death of cold standing there like 
that!" 

She jumped. The voice was her mother’s. That vigorous 
woman, after a calm night by the side of the paralytic, was 
already up and neatly dressed. She carried a bottle and an 
egg-cup, and a small quantity of jam in a table-spoon. 

"Get into bed again, do! There’s a dear! You’re shiver- 
ing." 

White Sophia obeyed. It was true; she was shivering. Con- 
stance awoke. Mrs. Baines went to the dressing-table and filled 
the egg-cup out of the bottle. 

" Who's that for, mother ? " Constance asked sleepily. 

" It's for Sophia," said Mrs. Baines, with good cheer. " Now, 
Sophia!” and she advanced with the egg-cup in one hand and 
the table-spoon in the other. 
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"Whit is it, mother?” asked Sophia, who well knew what 
it was. 

■■ Castor-oil, my dear," said Mrs. Baines, winningly. 

The ludi crousnes s of attempting to cjre obstinaey and yearn- 
ings for a freer life by means of castor-oil is perhaps less real 
than apparent. The strange interdependence of spirit and body, 
though only understood intelligently in these intelligent days, 
was guessed at by sensible incditeval mothers. And certainly, at 
the period when Mrs. Baines represented modernity, castor-oil 
was still the remedy of remedies. It had supplanted cupping. 
And, if p.irt of its vogue was due to its extreme unpicasantncs.s, 
it had at least proved its qualities in many a contest with dis- 
ease. Less than two years previously old Dr. Harrop (father 
of him who told Mrs. Baines about Mrs. Povey), being then 
aged ciglity-six, hod fallen from top to bottom of his stoire.isc. 
He had scrambled up, taken a dose of castor-oil at once, .and on 
the morrow was ns well ns if he had never seen a staircase. 
This episode was town properly and had sunk deep into all 
hearts. 

I don’t want any, mother," said Sophia, in dejection. 

” I’m qtiite well.” 

" You simply ale nothing all day yesterday,” said Mrs. Baines. 
And she added, "Come!” As if to say, "There’s always this 
silly fuss with castor-oil. Don’t keep me wailing." 

" I don’t want any,” said Sophia, irritated and cnptig yg 

The two girls lay side by side, on their backs. fhcyMcmcd 
very thin and fragile in comparison with the solidity of their 
mother. Constance wisely held her pence. 

Mrs. Baines put her lips together, meaning: " This is becom- 
ing tedious. I sball have to be angry in another moment!” 

"Come!” said she again. 

The girls could hear her foot tapping on the floor. 

" I really don’t want it, mamma, " Sophia fought. " I sup-' 
pose I ought to know whether I need it or not!” This was 
insolence. 

"Sophia, will you take this medicine, or won’t you?” 

In conflicts with her children, the mother's ultimatum always 
took the formula in which this phrase was cast. The girls knew, 
■when things had arrived at the pitch of 'or won’t ^ou,' spokca 



A BATTLE 


57 


in Mrs. Baines's firmest tone, that the end was upon tliem. 
Never had the ultimatum failed. 

There was a silence. 

“ And ril thank you to mind your manners,” Mrs. Baines 
added. 

''I won't take it/' said Sophia, sullenly and flatly; and she 
hid her face in the pillow. 

It was a historic moment in the family life. Mrs. Baines 
thought the last day had come. But still she held herself in 
dignity while the appe al vpse roared in her ears. 

'' Of course I canU force you to take if/' she said with su- 
perb evenness, masking anger by compassionate grief. " You're 
a big girl and a naughty girl. And if you will be ill you 
must." 

Upon this immense admission, Mrs. Baines departed. 

Con.stancc trembled. 

Nor was that all. In the middle of the morning, when 
Mrs. Baines was pricing new potatoes at a stall at the top end 
of the Square, and Constance choosing thrccpcnnyworlh of 
flowers at the same stall, whom should they both sec, walking 
all alone across the empty corner by the Bank, but Sopliia 
Baines ! The Square was busy and populous, and Sophia was 
only visible behind a foreground of restless, chattering figures 
But she was unmistakably seen. She had been beyond the 
Square and was returning. Constance could scarcely believe 
her eyes. Mrs. Baines's heart jumped. For let it be said that 
the girls never under any circumstances went forth without 
pcrmhsj^, and scarcely ever alone. That Sophia should be 
at w ge in the town, without leave, without notice, exactly as if 
she were licr owi) mistress, was a proposition which a day earlier 
had been inconceivable. Yet there she was, and moving with 
a leisurelincss that must be described as effrontejy! 

Red with apprehension, Constance wondered what would hap- 
pen. Mrs. Baines said nought of her feelings, did not even 
indicate that she hod seen the scandalous, the breath-taking 
sight. And they descended the Square laden with the lighter 
portions of what they hod bought during an hour of buying. 
They went into the house by the King Street door; and the 
first thing they heard was the sound of the piano upstairs. 
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Nothing happened. Mr. Povey had his dinner alone; then the 
table was laid for them, and the bell rung, and Sophia came 
insolently downstairs to join her mother and sister. And noth- 
ing happened. The dinner was silently eaten, and Constance 
having rendered thanks to God, Sophia rose abruptly to go. 

“ So|)Iiia ! 

** Yes, mother/* 

Constance, stay where yoa orc,^* said Mrs. Baines suddenly 
to Constance, wlio had meant to flee. Constance was there- 
fore destined to be present at the happening, doubtless in order 
to emphasize its importance and seriousness. 

Sophia/’ Mrs. Baines resumed to her younger daughter 
in an o minous voice. ’’ No, please shut the door. There is 
no reason wliy cveryhody in the house should hear. Come right 
into llic room — right in! That’s it. Now, what were you 
doing out in the town this morning? ** 

{Sophia was fidgeting nervously with the edge of her little 
black aj>ron, nnd worrying a scam of the carpet with her toeslj 
She bent her head towards Iicr left shoulder, at first smiling 
vaguely. She said nothing, but every limb, every glance, every 
curve, was speaking. Mrs. Baines sat firmly in her own rock- 
ing-chair, full of the sensation that she had Sophia, as it were, 
writhing on the end of a s kgwer ^ Constance wos brace d into 
a moveless anguish. 

” 1 will have an answer/* pursued Mrs. Baines. What were 
you doing out in the town this morning? ** 

I just went out/' answered Sophia at length, still with 
eyes downcast, and in a rather s imperin g tone. 

Why did you go out? Y'ou said nothing to me about 
going out I heard Constance ask you if you were coming with 
us to the market, and you said, very rudely, that you weren't/* 
1 didn't say it rudely/* Sophia objected. 

Yes you did. And 1*11 thank you not to answer back.'* 

" 1 didn't mean to say it rudely, did 1, Constance? ** Sophia's 
head turned sharply to her sister* Constance knew not where 
to look. 

** Don't answer back/* Mrs. Baines repeated sternly. " And 
don't try to drag Constance into this, for I won’t have it.** 

** Oh, of course Constance is always right ! ** observed Sophia, 
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with an irony whose nnparallelcd impudence shook Mrs. Baines 
to her massive foundations. 

Do you want me to have to s^ack you, child? 

Her temper flashed out and you could see ringlets vibrating 
under the provocation of Sophia’s sau ^nes s. Then Sophia's 
lower lip began to fall and to b ulge outwards, and all the muscles 
of her face seemed to slacken. 

“You are a very naughty girl,“ said Mrs. Baines, with re- 
straint. (“ Tve got her,” said Mrs. Baines to herself. “ 1 may 


just as well keep my temper.”) 

And a sob broke out of Sophia. She was behaving like a 
little cliild. She bore no trace of the young maiden sedately 
crossing the Square without leave and without an escort. 

(“ 1 knew she was going to cry,” said Mrs. Baines, breath* 
ing relief.) 

“ Vux waiting,” said Mrs. Baines aloud. 

A second sob. Mrs. Baines manufactured patience to meek 
the demand. 

” You tell me not to answer back, and then you say you’re 
waiting,” Sophia blubhyre d thickly. 

“ What’s that yoti say? How can I tell what you say if you 
talk like that?” (But Mrs. Baines failed to hear out of dis- 
cretion, which is better than valour.) 

” It’s of no consequence,” Sophia bl urte d forth in a sob. She 
was weeping now, and tears were oft* her lovely crim- 

son checks on to the carpet; her whole tody was trembling. 1 

“Don't be a great baby,” Mrs. Baines enjoined, with a touch 
of rough persuasiveness in her voice. 

” It's you who make me cry,” said Sophia, bitterly. ** You 
make me cry and then you call me a great baby!” And sobs 
ran through her frame like waves one after another. She spoke 
so indistinctly that her mother now really had some difliculty in 
catching her words. 

” Sophia,” said Mrs. Baines, with god-like calm, ” it is not 
I who make you cry. It is your guilty conscience makes you 
cry. I have merely asked you a question, and 1 intend to have 
an answer.” 

” IVc told you.” Here Sophia checked the sobs with an 
immense effort 
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“ Wli.nt hn»<>/you told rae? ” 

" I just went out.” 

'■ I will Ijnrc no trifling,” anid Mrs. B.iincs. ” Wlmt did 
you go out for, and without telling me? If you had told me 
aftenvards, when I came in, of your own accord, it might have 
been different. But no, not a word! It is I who have to ask! 
Now, quick! I can’t wait any longer.” 

(” I gave way over the castor-oil, my girl,” Mrs. Baines said 
in Ik r own breast. ” But not again I Not again ! ”) 

I (l«»n t know,” Sophia inurmureil. 

■■ What do you mean — you don’t know? ” 

The sobbing recommenced tempestuously. ” I mean I don't 
know. I just went out.” Her voice rose; it was noisy, but 
scarcely articulate. ” What if I did go out? ” 

"Soithia, I am not going to be talked to like this. If you 
think because you're leaving school you can do exactly as you 
Jike 

” Do I want to leave school?” yelled Sophia, stamping. In 
« moment a huukanc of emotion overwhelmed her, ns thougb 
that stamping of the foot had released the demons of the 
storm. Her face was transfigured by uncontrollable passion. 
‘‘ You all want to m.akc me miserable!” she shrieked with ter- 
rible violence. "And now I can't even go out! You arc a 
horrid, cnicl woman, and I hate you! And you can do what 

you like! Put me in prison if you like! I know you’d be 
glad if I was dead ! ” 

She dashed from the room, banging the door with a shock 
that made the house rattle. And she had shouted so loud that 
.she might have been heard in the shop, and even in the kitchen 
It w.os a startling experience for Mrs. Baines. Mrs. Baines 
why did you saddle yourself with a witness? Why did you so’ 
jiositivcly say tlint you intended to have an answer? v 

'■Really” she stammered, pulling her dignity about her 
shoulders like a garment that the wind has .snatched off ” I 
never dreamed that poor girl had su ch a dreadful temn., I \vhat 
a pity It 19 , for her oirn sake ! ” It was the best she could do 
Constance, javho could not bear to witness her mother's 
humiliation, vanished very quietly from the room. She got 
halfway upstairs to the second floor, and then, hearing the loud 
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rapid^ painful, regular i ntake of sobbing breatlis, slic hesitated 
and crept down again. 

This was Mrs. Baineses first costly experience of the cliild 
thankless for having been brought into the world. It robbed 
her of her profound, absolute belief in herself. She had tiiought 
she knew everything in her house and could do everything there. 
And lo! she had suddenly stumbled against an unsuspected per- 
sonality at large in her house, a sort of hard marble affair that 
informed her by means of bumps that if she did not want to be 
hurt she must keep out of tHTT^way. 

V 

On the Sunday afternoon Mrs. Baines was trying to repose 
a little in the drawing-room, where she had caused a fire to be 
lighted. Constance was in the adjacent bedroom with her 
father. Sophia lay between blankets in the room overhead 
with a feverish cold. This cold and her new dress were Mrs. 
Baines's sole consolation at the moment. She had prophe* 
sied a cold for Sophia, refuser of castor-oil, and it had come. 
Sophia had received, for standing in her nightdress at a draughty 
window of a May morning, what Mrs. Baines called ‘ nature’s 
slap in the face.' As for the dress, she had worshipped God 
in it, and prayed for Sophia in it, before dinner; and its four 
double rows of gimp on the skirt had been accounted a great 
success. With her lace-bordcrcd mantle and her low, stringed 
bonnet she had assuredly given a unique lustre to tlic congrega- 
tion at chapel. She was stout; but the fashions, prescribing 
vague outlines, broad downward slopes, and vast am plitud es, 
were favourable to her shape. It must not be supposed that 
stout women of a certain age never seek to seduce the eye and 
trouble tlie meditations of man by other than moral charms. 
Mrs. Baines knew that she was cmnely, notU \ imposing, and ele- 
gant; and the knowledge gave her real pleasure. She would look 
over her shoulder in the glass as anxious as a girl; make no 
mistake. 

She did not repose; she could not. She sat thinking, in 
exactly the same posture as Sophia's two afternoons previously. 
She would have been surprised to hear that her altitudct hear- 
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ing, .ind expression j)owcrfully recalled those of her reprehensible 
daughter. But it was so. A good angel made her restless, and 
she went idly to the window and glanced upon the empty, shut- 
tered Square. She too, majestic matron, had strange, brief 
yearnings for an existence more romarUic than this; shootings 
across her spirit’s firmament of tailed comets; soft, inexplicable 
mcladeholies. The good angel, withdrawing licr from such a 
mood, directed her gaze to a particular spot at the top of the 
square. 

She passed at once out of the room — not precisely in a 
hurry, yet without wasting time. In a recess under the stairs, 
immediately outside the door, was a box about a foot square 
and eighteen inches deep covered with black American cloth. 
She bent down and unlocked this box, winch ^?as padded within 
and contained the Baines silver Ica-scrvicc. She drew from the 
box teapot, sugar-bowl, milk-jug, sugar-tongs, hot-water jiigi 
and cake-stan<l (a flattisb dish with an arching semicircular 
handle) — chased vessels, silver without and silver-gilt within; 
glittering heirlooms that shone in the dark corner like the secret 
pride of respectable families. These she put on a tray that 
always stood on end in the recess. Then she looked upwards 
through the baniste rs to the second floor. 

Maggie! she piercingly whispered. 

Yes, mum,’* came a voice, 

'* Arc you dressed? ” 

** Yes, mum. I’m Just coming/* 

" Well, put on your muslin." " Apron,” Mrs. Boinea implied. 

Mnggic understood. 

"Take these for tea,” said Mrs. Baines when Moggie de- 
scended. ■' Better rub them over. You know where tho cake 
is — that new one. The best cups. And the silver spoons.” 

They both heard a knock at the side-door, for off, below. 

“There!” exclaimed Mrs. Baines. "Now take these right 
down into the kitchen before you open.” 

V Yes, mum,” said Maggie, departing. 

Mrs. Baines was wearing a block alpac a apron. She removed 
it and put on another one of black satin embroidered with yellow 
flowers, which, by merely inserting her arm into the chamber, 
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she had taken from off the chest of drawers in her hctlroom. 
Then she fixed her*elf in the drawing-room. 

Maggie returned, rather short of breath, co nvoyin g the visitor. 

“ Ah ! Mi ss Chetwynd .'* said Mrs. Baines, rising to welcome. 

I m sure I m delighted to see you. I saw you coming down 
the Square, and I said to myself, ‘ Now, I do hope Miss Chet- 
wynd isn't going to forget us.’ ” 

Miss Chetwynd, simpering momentarily, came forward with 
that self-conscious, slightly histrionic air, which is one of the 
penalties of peda gogy . She Lived under the eyes of her pupils. 
Her life was one ceaseless effort to avoid doing anything which 
might influence her charges for evil or shock the natural sensi- 
tiveness of their parents. She had to wind her earthly way 

through a forest of the most delicate susceptibilities fern- 

fco^s that strctclud across the path, and that she roust~not 
even accidentally disturb with her skirt as she passed. No 
wonder she walked mincjj glv! No wonder she Ii.id a habit of 
keeping her elbows close to her sides, and drawing her mantle 
tight in the streets! Her prospectus talked about ' a sound and 
religious course of training,’ ' study embracing the usual branches 
of English, with music by a talented master, drawing, dancing, 
and calistlumi cs. Also ‘ needlework plain and ornamental; ’ also 
moral influence; and finally about terms, ‘ which are very mod- 
erate, and every particular, with references to parents and others, 
furnished on application.' (Sometimes, too, without applica- 
tion.) As an illustration of the delicacy of fern-fronds, that 
single word ' d.incing ’ had nearly lost her Constance and Sophia 
seven years before! 

She was a pinched virgin, aged forty, and ^ot •well off;* I 
in her family the gift of success liad been in^opolizcd by her / 
elder sister. For these characteristics Mrs. Baines, as a matron / 
in easy circumstances, pitied Miss Chetwynd. On the* other* 
hand, I^fiss Chetwynd could choose ground from which to look 
down upon Mrs. Baines, who after all was in trade. Miss 
Chetwynd had no trace of the local accent; she spoke with a 
southern reftnement which thc^Eiye^Towns, while making fun 
of it, envied. All her 0*s had a gc^cci leaning towards ' ow/ 
as ritualism leans towards Romanism. And she was the fount 
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of etiquette, a wonder of correctness; in the eyes of lier pupils* 
parents uoi so much * a perfect lady ’ as * a perfect lady/ So 
that it was an extremely nice question whether, uj)on the whole, 
Mrs. Baines secretly condescended to Miss Chetwynd or Miss 
Chelwynd to Mrs. Baines. Perhaps Mrs. Baines, by virtue of 
her wifehood, carried the day. 

Miss Chelwynd, carefully and precisely seated, opcnrcl the 
conversation by explaining that even if Mrs. Baines had not 
written she should have called in any ease, ns she made a prac* 
ticc of calling at the home of her pupils in vacation time: which 
was true. Mrs. Baines, it should be stated, had on Friday 
afternoon sent to Miss Chclwvnd one of her most luxurious 
notes — lavciulcr-coloiircd paper with 5calloj)ed edges, the sc- 
lectest mode of the day — to announce, in her Italian hand, that 
Constance and Sophia would both leave school at the end of the 
next term, and giving reasons in regard to Sophia. 

Hcforc the visitor had got very far, Maggie came in with a 
la cquere d Ica-caddy and the silver teapot and a silver spoon 
on a lacquered tray. Mrs. Baines, while continuing to talk, 
chose a key from her bunch, unlocked the tea-caddy, and trans- 
ferred four tcnspoonfuls of tea from it to the teapot and rclockcd 
the caiiiij. 

“Strawberry,” she mysteriously whispered to Maggie; and 
Maggie disappeared, bearing the tray and its contents. 

" And how is your sister.^ It is cpiitc n long time since she 
was down here,” Mrs. Baines went on to Miss Chetwynd, after 
whispering ” strawberry.” 

The remark was merely in the way of small-talk — for the 
hostess fell a certain unwilling hesitation to approach the topic 
of daughters — but it happened to suit the social purpose of 
Miss Chetwynd to a nicety. Miss Chetwynd wos a vessel brim- 
ming with great tidings. 


“ She is very well, thank you,” said Miss Chetwynd, and 
her expression grew exceedingly vivacious. Her face glowed 
with pride as she added, “Of courscSrvcrylliing is changed 


now. 


"Indeed.^" murmured Mrs. Baines, with polite curiosity. 
” Yes,” said Miss Chelwynd. ” You’ve not heard? ” 
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No, said Mrs. Baines. Miss CLct\rynd knew that she had 
not heard. 

“ About El izabeth’s engagement? To Uie Ri^vcxcnd. AxcLibdl^ 
Jones? 

It is the fact that Mrs. Baines was taken aback. She did 
nothing indiscreet; she did not give vent to Iier excusable amaze- 
ment that the elder Miss Chetwynd should be engaged to any 
one at all, as some women would have done in the stress of the 
moment. She kept her presence of mind. 

‘'This is really moit interesting!'^ said she. 

It was. For Archibald Jones was one of the idols of the I 
Wesleyan Methodist Connexion, a special preacher famous 
throughout England. At ‘ Anniversaries ' and ‘ Trust sermons,' ' 
Arcliibald Jones had probably no rival His Christian name 
helped him; it was a It tgciou s, resounding mouthful for admirers. 
He was not an itincraot minister, migrating every three years. 
His function wasloTTrcct the affairs of the ‘Book Room,’ the 
publishing department of the Connexion. He lived in London, ; 
and shot out into the provinces at week-ends, preaching on Sun- 
days and giving a lecture, tinctured with bookishness, ‘ in the j 
chapel ’ on Monday evenings. In every town he visited tliere ^ 
was competiUon for the privilege of entertaining him. He had ’ 
zeal, indefatigable energy, and a breezy wit. He was a widower 
of fifty, and his wife had been dead for twenty years. It had 
seemed as if women were not for this bright star. And here 
Elizabeth Chetwynd, who had left the Five Towns a quarter of 
a century before at the age of twenty, had caught him! Aus- 
te_r^ moustached, formidable, d esicc ated, she must have done it 
with her powerful intellect! It must be a union of intellects! 

He had been impressed by hers, and she by his, and tlicn their 
intellects had kissed. Within a week fifty thousand women In 
forty counties had pictured to themselves this o sculation of in- 
tc cctfl, and shrugged^^ their 3houldcrs^ aod decided once more 
I at men were i ncomp rehensible. These great ones in London, 
falling in love like the restif But no! Love was a ribal d and 
v^uptyous word to use in such a matter as this. It was gen- 
erally felt that the Reverend Archibald Jones and Miss Chet- 
wynd the elder would lift marriage to what would zoyr be tenned 
an plane, 

s 
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After lea liad been served, Mrs. B.iincs gradually recovered 
her position, both in her own private esteem and in the deference 
of Miss Ali ne C'hetwviid . 

'■ ^'er,“"said she. " You can talk about your sister, and you 
can call him Archibald, and you can niiiicc up your words. But 
have you got a tca-scrvicc like this? Can you conceive more 
perfect strawberry jam than tliis? Did not my dress cost more 
than you spend on your clothes in a year? Has a man ever 
looked at you? After all, is there not something about my situa- 
tion ... in short, something . . .? " 

She did not say this aloud. She in no way deviated from 
the scrupulous politeness of a hostess. There was nothing in 
even her tone to indicate that Mrs. John Baines wos a personage. 
\ et it suddenly occurred to Miss Chetwynd that her pride in 
being the prospective sister-in-law of the Rev. Archibald Jones 
would be belter for a while in her pocket. And she inquired 
after Mr. Baines. After this the conversation limped some- 
what. 

■'I suppose you weren’t surprised by my letter?” said Mrs. 
Baines. 

I was and I wasn t,” answered Miss Chetwynd, in her pro- 
fessional manner and not her monner of a prospective sister- 
in-law. ” Of course 1 am naturally sorry to lose two such good 
D iiuils. but we can't keep our pupils for eve r.” She smiled j 
she was not without fortitude — it is easier to lose pupils than 
to replace them. " Still a pause — ” what you say of Sophia 
is perfectly true, perfectly. She is quite os advanced as Con- 
stance. Still ” — onothcr pause and a more rapid enunciation 
— “ Sophio is by no means an ordinary girl.” 

” I hope she hasn't been a very great trouble to you? ” 

'' Oh no! ” exclaimed Miss Chetwynd. ” Sophia and I have 
got on very well together. I have always tried to appeal to 
her reason. I have never forced her. . . . Now, with some 

girls. ... In some ways I look on Sophia os the roost re- 
markable girl— not pupil — but the most remarkable — what 
shall I say? — individuality, that I have ever met with.” And 
her demeanour added, “And, mind you, this is somethinir — 
from me ! ” 

"Indeed I” said Mrs. Baines. She told hc-self, ”1 am not 
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your common foolisb parent. I see my children imparlinlly. 

I am incapable of being flattered concerning them/’ 

Nevertheless she was flattered, and the thouglit shaped itself 
that really Sophia was no ordinary girl. 

" I suppose she has talked to you about becoming a teacher? 
asked Miss Clietwynd, taking a morsel of the unparalleled jam. 

She licld the spoon with her thumb and three fingers. Her 
fourth flngcr^ in matters of honest labour, would never associate 
with the other three; delicately curved, it always drew proudly 
away from them. 

Has she mentioned that to you.^*' Mrs. Baines demanded, 
startled. 

Oh yes!*' said Miss Chetwynd. ** Several times. Sophia 
is a very seerctixe girl, very — but I think I may say I have 
always had her confidence. Tlierc have been times when 
Sophia and I have been very near each other. Elizabeth was 
much struck with her. Indeed, I may tell you that in one of 
her Inst letters to me she spoke of Sophia and said she had 
mentioned lier to Mr. Jones, and Mr. Jones remembered her 
quite well." 

Impossible for even a wise, uncommon parent not to be affected 
by such an announcement! 

" I dare say your sister will give up her school now," ob* 
served Mrs. Baines, to divert attention from her sclf^onscious* 
ness. 

" Oh no! ** And this time Mrs. Baines had gennincly shocked 
Miss Chetwynd. " Nothing would induce Elizabeth to give up 
the cause of education. Archibald takes the keenest interest in 
the school. Oh no! Not for worlds!" 

Then you think Sophia would make a good teacherf " asked 
Mrs. Baines with apparent, inconsequence, and with a smile. 
But the words marked an epoch in her mind. All was over. 

" I think she is very much act on it and " 

"That wouldn't affect her fothcr — or me," said Mrs. Baines 
quickly. 

" Certainly not ! I merely say that she is very much set on it. 
Yes, she would, at any rate, make a teacher far superior to the 
average." (" That girl has got the better of her mother with-^ 
out roe!" she reflected.) "Ah! Here is dear Constance!" 
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Constance, templed beyond her strength by the sounds of 
the visit and the rollog iiy . had slipped into the room. 

Lve left both doors open, mother/* she excused herself for 
(quitting her fatlicr, and kissed Miss Chct'wynd. 

•She blushed, but she blusljed happily, and really made a most 
creditable c(^jiLns a young lady. Her mother rewarded her by 
taking her into the conversation. And history was soon made. 

So Sophia was apprenticed to Miss Aline Chetwynd. Mrs. 
Baines bore herself greatly. It was Miss Chetwynd who hod 
urged, and her respect for Miss Chetwynd. . . . Also some- 
how the Reverend Archibald Jones came into the cause. . . . 

Of course the idea of Sophia ever going to London was ridiculous, 
ridiculous! (Mrs. Baines secretly feared that the ridiculous 
migiR happen; but, with the Reverend Archibald Jones on the 
spot, the >vorst could be faced.) Sophia roust understand that 
even the apprenticeship in Bursley was merely a trial. They 
would see how things went on. She had to thank Miss Chet- 
wynd. . • 

I made Miss Chetwynd come and talk to mother/* said 
Sophia magniticently one night to simple Constance, ns if to 
imj)ly, * Your Miss Chetwynd is my washpoL* 

To Constance, Sophia's mere enterprise was just as stagger- 
ing as her success. Fancy her deliberately going out that Sat- 
urday morning, after her moUicr's definite decision, to enlist Miss 
Chetwynd in her aid! 

There is no need to insist on the tragic grandeur of Mrs* 
Baines's renunciation — a renunciation which implied her ac- 
ceptance of a change in the balance of power in her realm. 
Part of its tragedy was that none, not even Constance, could 
divine U)c intensity of Mrs. Baines's suffering. She had no 
confidant; she was incapable of showing a wound. But when 
she lay awake at night by the organism which had once been 
her husband, she dwelt long and deeply on the martyrdom of 
her life. What had she done to deserve it? Always had she 
conscientiously endeavoured to he kind, just, patient. And 
she knew herself to be ^gacious and prudent In the frightful 
and ungucssed trials of her existence as a wife, surely she might 
have been granted consolations as a mother! Yet no; it had 
not been! And she felt all the bitterness of age against youth 
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— yonlh egotistic, barsb, crael, uncompromising; youth that is 
80 crude, so ignorant of life, so slow to understand! Slic had 
Constance. Yes, but it would be twenty years before Constance 
could appreciate the sacrifice of judgment and of pride wliich 
her mother had made, in a sudden decision, during that ram- 
bling, starched, simpering interview with Miss Aline Chetwynd. 
Probably Constance thought that she had yielded to Sophia’s 
passionate temper! Impossible to explain to Constance that 
she had yielded to nothing but a perception of Sophia’s com- 
plete inability to hear reason and wisdom. Ah! Sometimes 
as she lay in the dark, she would, in fancy, snatch her heart 
from her bosom and fling it down before Sophia, bleeding, and 
cry: "See what I carry about with roe, on your account!" 
Then she would take it back and hide it again, and sweeten her 
bitterness with wise adm onition s to herself. 

All this because Sopn 7 a,'aware that if she stayed in the house 
she would be compelled to help in the shop, chose an honour- 
able activity which freed her from the danger. Heart, how 
absurd of you to biccdl 
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ELEPHANT 

I 

“SopjiiA, will you eomc ond see tlic clepli.nnt? Do come!” 
Constance entered the drawing-room with tliis request on her 
eager lips. 

“ No,” said Sophia, with a touch of eondcscegsion. ” I’m 
far too busy for elephants.” 

Only two years had passed; but both girls were grown up 
now; long sleeves, long skirts, hair that had settled down in 
life; and a demeanour immensely serious, as though existence 
were terrific in its responsibilities; yet sometimes childhood 
surprisingly broke through the crust of gravity, as now in Con- 
stance, aroused by such things as elephants, and proclaimed 
with vivacious gestures that it was not dead after all. The 
sisters were sharply ditTercnliated. Constance wore the black 
al paca apron and the scissors at the end of a long black clastic, 
which indicated her vocation in the shop. She was proving 
a considerable success in the millinery department. She had 
learnt how to talk to people, and was, in her modest way, very 
*elf-pos.scsscd. She was getting n little stouter. Everybody 
liked licr. Sophia had developed into the student. Time had 
a ccentu ated her reserve. Her sole friend was Miss Chetwynd, 
with whom she was, having regard to the disparity of their ages, 
very intimate. At home she spoke little. She lacked ami- 
ability; as her mother said, she was ‘touchy.’ She required 
diplomfety from others, but did not render it again. Her otU- 
tude, indeed, was one of half-hidden disdain, now gentle, now 
coldly bitter. She would not wear on apron, in an age when 
aprons were almost essential to decency. No! She would 
not wear an apron, and there was an end of it She was not 
so tidy as Constance, and if Constance’s bonds bad taken on 
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the coarse texture which comes from commerce witli needles, ' 
pins, artiheial flowers, and stuffs, Sophia's fine hands were sel- 
dom innocent of ink. But Sophia was splendidly beautiful. 
And even her mother and Constance had an instinctive idea 
that that face was, at any rate, a partial excuse for her a sperit y. 

** Well/' said Constance, if you won't, I do believe I shall 
ask mother if she will." 

Sophia, bending over her books, made no answer. But the 
cop of her head said: "This has no interest for me whatever." 

Constance left the room, and in a moment returned with her 
mother. 

" Sophia/' said her mother, with gay excitement, " you might 
go and sit with your father for a bit while Constance and I 
just run up to the playground to see the elephant. You can 
work just os well in there as here. Your father's asleep." 

" Oh, very well ! " Sophia agreed haughtily. " Whatever is 
all this fuss about an elephant.^ Anyhow, it'll be quieter in your 
room. The noise here is splitting." She gave a s upercilious 
glance into the Square as she languidly rose. 

It was the morning of the third day of Bursicy Wakes; not 
the modern finj^l^ng and respectable, but an carnival, 

gross in all its manifestations of joy. The whole centre of the 
town was given over to the furious pleasures of the people. 
Most of the Square was occupied by Wombwcll's Menagerie, in 
a vast ob long tent, whose raging beasts roared and growled day 
and night And spreading away from this supreme attraction, 
right up through the markct*place past the Town Hall to Duck 
Bank, Duck Square ond the waste land called the * playground/ 
were hundreds of b ooth s with banners displaying all the delights 
of the horrible. You could sec the atrocities of the French 
Revolution, and of the Fiji Islands, and the ravages of unspeak* 
able diseases, and the living fiesh of a nearly nude^ human 
female guaranteed to turn the scale at twenty-two stone, and 
the skeletons of the mysterious phontoscope, and the bloody 
contests of champions noked to thc^ waist (with the chance of 
picking up a red tooth as a relic)* You could try your strength 
by hitting an image of a fellow-creature in the stomach, and 
test your aim by knocking off the heads of other images with 
a wooden ball. You could also shoot with rifles at various 
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tarpels. All the streets were lined with stalls loaded with food 
in heaps, chiefly dried fish, the entrails of animals, and ginger- 
bread. All the public-houses were crammed, and frenzied jolly 
drunkards, men and women, lunged along the pavements every- 
where, their shouts vying with the trumpets, horns, and drums of 
th<; booths, and the shrieking, rattling toys that the children 
carried. 

It was a glorious spectacle, but not a spectacle for the 
leading families. Miss Chetwynd’s school was closed, so that 
the daughters of lending families might remain in seclusion till 
tlie M’orst was over. Tlic llaineses ignored the Wakes in every 
possil)le uay, clioosing that week to have a show of mourning 
goods in the left-hand window, and refusing to let Maggie out- 
side on any pretext. Therefore the dazzling social success of 
the elephant, which was quite easily drawing Mrs. Daincs into 
the vorU-x, cannot imaginably he over-estimated. 

OrTTlie previous night one of the three Wombwcll elephants 
had siuhlcnly knelt on a mon in tlic tent; he had then walked 
out of llie tent and picked up another mon at haphazard from 
the crowd which was staring at the great pictures in front, and 
tried to i)ut this .second man into his mouth. Being stopped 
by liis Iiulian attendant with a pitchfork, he placed the man on 
the ground and stuck his tusk through an ajjgiy of the victim's 
arm. Me then, amid unexampled excitement, suffered himself 
to Iw led away. He was conducted to the rear of the tent, 
just in front of Baines's shuttered windows, and by means 
of stakes, pulleys, and ropes forced to his knees. His head 
was whitcwaslT^d, and six men of the Rifle Corps were engaged 
to shoot at him at a distance of five yards, while constables 
kept the crowd off with truncheons. He died instantly, rolling 
over with a soft thud. The crowd cheered, and, intoxicated 
by their importance, the Volunteers fired three more volleys 
into the cjuiasc, and were then borne off ns heroes to different 
iniKs. The elephant, by the help of his two companions, was 
got on to a railway lorry and disappeared into the night. Such 
was the greatest sensation that has ever occurred, or perhaps 
will ever occur, in Burslcy. The excitement about the repeal 
of the Corn Laws, or about Inkemian, was feeble compared to 
that excitement. Mr. Critchlow, who had been called on to put 
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a hasty tourniquet round the arm of the second victim, had 
popped in atterwards to tell John Baines all about it. Mr. 
Baines’s interest, however, had been slight. Mr. Critchlow 
succeeded better with the ladies, who, though they bad witnessed 
the shooting from the dramng-room, were thirsty for the most 
trifling details. 

The next day it was known that the elephant lay near the 
playground, pending the decision of the Chief Bailiff and the 
Medical Ofiicer os to his burial. And everybody had to visit 
the corpse. No social exclusiveness could witlistand the scduc- 
tjpji^of that dead elephant. Pilgrims travelled from all the 
^iv'e Towns to see him. 

^ve re going now,” said Mrs. Baines, after she bad assumed 
iier bonnet and shawl. 

" All right,” said Sophia, pretending to be absorbed in study, 
as she sat on the sofa at the foot of her father’s bed. 

And Constance, having put her head in at the door, drew 
her mother after her like a magnet 

Then Sophia heard a remarkable conversation in the passage. 

“Arc you going up to see the elephant, Mrs. Baines?” 
asked the voice of Mr. Povey. 

"Yes. Wliy?” 

I think I had better come with yon. The crowd is sure to 
be very rough.” Mr. Povey’s tone was firm; he had n position. 

” But the shop? ” 

‘‘ We shall not be long,” said Mr. Povey. 

Oh yes, mother,” Constance added appealingly. 

Sophia felt the house thrill as the side-door banged. She 
sprang up and watched the three cross King Street diagonally, 
and so plunge into the Wakes. This triple departure was surely 
^e crowning tribute to the dead elephant! It was simply aston- 
ishing. It caused Sophia to perceive that she had miscalculated 
t c importance of the elephant. It made her regret her scorn 
0 the elephant as an attraction* She was left behind; and the 
joy of life was calling her. She could see down into the Vaults 
on the opposite side of the street, where working men — potters 
and colliers — in their best clothes, some with high hats, were 
drinking, gesticulating, and laughing in a row at a long counter. 

She noticed, while she was thus at the bedroom windi>w, a 
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young man ascending King Street, followed by a porter trundling 
a flat barrow of luggage. He passed slowly under tlie rcry win- 
dow. SEc^flushed. She had evidently been startled by the sight 
of this young man into no ordinary state of commotion. She 
glanced at the books on the sofa, and then at her father. Mr. 
Baines, tliin and and acutely pitiable, still slept. His 

brain had almost ceased to be active now; he had to be fed and 
tended like a bearded baby, and he would sleep for hours at a 
stretch even in the daytime. Sophia left the room. A moment 
later she ran into the shop, an apparition that amazed the three 
young lady assisLants. At the corner near the window on the 
tancy side a little nook had been formed by screening off a por- 
tion of the counter with large flower-boxes placed end-up. This 
corner had come to he known as " Miss Baines’s comer.” Soplua 
hastened to it, squeezing past a young lady assistant in the nar- 
row space between the back of the counter and the shelf-lined 
wall. She sat down in Constance's chair and pretended to look 
for something. She had examined herself in the cheval-glass in 
tlK- showroom, on her way from the sick-chamber. When she 
heard a voice near the door of the shop asking first for Mr. 
Povey and then for Mrs. Baines, she rose, and seizing the object 
nearest to her, which liajipcncd to be a pair of scissors, she hurried 
towards the showroom stairs ns though the scissors had been a 
grail, i)nssionalcIy sought and to be jealously hidden away. She 
wanted to slop and turn round, but something prevented her. 
She was at the end of the counter, under the curving stairs, when 
one of tlic assistants said: 

" I suppose you don't know when Mr. Povey or your mother 
arc likely to be back, Miss Sophia. > Here’s—” 

It was a divine release for Sophia. 

‘‘They’re — I — ” she slannncrcd, turning round obrnpllv. 
Luckily she was still sheltered behind the counter. 

The young man whom she had seen in the street came boldly 
fonvnrd. 

“Good morning, Miss Sophia,” said he, hat in hand. “It is 
a long lime since I hod the pleasure of seeing you.” 

Never had she blu.shed os she blushed then. She scarcely knew 
what she was doing a.i she moved slowly towards her sister’s 
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corner again, the young man following her on the customer’s 
fide of the counter. 

II 

She knew that he was a traveller for the most renowned and 
gigantic of all Manchester wholesale firms — Birkinshaws. But 
she did not know his name, which was Ge rald Scal es. He was 
a ratlicr short but extremely well-proportioned man of thirty, 
with fair hair, and a distinguished appearance, as became a rep- 
rescnLitive of Birkinshaws. His broad, tight necktie, with an 
edge of white collar showing above it, was particularly elegant. 
He had been on the road for Birkinshaws for several years; but 
Sophia had only seen him once before in her life, when she was 
a little girl, three years ago. The relations between the travellers 
of the great firms and their solid, sure clients in small towns 
were in those days often cordially intimate. The traveller came 
with tile lustre of a historic reputation around him; there was no 
need to f^w^for orders; and the client’s immense and immacu- 
I^respcctability made him the equal of no matter what ambas- 
sador. It was a case of mutual esteem, and of that confidence- 
generating phenomenon, *' an old account.” The tone in which 
a commercial traveller of middle age would utter the phrase ” an 
old account” revealed in a flash all that was romantic, prim, and 
stately m mid-Victorian commerce. In the days of Baines, after 
one of the elaborately engraved advice-circulars had arrived 

( Our Mr. will have the pleasure of waitingiupon you on 

dny next, the — inst.') John might in certain cases be ex- 
pected to say, on the morning of — day, ‘ Missis, wliat have vc 

gotten for supper to-night.>” 

Mr. Gerald Scales had never been asked to supper; he had 
never even seen John Baines; but, as the youthful successor of 
nn aged ‘Mvcllcr who had had the pleasure of St Luke’s Square, 
on behalf of Birkinshaws, since before railways, Mrs. Baines had 
treated him with a faint agreeable touch of maternal familiarity; 
and, both her daughters being once in the shop during his visit, 

she had on that occasion commanded the fewky girls to shake 
nana3 with bimo 
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Sophin line! never forgotten that glimpse. The young m.in 
without a name had lived in her mind, brightly glowing, as the 
very symbol and incarnation of the masculine and the elegant. 

The renewed sight of him seemed to have wakened her out of 
a sleep. Assuredly she was not the same Sopliia. As she sat in 
her sister’s cliair in the corner, entrenched behind the pcrpcndic- 
ulor boxes, playing nervously with the scissors, her beautiful face 
was transfigured into the ravishingly angelic. It would have 
been impossible for Mr. Gerald Scales, or anybody else, to credit. 


as he gazed at those lovely, sensitive, vivacious, responsive fea- 
tures, that Sophin was not a character of heavenly' sweetness 
and perfection. She did not know what she was doing; she was 
nothing but the exquisite expression of a deep instinct to attract 
and charm. Her soul itself em anat ed from her in an atmosphere 
of allurement and acquiescence. Could those laughing lips hang 
in a heavy jmuii Could that delicate and mild voice be harsh 
’ould those burning eyes be coldly inimical. > Never! The idea 
vas inconceivable! And Mr. Gerald Seales, with his head over 
he top of the boxes, yielded to the spell. Remarkable that Mr. 
Jerald Scales, with all his experience, should have had to come 
Bursley to find t he pearl, the paragon, the idcM ! But so it 
w.ns. They met in an equal abandonment; the ^y difference 
between them was that Mr. Seales, by force of habit, kept his 
head. 

I see it's your w nkes here/' said he. 

He was polite to the wakes; but now, with the least inficction 
in the world, he put the wakes at its proper level in the scheme 
of things as a local unimportance! She adored him for this; 
she was athirst for sympathy in the task of scorning cvcrvthing 
local. 


“ I expect you didn't know,” she said, implying that there was 

every reason why a man of his mundane interests should not 
knovr, 

” I should have remembered if I had thought," said he. “ But 
I didn’t think. What’s this about an elephant?” 

" Oh ! ” she exclaimed. ” Have you heard of that? ” 

” My porter was full of it.” 

” Well,” she said, " of course it’s a very big thing in Bursley.” 
As she smiled in gentle pity of poor Bursley, he naturoUy did 
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the same. And he thought how much more advanced and broad 
the younger generation was than the old ! He would never have 
dared to express his real feelings about Burslcy to Mrs. Baines^ 
or even to Mr. Povey (who was, however, of no generation) ; 
yet here was a young woman actually sharing them. 

She told him all the history of the elephant. 

Must have been very exciting/ he commented, despite him* 

self. 

" Do you know/* she replied, it rvas/* 

After all, Bursley was climbing in their opinion. 

''And mother and my sister and Mr. Povey have all gone to 
see it Thats why they're not here.'* 

That the elephant should have caused both Mr. Povey and 
Mrs. Baines to forget that the representative of Birkinsbaws was 
due to call was indeed a final victory for the elephant 

" But not you! ’* he exclaimed. 

" No/ she said. “ Not me.'* 

"Why didn t you go too?'* He continued his fiattering in- 
vestigations with a generous smile. 

I simply didn t care to/ said she, proudly nonchalant. 

" And I suppose you are in charge here? " 

No, she answered. " I just happened to have run dowil 
here for these scissors. That's all." 

"I often see your sister," said he. "'Often* do I say? — 
that is, generally, when 1 come; but never you." 

I m never in the shop/ she said. It's just an accident 
to-day." 

Oh! So you leave the shop to your sister? '* 

Yes. She said nothing of her teaching. 

Then there was a silence. Sophia was very thankful to be 
hidden from the curiosity of the shop. The shop could see noth- 
ing of her, and only the back of the young man; and the con- 
versation had been conducted in low voices. She tapped her 

K \ polished surface of the counter, with 

the brass yard-aicasurc nailed along its edge, and then she un- 
easily turned her gaze to the left and seemed to be examining 
the backs of the black bonnets which were perched on high stands 
in the great window. Then her eyes caught his for an important 

mompntL > 
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"\cs,'’ she breathed. Somebody had to say something. If 
the sliop missed the murmur of their voices the shop would 
wonder what had happened to them. 

Mr. Scales looked- at his watch. “ I dare say if I come in 
again about two — ” he began. 

Oh yes, they re sure to be in then,” she burst out before he 
could hnisb his sentence. 


He left abruptly, queerly, without shaking hands (but tlicn 
it Mould have been difficult — she argued — for him to have put 
his arm over the boxes), and without expressing the hope of 
seeing her again. She peeped through the block bonnets, and 
saw the porter put the leather strap over his shoulders, raise 
the rear of the barrow, and trundle off; but she did not see 
Mr. Seales. She was drunk; th oughts were tumbling ab out in 
her brain like ca rgo loose in a «^n- 

c ^tion of herself was being altcc cd; ho- "ttihHir Hwards liCr 
w aj_^ing altered Tlic^th ou^which knocked hardest agai nst 
itg-f^llows Only inTK^c momc« if«» lly^ ’* 

^ she nittccT upstairs to resume watch over her father 
she sought to devise on innocent-looking method by which she 
might see Mr. Seales when he next called. And she speculated 
aj to what hia Dame was. 


arrived in the bedroom, she was startled because 
)r her father s head and beard were not in their accustomed place 
on the pillow. She could only make out something vaguely un- 
usual sloping off the side of the bed. A few seconds passed — 
not to be measured in time — and she sow that the upper port 
of his body had slipped down, and his head was hanging, inverted. 
near the floor between the bed ond the ottoij^. His face, neck, 
and hands were dark and conge^d; his mouth was open, and 
the tongue protruded between the black, swollen, mucous lips: 
his eyes were prominent and coldly staring. The foct^os that 
Mr Baines had wakened up, ond, being-restless, had slid out 
portioUy from his bed ond died of asghjgjo. After having been 
unceasingly watched for fourteen years, he had, mth an invaUd’s 
natural perverseness, taken advantage of Sophia's brief derelic- 
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tjon to expire. Say what you will, amid Sopliia’s horror, and her 
terrible grief and shame, she had visitings of the idea: he <lid it 
OD purpose ! 

She ran out of the room, knowing by i ntuition that be was 
dead, and shrieked out, "Maggie,” at the top of her voice; the 
house echoed. 

" Yes, miss,” said Maggie, quite close, coming out of Mr. 
Povey’s chamber with a slop*paiL 

" Fetch Mr. Critchlow at once. Be quick. Just as you are. 
Iff father—” 

Maggie, perceiving darkly that disaster was in tlie air, and 
instantly filled with importance and a sort of black joy, dropped 
her pail in the exact middle of the passage, and almost fell down 
the crooked stairs. One of Maggie’s deepest instincts, always 
held in check by the stem dominance of Mrs. Baines, was to 
leave pails prominent on the main routes of the house; and now, 
divining what was at hand, it flamed into i nsnrrertinn 

jli^pless night h_a d_jever been so—long^ to. S ophia as the 
three minutea whlch^dapsed before Mr. Crit phlmr rnmr As 
she stood on the mat outside the bedroom door she tried to draw 
her mother and Constance and Mr. Povey by magnetic force out 
of the wakes into the house, and her muscles were contracted in 
this strange effort. She felt that it was impossible to continue 
living if the secret of the bedroom remained unknown one instant 
longer, so intense was her torture, and yet that the torture which 
could not be borne must be borne. Not a sound in the house ! 

Not a sound from the shop! Only the disUnt murmur of the 
wakes ! 


Why did I forget father?*' she asked herself with awe* 

I only meant to tell him that they were all out, and run back. 
Why did I forget father?" She would never be able to per- 
suade anybody that she had literally forgotten her father’s 
existence fur quite ten minutes; but it was true, though shocking. 

Then there were noises downstairs. 

^ Bless us! Bless us!" came the unpleasant voice of Mr. 
Critchlow as he bounded up th^tairs on bis long legs; he strode 
over the paiL " What’s amS^ " He was wearing his white 
apron, and he carried his spectacles in^^iua bony hand* 

It 8 father — he's — " Sophia faltered* 
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She stood nway so that he should enter the room first. He 
glanced at her keenly, and as it were resentfully, and went in. 
She followed, timidly, remaining near the door while Mr. Critch* 
low inspected her handiwork. He put on bis spectacles with 
strange deliberation, and then, bending his knees outwards, thus 
lowered his body so that he could examine John Baines point- 
blank. He remained staring like this, his hands on his sharp 
apron-covered knees, for a little space; and then he seized the 
inert mass and restored it to the bed, and wiped those rl ojited 
lips with his apron. 

Sophia heard loud breathing behind her. It was Maggie. 
She heard a huge, snorting sob; Maggie was show’ing her emo- 
tion. 

" Go fetch doctor! ” Mr. Critchlow rasped. ” And don’t stand 
gn|>ing there!” 

“ Run for the doctor, Maggie,” said Sophia. 

” How came ye to let him fall? ” Mr. Critchlow demanded. 

*' I was out of the room. I just ran down into the shop — ” 

” G allia anLi^ng with that young Scales!” said Mr. Critchlow, 
.with devilish ferocity. "Well, you’ve killed ycr father; that’s 
all!” 

He must have been at his shop door and seen the entry of 
tlie traveller! And it was precisely characteristic of Mr. Critch- 
luw to jump in the dark at a horrible conclusion, and to be right 
. after all. For Sophia Mr. Critchlow had always been the per- 
I sonificatii^ of malignity and nuilcvolcocc, and now these qualities 
I in him made him, to her, almost obscene. Her pride brought 
I up tremendous reinforcements, and she approached the bed. 

" Is he dead? " she asked in o quiet tone. (Somewhere within 
a voice was whispering, ” So his name is Scales.”) 

"Don’t 1 tell you he’s dead?” 

" Pail on the stairs! " 

This mild exclamation came from the passage. Mrs. Baines, 
mislik ing the crowds abroad, bad returned alone; she had left 
Constance in charge of Mr. Povey. Coming into her house by 
the shop and showroom, she had first noted the phenomenon of 
the pail — proof of her theory of Maggie’s incurable untidiness. 

“Been to see the elephant, I reckon!” said Mr. Critchlow, In 
fierce sarcasm, os be recognized Mrs. Baines's voice. 
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Sophia leaped towards the door, as though to bar her mother's 
entrance. But Mrs. Baines was already opening the door. 

“Well, my pet — “ she was beginning cheerfully. 

Mr. Critchlow confronted her. And he had no more pity for 
the wife than for the daughter. He was furiously angry because 
his precious property had been irretrievably damaged by the 
momentary carelessness of a silly girl. Yes, John Baines was 
lus property, his dearest toy ! He was convinced that he alone 
had kept John Baines alive for fourteen years, that he alone had 
fully understood the case and sympathized with the sufferer, that 
none but he had been capable of displaying ordinary common 
sense in the sick-room. He had learned to regard John Baines 
as, in some sort, his creation. And now, with their stupidity, 
their neglect, their elephants, between them they had done for 
John Baines. He had always known it would come to that, and 
it had come to that. 

She let him fall out o’ bed, and ye’re a widow now, missis! ’’ 
he announced with a virulence hardly conceivable. His angular 
features and dark eyes expressed a murderous hate for every 
woman named Baines. 

Mother! cried Sophia, “I only ran down into the shop 
to — to — “ 

She seized her mother’s arm in frenzied agony. 

My cluld! said Mrs. Buincs, rising miraculously to the sit- 
uation w ith a_c .qlia bcneyolenc.e of tone and gesture that remained 
for over sublime in the stormy heart of Sophia, “do not hold 
me.” With infinite gentleness she loosed Iierself from those 
clasping hands. “Have you sent for the doctor?” she ques- 
tioned Mr. Critchlow. 

The ffite of her husband presented no mysteries to Mrs. 

Baines.^ Everybody had been warned a thousand times of the 

danger of leaving the paralyUc, whose life depended on his nosi- 

tion, and wliosc fidgc^css was thereby a constant kc^c of 

death to him. For five thousand nights she had walHmed in- 

f^bly every time he stirred, and rearranged him by the flicker 

? lamp. But Sophia, unliappy creature, had merely 

left him. That was all. 

Mr. Critchlow and the widow gazed, helplessly waiting, at the 
pitiable corpse, of which the salient port was the white bc.ird. 
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They knew not tlint they were gazing at a vanished era. John 
Baines had belonged to the past, to the age when men really did 
think of their souls, when orators by phrases could move crowds 
to fury or to pity, when no one had learnt to hurry, wlicn Hymn?; — 
was only turning in his sleep, when the sole beauty of life resided 
in its inflexible and slow dignity, when hell really had no bot* 
toin, ami a gilt“claspi<l Bible really was the secret of Englan<rs 
greatness. Mid*\*ictorian England lay on that mahogany bed. 
Ideals had passed away witli John Baines. It is tluis that ideals 
die; not in the conventional pageantry of honoured death, but 
sorrily, ignobly, while one's head is turned — 

And Mr. Povey and Constance, very self-conscious, went and 
saw the dead clepliant, and came back; and at the corner of 
King Street, Constance exclaimed brightly — 

''Why! wlio's gone out and left the $idr*door open?" 
l or Die doctor had at le ngth arrived, and Maggie, in showing 
him up.stairs with pious haste, had forgotten to shut the door. 

And they took advantage of the side-door, rather guiltily, to 
avoid the eyes of tlie sliop. They feared that in the parlour 
they would be tlie centre of a curiosity half ironical and half 
reproving; for had they not accomplished an escapade? So 
they walked slowly. 

1 he real munlerer was having his dinner in the commercial 


room up at the Tiger, opposite the Town Hall. 
7^ ^ lY 


Sevcrnl shuUers were put up in tlie windows of the s!iop, to 
indicate n death, and the news instantly became known in trading 
circles throughout the town. Many people simultaneously re* 
marked upon the coincidence that Mr. Baines should have died 
while there was o show of mourning goods in his establishment. 
This coincidence was regarded as extremely sinister, and it was 
apparently felt that, for the sake of the mind's peace, one ought 
not to inquire into such things too closely. From the moment 
of putting up the prescribed shutters, John Baines and his 
funeral began to ocquire importance in Bursley, and their im- 
portance grew rapidly almost from hour to hour. The wakes 
continued ns usual, except that the Chief Constable, upon rep- 
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xesentations being made to him by Mr. Crilchlow and other 
citizens, descended upon St. Luke’s Square and forbade the 
activities of Wombwell’s orchestra. Wombwell and the Chief 
Constable differed as to the justice of the decree, but every well- 
minded person praised the Chief Constable, and be himself con- 
sidered that he had enhanced the town’s reputation for a decent 
propriety. It was noticed, too, not without a shiver of the 
ujica^ny, that that night the lions and tigers behaved like lambs, 
whereas on the previous night they had roared the whole Square 
out of its sleep. 

The Chief Constable was not the only individual enlisted by 
Mr. Critchlow in the service of his friend’s fame. Mr. Critchlow 
spent hours in recalling the principal citizens to a due sense of 
John Baines’s past greatness. He was determined that his treas- 
ured toy should vanish underground with du? pomp, and he left 
nothing undone to that end. He went over to Hanbridgc on 
the still wonderful horse-car, and saw the editor-proprietor of 
tlie Slaffordthirc Signal (then a two-penny weekly with no 
thought of Football editions), and on the very day of the funeral 
the Signal came out with a long and eloquent biography of John 
Baines. This biography, giving details of his public life, defi- 
nitely restored him to his legitimate position in the civic memory 
as an ex-chief bajjjiT , an ex-chairman of the Burial Board, and 
of the Five Towns Association for the Advancement of Useful 
Knowledge, and also as a •' prime movir ” in the local Turnpike 
Act, m the negotiations for the new Town Hall, and in the 
Corintluan fagulgof the Wesleyan Chapel; it narrated the anec- 
dote of lua courageous speech from the poUkp of the Shambles 
during the riots of 1818, and it did not omit a eulogy, of hm 
.teady adherence to tl.e wise old English maxims of commerce 
nd his avoidance of dangerous modern methods. Even in the 
• rties the modem had reared its shameless head. The pnne pyrio 

^ the dead man's fortituSTiT^ 

errible affliction with which a divine providence had seen fit to 

tha his native town would raise a e^^pB to his honour. Mr. 

\wJr’ iinfamiliap with the word "cenotaph," consulted 
Wo esters Dictionary, and when he found that it meant "a 
flPEPJrhral monument to one who is buried elsewhere,” he was 
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a.s i)lc istd M-itli llic Signal's lanjju.nrc ns wiiU the idea, and 
decided that a ccnolaph should coiuc to pass. 

The house and shop were trails fornud into a hive of prepara- 
lion for tTic fiincral. Al l w as changed. Mr. Povey kindly slept 
lor three nT^tr^n the jurlour sofa, in order Hiat Mrs. Paines 
might have his room. The funeral grew into nn obsession, for 
multitudinous things !nd to be performed and done sumptuously 
and in strict accordance with precedent. There were the family 
mourning, the funeral rcj>^t, the choice of the text on the 
memorial card, the composition of the legend on the cofTm, the 
legal arrangements, tlic letters to relations, the selection of 
guests, and the questions of bell-ringing, hi^aLsa, plumes, number 
of horses, and grave-digging. Nobody lintl leisure for the indul- 
gence of grief except Maria, who, after she had helped in 

* the laying-out, simply sat down and bemoaned unceasingly for 
hours her absence on the fatal morning. **1(1 hadn't been so 
fixed on polishing my candle-slicks," she wccpingly repeated, 
" he mit Im* been alive and well now." Not that Aunt Maria 
had been infonued of the precise circumstances of the death; 
she was not clearly aware that Mr. Baines had died through a 
piece of neglecL But, like Mr. Critchlow, she was convinced 
that there had been only one person in the world truly capable 
of nursing Mr. Baines. Bc}^ond the family, no one save Mr. 
Critchlow and 1 ^. Ilar rop knew just how the martyr had finished 
his career. Dr. Harrop, having been asked bluntly if nn i nque st 
would be necessary, had reflected a moment and had then rcpliccTT 
'* No." And be added, " Least said soonest mended — mark 
me!" They had marked him. He was commonsense in 
breeches. 

As for Aunt Maria, she was sent about her sniyclljpg business 
by A unt Harri et. The arrival in the house of this genuine aunt 
from Axe, of this majestic and enormous widow whom even the 
imperial Mrs. Baines regarded with a certain gwe, set a teal of 
ultimate solemnity on the whole event. In Mr. Povey*s bedroom 
Mrs. Baines fell like a child into Aunt Harriets arms and 
sobbed : 

** If it had been anytliing else but that elephant!’* 

Such was Mrs. Baines's sole weakness from first to last. 

Aunt Harriet was an exhaustless fountain of authority upon 
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erery detbrt concerning intrrmpjitc And, to a series of questions 
ending with the word “ sister,” and answers ending with the 
word "sister,” the travail incident to the funeral 

was gradually and successfully "accomplished. Dress and the 
repast exceeded all other matters in complexity and dilliculty. 
But on the morning of the funeral Aunt Harriet had the satis- 
fact^ of beholding her younger sister the centre of a tremendous 
SeSfflSJrOf crape, whose slightest ple^ w as perfect. Aunt Har- 
riet seemed to welcome her thcnTTIEr a veteran, formally into 
the august a rmy of rciic^. As they stood side by side surveying 
the special table which yas being laid in the showroom for the 
repast, it appeared inconceivable that they had reposed together 
in Mr. Povey’s limited bed. They descended from the showroom 
to the kitchen, where the last delicate dishes were inspected. 
Tlie shop was, of course, dosed for the day, but Mr. Povey was 
busy there, and in Aunt Harriet’s all-sccing glance he came 

next after the dishes. She rose from tlic kitchen to speak with 
him. 

"You’ve got your boxes of gloves all ready?” she questioned 
him. 


" Yes, Mrs. Maddack .” 

'■ You’ll hot forget to have a measure handy?” 
" No, Mrs. Maddack.” 


You 11 find you 11 want more of scvcn-and-tlircc-quartcrs and 
eights than anything.” 

"Yes. I have allowed for that.” 

"If you place yourself behind the side-door and put your 

boxes on the harmonium, you'll be able to catch every one as 
they come in." 


That is what I had thought of, Mrs. Maddack.” 

She went upsUIrs. Mrs. Baines had reached the showroom 

again, and was smoothing out creases in the white damask cloth 

an arranging glass dishes of jam at equal distances from each 
otner* 


" Come, sister," said Mrs. Maddack. " A last look." 

^ they passed into the mortuar y bedroom to gaze at Mr, 
Baines before he should be evciTaslingly nailed down. In death 
^ some of his earlier dignity; but even so he was 

a 8 rtling sight, The two widows bent over him, one on either 
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side, and gravely stared at that twisted, worn white face all 
neatly tucked up in linen- 

*' I sliall fclcli Constance and Sophia/’ said Mrs. Maddack, 
willi tears in her voice. Do you go into the drawing-room, 
sister/* 

JJiit Mrs. Maddack only succeeded in fetching Constance. 

Tlic?i tiicrc was the sound of wheels in King Street. The 
long rite of the funeral was about to begin. Every guest, after 
having been in**asurcd and presented with a pair of tlic finest 
black kid gloves by Mr. Povey, bad to mount Ibc crooked stairs 
and gaze upon the carcase of John Baines, going aflcr>vard3 
to the drawing-room to condole briefly with the widow. And 
every guest, while conscious of the e norm ity of so thinking, 
thought wliat an excellent thing it was that John Baines should 
be at last dead and gone. The tramping on the stairs was con* 
tinual, and finally Mr. Baines himself went downstairs, bumping 
against corners, and led a c ortege of twenty vehicles. 

The funeral tea was not over seven o'clock, five hours 
after the commencement of the rite^ It was a gigantic and 
faultless meal, wortliy of John Baines’s distant past. O nly tw o 
llpcrsons were absent from it — John Baines and Sop lna. The 
/ [emptiness of Sophia's^Tiair was much noticed; Mrs. Maddack 
explained that Sophia was very high-strung and could not trust 
herself. Great efforts were put forth by the company to be 
lugu briou s and inconsolable, but the secret relief resulting from 
he deatli would not be entirely hidden. The vast pretence of 
acute sorrow could not stand intact against that secret relief 
and the lavish richness of the food. 

To the offending of sundry important relatives from a dis- 
tance, Mr. Critchlow informally presided over that assemblage 
of grave men in high stocks and c rinolined women. He had 
closed his shop, which had never before been closed on n week- 
day, and he had a great deal to say about this extraordinary 
closure. I t was d ue tp elephant as to the funct al. 

The elephant had become a victim to the ernga fnr s ouvenirs . 
Already in the night his tusks had been stolen; then his feet 
disappeared for umbrella-stands, and most of his flesh had dc* 
parted in little hunks. Everybody in Bursley had resolved to 
participate in thc*"*^cpbaDt. One consequence was that all the 
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chemists’ shops in the town were assaulted by strings of boys. 

• Please a pennorth o’ alum to tak’ smell out o' a bit o’ elephant. 
Mr. Critclilow hated boys. 

‘‘‘I'll alum yel’ says I, and I did. I aluroroed him out o' 
my shop with a pestle. If there’d been one thcre'd been twenty 
between opening and nine o’clock. ‘ George,’ 1 says to my ap- 
prentice, ■ shut shop up. My old friend John Baines is going 
to his long home to-day, and I'll close. I’ve had enough o’ 
alum for one day.’ ’’ 

The elephant fed the conversation until after the second relay 
of hot n^j fins. When Mr. Critchlow had eaten to his capacity, 
he took the Signal importantly from his pocket, posed his spec- 
tacles, and read the obituary all through in slow, impressive 
accents. Before he reached the end Mrs. Baines began to per- 
ceive that familiarity bad blinded her to the heroic qualities of 
her late husband. The fourteen years of ceaseless care were quite 
genuinely forgotten, and she saw him in his strength and in hi.s 
glory’. When Mr. Critchlow arrived at the eulogy of the hus- 
band and father, Mrs. Baines rose and left the showroom. The 
guests looked at each other in sympathy for her. Mr. Critchlow 
shot a glance at her over his spectacles and continued steadily 
reading. After he had finished he approached the question 
of the cenotaph. 

Mrs. Baines, driven from the banquet by her feelings, went 
into the drawing-room. Sophia was there, and Sophia, seeing 
tears in her mother’s eyes, gave a sob, and flung herself bodily 
against her mother, clutching her, and hiding her face in that 
broad crap.c, which a braded her soft skin. 

“ Mother,” she wept passionately, ” I want to leave the school 
now. I want to please you. I’ll do anything in the world to 
please you. I’ll go into the shop if you’d like me to!” Her 
voice lost itself in tears. 

” Calm yourself, my pet,” said Mrs. Baines, tenderly, caressing 
her. It was a triumph for the mother in the very hour when 
she needed a tridtap^ 
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'Etouisite, 1«. llrf.’ 

These singular signs were being painted in shiny black on 
an unrcctnngular paraUclogram of white cardboard by Constance 
one evening in the parlour. She was seated, with her left side 
to the lire and to (lie gas, at the dining-table, which was 

covered with a cheeked cloth in red and white. Her dress was 
of dark crimson; she wore a camcn brooeh and a gold chain 
round her neck; over her shoulders was thrown a white knitted 
.shawl, for the weather was extremely cold, the English climate 
being much more serious and downright at that day than it is 
now. She bent low to the task, holding her head slightly a skew, 
putting the tip of her tongue between her lips, and expending all 
the energy of her soul and body in an intense effort to do wbat 
she was doing as well as it could be done. 

" Splendid! ” said Mr. Povey. 

Mr. Povey was fronting her at the table; he had his elbows 
on the table, and watched her carefully, with the breathless and 
divine anxiety of a dreamer who is witnessing the realization of 
his dream. And Constance, without moving any part of her 
frame except her head, looked up at him and smiled for a 
moment, and he could see her delicious little nostrils at the end 
of her snub nose. 

Those two, without knowing or guessing it, were making his- 
tory— the history of commerce. They had no suspicion that 
they were the forces of the future ins idinimlv at work to destroy 
what the forces of the past had created, but such was the casi 
They were conscious merely of a desire to do their duty in the 
shop and to the shop ; probably it had not even occurred to them 
that this desire, which each stimulated in the breast of the other, 
hod OMumed the dimensions of a passion. It was ageing Mr! 
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PoTcy, and it had made of Constance a young lady tremendously 
industrious and preoccupied. 

Mr. Povey had recently been giving attention to the question 
of tickets. It is not too much to say that Mr. Povey, to whom 
heaven had granted a minimum share of imagination, had never* 
theless discovered his little parcel of imagination in the recesses 
of being, and brought it effectively to bear on tickets. Tickets 
ran in conventional grooves. There were heavy o blong tickets 
for danncls, shirting, and other stuffs in the piece; tlicrc were 
smaller and lighter tickets for intermediate goods; and there were 
diamond-shaped tickets (containing nothing but the price) for 
bonnets, gloves, and flimflam s generally. The legends on the 
tickets gave no sort of original invention. The words ' lasting,' 

' durable,' ' unshrinkable,' ' latest/ ' cheap/ ' stylish/ ' novelty,' 
'choice' (as an adjective), 'new/ and 'tasteful/ exhausted the 
entire vocabulary of tickets. Now Mr. Povey attached import- 
ance to tickets, and since he was acknowledged to be the best 
window-dresser in Burslcy, his views were entitled to respect. 
He dreamed of other tickets, in original shapes, witli original 
legends. In brief, he achieved, in regard to tickets, the rare 
feat of ridding himself of preconceived notions, and of approach- 
ing a subject with fresh, virginal eyes. When he indicated the 
nature of his wishes to Mr . Chawn cr, the wholesale stationer 
wlio supplied all the Five Towns with shop-tickets, Mr. Chawncr 
grew uneasy and worried; Mr* Chawncr was indeed shocked. 
For Mr. Cbawner there had always been certain wcll-doflncd 
g cjici a of tickets, and he could not conceive the existence of 
other genera. When Mr. Povey suggested circular tickets — 
tickets with a blue and a red line round them, tickets with 
legends such as ' unsurpassable/ ' very dainty,' or * please note/ 
Mr. Chawner h amm ed and hawed, and finally stated that it would 
be impossible to manufacture'^bese preposterous tickets, these 
tickets which would outrage the decency of trade. 

If Mr. Povey had not happened to be on exceedingly ob- 
stinate man, he might have been defeated by the cross Toryism 
of Mr. Chawner. But Mr. Povey was obstinate, and he bad 
resources of ingenuity which Mr. Chawner little suspected. The 
great, tramping march of progress was not to be ^peded by 
Mr. Cbawner. Mr. Povey began to mfhA his own tickets. At 
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first he suffered ns all reformers and inventors suffer. He used 
the internal surface of collar-boxes and ordinary ink and pens, 
and the result was sueli as to give customers the idea that Baineses 
were too poor or too joean to buy tickets like other shops. For 
bought tickets had an ivory-tinted gloss, and the ink was black 
and glossy, and the edges were very straight and did not show 
yellow between two layers of white. Whereas Mr. Povey’s tickets 
were of a bluish-white, without gloss; the ink was neither black 
nor shiny, and the edges were amateurishly rough: the tickets 
had an unmistakable air of having been ‘made out of something 
else’; moreover, the lettering had not the free, dashing style of 
Mr. Chawncr’s tickets. 

And did Mrs. Baines encourage him in Ids single-minded enter- 
prise on behalf of her business? Not a bit! Mrs. Baines’s 
attitude, when not disdainful, was inimical! So curious is human 
nature, so blind is man to his own advantage I Life was very 
complex for Mr. Povey. It might hax’c been less complex had 
Bristol board and Chinese ink been less expensive; with these 
materials he could have achieved marvels to silence all prejudice 
and stupidity; but they were too costly. Still, he persevered, 
and Constance morally supported him; he drew his inspiration 
and his courage from Constance. Instead of the internal sur- 
face of collar-boxes, he tried the external surface, which was at 
any rate shiny. But the ink would not ‘ take ’ on it. He made 
as many experiments ns Edison was to make, and as many fail- 
ures. Then Constance was visited by n notion for mixing sugar 
with ink. Simple, innocent creature — why should providence 
have chosen her to be the vessel of such a sublime notion? Pux- 
zling enigma, which, however, did not exercise Mr. Povey! He 
found it quite natural that she should save him. Save him she 
did. Sugar and ink would ‘ take ’ on anything, and it shone like 
a ■ patent leather ’ boot. Further, Constance develop ed a.Lh.ond ’ 
for lettering which outdid Mr. Povey’s. Between them they 
manufactured tickets by the dozen and by the score — tickets 
which, w’hilc possessing nearly all the smartness and finish of 
Mr. Chawncr’s tickets, were much superior to these in originality 
and strikingness. Constance and Mr. Povey were delighted and 
fascinated by them. As for Mrs. Baines, she said little, but the 
modern spirit was too elated by its success to core whether, she 
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said little or much. And every few days Mr. Povey thought of 
some new and wonderful word to put on a ticket. 

His last miracle was the word ‘ exquisite.’ ‘ Exquisite,’ pinned 
on a piece of broad tartan ribbon, appeared to Constance and 
Mr. Povey as the finality of appropriateness. A climax wortliy 
to close the year! Mr. Povey had cut the card and sketched 
the word and figures in pencil, and Constance was doing her 
executive portion of the undertaking. They were very happv, 
very absorbed, in this strictly business matter. The clock showed 
five minutes past ten. Stern duty, a pure desire for the pros- 
perity of the shop, had kept them at hard labour since before 
eight o'clock that morning! 

The stairs-door opened, and Mrs. Baines appeared, in bonnet 
and furs and gloves, all clad for going out. She had abandoned 

the cocoon of crape, but still wore weeds. She was stouter than 
ever. 

"What!” she cried. "Not ready! Now really!" 

"Oh, mother! How you made roe jump!" Constance pro- 
tested. What time is it? It surely isn’t time to go yet! " 

■' Look at the clock! ” said Mrs. Baines, drily. 

^^\\cD, 1 never! ’ Constance murmured, confused. 

Come, put your things together, and don’t keep me waiting,” 
said Mrs. Baines, going past the table to the window, and lifting 
the blind to peep out. " Still snowing,” she observed. " Oh, 
the Land’s going away at last! I wonder how they can play at 
all in this weather. By the way, what was that tune they gave 
tis just now? I couldn’t make out whether it was ‘Redhead.’ 

Band?” questioned Constance — the simpleton! 

Neither she nor Mr. Povey hod heard the strains of the 

Burslcy Town Silver Prize Band which had been enUvening the 

season according to its usual custom. These two practicol, 

qutfi^, commonsensc young and youngish persons had been 

so absorbed in their efforts for the welfare of the shop that 

tftcy had positively not only forgotten the time, but had also 

tailed to notice the band! But if Constance had had her wits 

about her she would at least have pretended that she had heard it. 

it i ” asked Mrs. Baines, bringing her vast form to 

toe table and picking up a ticket. 
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Mr. Povcj said notliing. Coiislnncc said; ” Mr. Porey thought 
of it to-day. Don't you think it's very good, mother? ” 

"I'm afraid I don’t,” Mrs. Baines coldly replied. 

She had mildly objected already to certain words; but 'ex- 
quisite' seemed to her .silly; it seemed out of place; she con- 
sidered that it would merely bring ridicule on her shop. ' Ex- 
quisite ’ written upon a window-ticket! No! What would Jqhn 
Baines have thought of 'exquisite'? 

' Exquisite!'” She repeated the word with a sac£A&tic in- 
flection, putting the accent, ns every one put it, on the second 
syllabic. " I don't think that will quite do.” 

■' But why not, mother? ” 

" It’s not suitable, mv dear." 


She dro])pcd the ticket from her gloved hand. Mr. Povey had 
darkly flashed. Though he spoke little, he was as sensitive 
ns he was ob.stinalc. On this occasion he said nothing. He 
expressed his feelings by seizing the ticket and throwing it into 
the fire. 

The situation was extremely delicate. Priceless employes like 
Mr. Povey cannot be treated ns machines, and Mrs. Baines of 
course instantly saw that tact was needed. 

"Go along to my bedroom and get ready, my pel,” said .she 
to Constance. " Sophia is there. There’s a good fire. I must 
just speak to Maggie.” She tactfully left the room. 

Mr. Povey glanced at the fire and the curling red remains 
^of the Ucket. Trade was bad ; owing to weather and war, dcs- 
tilulioH was abroad; and he had been doing his utmost for the 
welfare of the shop; and here was the reward! 

Constance's eyes were full of tears. ” Never mind I ” she 
murmured, and went upstairs. 

It was all over in a moment. 




In the Wesleyan Methodist Chapel on Duck Bank there was 
a full and influential congregation. For in those days influential 
people were not merely content to live in the town where their 
fathers bad lived, without dreaming of country residences and 
smokeless air — they were content also to believe what their fa- 
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thers had believed about the beginning and tlie end of all. Tlisr- 
was no such thing as the unknowable in those days. The elcrnal 
mysteries were as simple as an addition sum; n child could tel) 
you with absolute certainty where you would be and what you 
would be doing a million years hence, and exactly what God 
thought of you. Accordingly, every one being of the same mind, 
every one met on certain occasions in certain places in order to 
express the universal mind. And in , the Wesleyan Methodist 
Chapel, for example, instead of a spars e handful of persons 
disturbingly conscious of being in a minority, as now, a mag- 
nificent and proud majority had collected, deeply aware of its 
rightness and its correctness. 

And the minister, backed by minor ministers, knelt and covered 


his face in the superb mahogany r ostrum : and behind him, in 
what was then still called the ' orchestra ' (though no musical 
instruments exfcpt the grand organ h.-id sounded in it for dec- 
ades), the clmir knelt and covered their faces; and all around, 
in the richly painted gallery and on the ground-floor, multi- 
tudinous rows of^ople, in easy circumstances of body and soul, 
knelt in high lyW and covered their faces. And there floated 
before them, in the intense and prolonged silence, the clear vision 
of Jehovah on a throne, a God of sixty or so with a moustache 
and a beard, and a non-committal expression which declined to 
say whether or not he would require more bloodshed; and this 
God, destitute of pinions, was surrounded by white-winged crea- 
tures that wafted themselves to and fro while chanting; and 
atar off was an obscene monstrosity, with cloven hoofs and a tail 

77 . , ““d interfering, who could exist com- 

fo^bly m the middle of a co.al-firc, and who took a malignant 
and cxhau^less pleasure in coaxing you by false pretences into 
the same fire; but of course you had too much sense to swallow 

by meditation convinced your- 
that you had too much sense to swaUow his wicked absurdi- 

. And the hour was very solemn, the most solemn of aU the 


Strange that immortal souls should be found with the temerity 

^dolT.r" ™ hour! Yet therT^e 

undoubtedly such in the congregation; there were perhaps many 
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to whom the rision, if clear, was sp asmod ic and fleeting. And 
among them the inliabitants of the Baines family pew! Who 
would have supposed that Mr. Povey, a recent convert from 
Primitive Methodism in King Street to Wesleyan Mcliiodism on 
Duck Bank, was dwelling upon window-tickets and the injustice 
of women, instead of iij)on his relations with Jehovah and the 
tailed one.^ \Vho would have supposed that the gcntle-cye<l Con- 
stance, pattern of daughters, was risking her eternal welfare 
hy smiling at the tailed one, wlio, concealing his tail, had assumed 
the image of Mr. Povey? Who would have supposed that Mrs. 
Baines, instead of resolving that Jehovah and not tlic tailed one 


shouhl have ultimate rule over her, was resolving that slic and 
not Mr. Povey sliould have ultimate rule over her house and shop? 
It was a pow-fiil that belied its highly sntisf.nctory appearance. 
(And possibly there were other pcw-fuls equally deceptive.) 

Sophia alone, in the corner next to the wall, with her beautiful 
stern face pressed convulsively against her hands, was truly busy 
witli immortal things. Turbulent heart, the violence of her spir- 
itual life had made lier older! Never was g pas sionate, proud 
girj i n n ha cdw-.casc than Sojjlua! In llie .si)lcnd'our"onRr re- 
morse for a fatal forgeiTuTiK ss, she had renounced that which 
she loved and Uirown herself into that which she loathed. It 
was her nature so to do. She Iiad done it haughtily, and not 
with kindness, but she had done it with the whole force of her 
wi . Constance hod been compelled to yield up to her the 
millinery department, for Sophia’s lingers had a gift of manipu- 
at.ng ribbons and feathers that was beyond Constance. Sophia 
had accomplished miracles in the miUincry. Yes, and she would 
be utterly polite to customers; but afterwords, when the cus- 

tomers were gone, let mothers, sisters, and Mr. Poveys beware 
of her fiery dorU! 


But^ three months had elapsed after her 

father s death, had she spent more and more lime in the shop, 
secre y aflame with expectancy? Why, when one day a strange 
traveller entered the shop and announced himself the new reo- 
reentative of Birkinsha,rs— »h,. had her very soul died away 
Within her and on awful sickness seized her? She knew then 
hat she had been her oivn deceiver. She recognized and admit- 
ted, abasing herself lower than the lowest, that her moUve in 
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leaviog ^liss Cbetw^nd's aud Joining the shop bad been^ at tlie 
best, very mixed^ very impure* Engaged at Miss Cbctwynd's, 
she might easily have never set eyes on Gerald Scales again, f 
Employed in the sbop^ she could not fail to meet him. In this 
light was to be seen the true complexion of the splendour of her 
remorse. A terrible thought for her! And she could not dis- 
miss it. It cont aminat ed her existence^ this thouglit! And she 
could confide in no one. She was incapable of showing a wound. 
Quarter liad succeeded quarter^ and Gerald Scales wos no more 
heard of. She had sacrificed her life for worse than nothing. 
She had made her own tragedy. She had killed her father, 
chc«ated and shamed herself with a remorse horribly s purious. ^ 
exchanged content for misery and pride for humiliation — and / 
with it nil, Gerald Scales had Vanished! She Mas ruined. ' 

She took to religion, and her conscientious Christian virtues, 
practised with stern i nclemency * were the canjifir of the family 
Thus a year and a half had passed. 

And then, on this last day of the year, the second year of 
her shame and of her hearths Mudowliood * Mr. Seales liad reap- 
peared. She had gone casually into the shop and found him 
talking to her mother and Mr. Povey. He had come back to 
the provincial round and. to her* She shook his hand and fled, 
because she could not have stayed* None had noticed her agita- 
tion, for she had held her body as in a vice. She knew the 
reason neither of his absence nor of his return. She knew 


nothing. And not a word had been said at meals. And the 
day had gone and the night come; and now she was in chapel, 
with Constance by her side and G erald Scales in her sniil| 
Happy beyond previous conception of "happiness I Wretched be- 
yond an unutterable woe! And none knew! What was she to 
pray for? To what purpose and end ought she to steel herself? 
Ought she to hope, or ouglit she to despair? O God, Iiclp 
roe!'* she kept whispering to Jehovah whenever the heavenly 
vision shone through the wrack of her meditation. ** 0 God, 
help me! ** She had a conscience that, when it wes in the mood 
for severity, could be unspeakably cruel to her. 

And whenever she looked, with dry, hot eyes, through her 
gloved fingers, she saw in front of her on the wall a marble 
tablet inscribed in gHt letters, the cenotaob! She knew oil the 
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lines by heart, in their spacious grandiloqu ence i liTitt suoh 
as: 

EVER READY WITH 1119 TONCTE HI9 PEN AND Hit PCRSE 
TO HELP THE CHURCH OF HIS FATHERS 
IN HER HE LIVED AND IN HER HE DIED 
CHERISIHNO A DEEP AND ARDENT AFFECTlOH 
FOR Ills BELOVED FAITH AND CREED* 

And again: 

HI6 SYMPATHIES EXTENDED BEYOND HIS OWN COMMUNITY 
HE WAS ALWAYS TO THE FORE IN GOOD WORKS 
AND HE SERVED THE Cl RCUj J THE TOWN AND THE DISTRICT 
WITH GREAT ACCEPTANCE AND USEFULNESS. 

Thus had Mr. Critchlow’s vanity been duly nppcoscil* 

As the minutes sped in the breathing silence of the chapel 
the emotional tension grew tighter; worshippers siglicd heavily, 
or called upon Jehovah for a sign, or merely coughed an invo- 
cutioD. And then at last the clock in the middle of the balcony 
gave forth the single stroke to which it was limited; the ministers 
rose, and the congregation after them; and everybody smiled 
as though it was the millen nium^ and not sinqdy (lie new year, 
that had set in. Then, faintly, througli walls and shut windows, 
came the sound of bells and of steam s yrens and whistles. The 
superintendent minister opened his hymn-book, and the hymn 
was sung which had been sung in Wesleyan Chapels on New 
Year's morn since the era of John Wesley himself. The organ 
finished with a clanyuor of all its pipes; the minister had a few 
last words with Jehovah, and nothing was left to do except to 
persevere in well-doing. The people Iconcd towards each other 
across the high backs of the pews. 

** A happy New Year!'* 

Eh, thank ye I The same to you!*^ 

•'Another Watch Night scr^dcc over!'* 

"Eh, yes!*' And a sigh. 

Then the aisles were suddenly crowded, and there was n good- 
humoured, optimistic pushing towards the door. In the Cor- 
inthian porch occorred a great putting*on of cloaks, ulsters ^ 
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gojoshcs, and even pattens, and a great pulting-up of umbri-llas. 
AndTtic congregation went out into the whirling .snow, dividing 
into several black, silent-footed processions, down Trafalgar 
Road, up towards the playground, along the inarket-i)lacc, and 
across Duck Square in the direction of St. Luke’s Square. 

Mr. Povey was between Mrs. Baines and Constance. 

“ You must take my arm, my pet," said Mrs. Baines to Sophia. 

Then Mr. Povey and Constance waded on in front through 
the drifts. Sophia balanced that enormous swaying mass, her 
mother. Owing to their hoops, she had much difficulty in keeping 
close to her. iirs. Baines laughed with the complacent ease of 
o besity , yet a fall would have been almost irremediable for her; 
afuTso Sophia had to laugh too. But, though she laughed, God 
had not helped her. She did not know where she was going, nor 
what might happen to her next. 

Vhy, bless us!” exclaimed Mrs. Baines, as they turned llie 
corner into King Street. " There’s some one silting on our door- 
step!" 

There was: a hgure swathed in an ulster, a njaud over tlie 
ulster, and a high hat on fhe top of all. It could not have been 
there very long, because it was only ipcckled with snow. Mr. 
Povey plunged fonvard. 

Its Mr. Seales, of all people!” s.aid Mr. Povey. 

Mr. Scales!” cried Mrs. Baines. 

And, Mr. Scales!” miirtnurcd Sophia, terribly afraid. 

Perhaps she was afraid of miracles. Mr. Seales sitting on 
her mother s doorstep in the middle of the snowy night had assur- 
edly the air of a miracle, of .something dreamed in a dream, of 
something pathetically and impossibly appropriate — ‘ pat,’ as 
they s.ay in the Five Towns. But he was a tAXlgihlc- fact there. 
And years afterwards, in the light of further knowledge of Mr. 
Scales, Sophia came to regard his being on the doorstep as the 
most natural and characteristic thing in the world. Real miracles 
never seem to be miracles, and tliat winch at the first blush 
resembles one usually proves to be an instance of the extremely 
prosaic. 


t 
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'■ Is thill you, Mrs. B.iincs? ” asked Cicrald Stales, in a half- 
witted voice, looking uji, and then getting to liis feet. " Ls this 
voiir house? So it is! Well, I’d no idea I w;is silting on your 
<loiirstcp/* 

He smiled timidly, nay, sheepishly, while the women and Mr. 
Povey .surrounded him with their astonished faces niuhr the 
liplit of the ga.s-lamp. Certainly he was very pale. 

But whatever is the matter, Mr. Scales?” Mrs. Baine.s de- 
manded in an anxious tone. “Arc you ill? Have you heen 
.suddenly — ” 

Oh no,” said the young man lightly. ” It's notliing. Only 
I was set on just now, down there," — he pointed to the depths 
of K ing Street. 

"Set on!” Mrs. Baines repealed, alarmed. 

"That makes the fourth ease in a week, that we l;non> of!” 
j;iid Mr. Povey. " It really is heeiuning a scandal.” 

'The f.act was that, owing to depression of trade, lack of 
eniploynunt, and rigorous weather, puhlic security in the Five 
Towns wns at that period not as perfect as it ought to have 
heen. In the stress of hunger the lower classes were forgetting 
llu'ir manners — and this in spite of the nUruwUc and noble 
ilVorts of their social superiors to relieve the destitution due, 
of course, to short-sighted improvidence. When (the social 
superiors were asking in despair) will the lower classes learn 
to put by for a rainy day? {They might have said n snowy 
and a frosty day.) It was ' really too had ’ of the lower classc.'!, 
when cvcryVhing that could he done was being done for them, 
to kill, or even attempt to kill, the goose tlmt. lays- the gulden 
t^gs! And especially in a respectable town! W’hnt, indeed, 
were things coming to.> Well, here was Mr. Gerald Seales, gen- 
tleman from Manchester, n witness and victim to the deplorable 
moral condition of the Five Towns. What would he think of 
the Five Towns? Tlic evil and the danger had been o topio-of 
discussion in the shop for a week p.ist, and now it was brought 
home to them. -L 

“ I hope you weren’t — ” said Mrs. Baines, apologetically and 
sympathetically. 
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“'Oh no!’* Mr Scales interrupted licr quite ‘‘ I luiui- 

aged to beat them off. Only my elbow — 

Meanwlulc it was continuing to snow. 

Do come in!" said Mrs, Baines, 

"I couldn't think of troubling you," said Mr. Scales, " 1 in 
all right now, and I can find my way to the Tiger." 

"You must come in^ if it’s only for a minute," said Mrs. 
Baines, with decision. She had to think of tlic honour of the 
town, 

" You’re very kind," said Mr. Seales. 

The door was suddenly opened from within, and Maggie sur- 
veyed them from the height of the two steps. 

" A happy New Year, mum, to all of you." 

"Thank you, Maggie," said Mrs, Baines, and primly added: 
"The same to you!" And in her own mind slie said that 
Maggie could best prove her desire for a haj>py new year by 
c ontriving in future not to ‘ scamp her corners,’ and not to break 
so much c^kcry, 

Sopliia, scarce knowing what she did, mounted the steps. 

" Mr. Scales ought to let our New Year in, my Mrs, 

Baines stopped her. 

"Oh, of course, mother!" Sophia co ncurr ed with a gasp, 
springing back nervously. 

Mr, Seales raised liis hat, and duly let the new year, and much 
snow, into the Baines parlour. And there was a vast deal of 
stamping of feet, agitating of umbrellas, and shaking of cloaks 
and ulsters on the doormat in the corner by the harmonium. 
And Maggie took away an armful of everything snowy, including 
goloshes, and received instructions to boil milk and to bring 

mince, Mr, Povey said B-r-r-r!" and shut the door (whicli 
was bordered with felt to stop ventilation); Mrs. Baines turned 
up the gas till it sang, and told Sophia to poke the fire, and 
actually told Constance to light the second gas. 

Excitement prevailed, 

Ihc placidity of existence had been agreeably disturbed (yes, 
agreeably, in spite of horror at the attack on Mr, Scales’s elbow) 
by an adventure. Moreover, Mr, Seales proved to be in cveniug- 
uress. And nobody had ever worn evening-dress in that house 
before. 
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Sophia’s blood was in her face, nnd it r( inainod llierc, enhancing 
the vivid richness of her beauty* Slie was di7.;cy wilh a strange 
and disconcerting intoxication. Slie seemed to bo in a world of 
unrealities and iricn dibilitics. Her cars board with indistinct- 
ness, and the edges of things and people bad a prismatic colour- 
ing. She was in a state of ecstatic, unreasonable, inexplicable 
happiness. All her misery, doubts, despair, rancour, c burlisb- 
ji^s, bad disappeared. She was as softly gentle as Constance. 
Her eyes were the eyes of a fawn, and her gestures deliciotis 
in their modest and sensitive grace. Constance was sitting on the 
sofa, and, after glancing .about as if for shelter, she sat down 
on the sofa by Constance’s side. She tried not to sttarc at Mr. 

' Scales, but her ga7.c would not leave him. Slic was sure that be 
^ was the most perfect man in the worhl. A shortish man, per- 
. haps, but a ju rfcct. Tliat such ])crfection could be was almost 
I past her belief. He excelled all her dreams of the ideal man. 
His smile, his voice, bis band, bis hair — never were such ! hy, 
when he spoke — it was positively music! ^\ hen he smiled — 
it was hc.ivcn ! His smile, to Sophia, was one of those natural 
jihrnometia which arc so lovely that they make you Nvant to shed 
tears. There is no hyperbide in this description of Sophia s 
sensations, but rather an under-statement of them. She was 
utterly obsessed by the unique <pialities of Mr. Scales. Nothing 
would have persuaded her that the peer of Mr. Seales existed 
among men, or could possibly exist. And it was her intense 
and profound conviction of bis complete pre-eminence that gave 
him, as be sat there in the rocking-chair in her mother’s parlour, 
that air of the unreal and the incredible. 

I stayed in the town on purpose to go to a New Year’s party 
at Mr. Lawton’s,’’ Mr. Seales was saying. 

Ah ! So you know Law yj^r LawtonJ. ” obscr\’cd Mrs. Bainc.s, 
impressed, for Lawyer Lawton did not cojisgrt with tradespeople. 
He was jolly with them, and he did their legal business for 
them, but he was not of them. His friends came from afar. 

** My people arc old acquaintances of his,” said Mr. Seales, 
sipping the milk which Maggie had brought. 

” Now, Mr. Seales, you must taste my mince. A happy month 
for c\xry tart you cat, you know,” Mrs. Baines reminded hinL 
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He bowed. ‘‘And it was as I was coming away from tliere 
that I got into difKculties/’ He laughed. 

Then he recounted the struggle, which had, however, bc<'n 
brief, as the assailants lacked pluck. He had slipped and fallen 
on his elbow on the l ^rb, and his elbow might have been broke n> 
had not the snow been so thick. No, it did not hurt him now; 
doubtless a mere bruise. It was fortunate that the miscreants 
had not got the better of him, for he had in his pocket-book a 
considerable sum of money in notes — accounts paid! He had 
often thouglit what an excellent thing it would be if commercials 
could travel with dogs, particularly in winter. There was noth- 
ing like a dog. 

You arc fond of dogs?*’ asked Mr. Povey, who had always 
lind a secret but impracticable ambition to keep a dog. 

“ Yes/' said Mr. Scales, turning now to Mr. Povey. 

Keep one?" asked Mr. Povey, in .a sporting tone. 

I have a fox-terrier bitch/' said Mr. Seales, "that took 
a first at Knutsford; but she's getting old now," 

The sexual epithet fell quccrly on the room. Mr. Povey, 
being a man of the world, behaved as if nothing had happened; 
but Mrs. Baines's curls protested against this unnecessary coarse- 
ness. Constance pretended not to hear. Sophia did not uiidcr- 
standingly hear. Mr. Scales had no suspicion that he was trans- 
gressing a convention by virtue of which dogs have no sex. 
Further, he had no suspicion of the local fame of Mrs. Baines's 
mince-tarts. He had already eaten more mincc-tarls than he 
could enjoy, before beginning upon hers, and Mrs. Baines missed 
the enthusiasm to which she was habituated from consumers of her 
pastry. 

Mr. Povey, fascinated, proceeded in the direction of dogs, 
and it grew more and more evident that Mr. Seales, who went 
out to parlies in evening dress, instead of going in respectable 
broad-cloth to watch-night services, who knew the great ones of 
the land, and who kept dogs of an inconvenient sex, was neither 
an ordinary commercial traveller nor the kind of man to which 
the Square was accustomed. He came from a different world. 

" Lawyer I^wton's party broke up early — at least I mean, 
considering — " Mrs. Baines hesitated. 



102 


THR OLD WIVES* TALE 

After n pause Mr. Seales replied, " \ es, I left immediately 
the clock struck twelve. I’ve a heavy day to-inorrow — I mean 

to-day.” _ , 

It was not an hour for a prolonged visit, and in a few minutes 

Mr. Scales was ready again to depart. He .admitted a certain 
feebleness (‘ wankincss/ he playfully called it, being proud of 
iiis .skill in the dialect), and a burning in his elbow; but other- 
wise he was quite well — th.anks to Mrs. Baines’s most kind hos- 
pitality . . . He really didn’t know how he came to he sit- 
ting on her door.step. Mr.s. Baines urged him, if he met a 
policeman on his road to the Tiger, to furnish all particulars 
alwut the attempted highway robbery, and he said he decidedly 
would. 

He took his leave with distinguished courtliness. 

■■ If I have a moment I shall run in lo-morrow morning just 
to let you know I’m nil right,” said he, in the while street. 

“Oh, do!” said CoiisUncc. Constances perfect innocence 
made her .strangely forward at times. 

“A hapjiy New Year and many of them!” 

" Thanks ! Same to you ! Don't get lost.” 

■' Straight up the Square and first on the right,” called the 
commonsense of Mr. Povey. 

Nothing else remained to say, and the visitor disappcircd 
silently in the whirling snow. “Brrr!” murmured Mr. Povey, 
shutting the door. Everybody fell: “What a funny ending of 
the old year 1 ” 

" Sophia, my pet,” Mrs. Baines began. 

But Sophia had vanished to bed. 

” Tell her about her new night-dress,” said Mrs. Baines to Con- 
stance. 

” Yes, mother.” 

“ I don’t know that I’m so set up with that young man, 
after nil,” Mrs. Baines reflected aloud. 

“Oh, mother!” Constance protested. “I think he's just 
lovely.” 

“ He never looks you straight in the foce,” said Mrs. Baines. 

“ Don’t tell me! ” laughed Constance, kissing her mother good 
night. ” You’re only on your high horse because he didn’t praise 
your mince. J noticed it.” 
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** If anybody thinks Lm going to stand the cold in this show^ 
room any longer, thcy^rc mistaken/' said Sophia the next morn- 
ing loudly, and in her mother's hearing. And she went down 
into the shop carrying bonnets. 

She pretended to be angry, but she was not. She felt, on the 
contrary, extremely joyous, and charitable to all the world. 
Usually she would take pains to keep out of the shop; usually 
she was preoccupied and stern. Hence her presence on the 
ground-floor, and licr demeanour, excited interest among the three 
young lady assistants who sat sewing round the stove in the 
middle of the shop, sheltered by the great pile of shirtings and 
linsL^tf^that fronted the entrance. 

Sophia shared Constance's corner. They had hot bricks under 
tlieir feet, and fine-knitted wraps on their shoulders. They 
would have been more comfortable near the stove, but greatness 
has its penalties. The weather was exceptionally severe. The 
windows were thickly frosted over, so that Mr. Povey's art in 
dressing them was quite wasted. And — rare phenomenon! — 
the doors of the shop wore shut. In the ordinary way they were 
not merely open, but hidden by a display of ‘cheap lines.* Mr. 
Povey, after consulting Mrs. Baines, Inid decided to close tlicm, 
foregoing the customary display. Mr. Povey had also, in order 
to get a little warmth into his limbs, personally assisted Ivro 
casual labourers to scrape the thick frozen snow olT the pave* 
ment; and he wore his kid mittens . All these things together 
proved belter than the evidence of barometers how the weather 
nipped. 

Mr. Scales came about ten o’clock. Instead of going to Mr. 
Povey 's counter, lie walked boldly to Constance’s corner, and 
looked over the boxes, smiling and saluting. Both the girls can- 
didly delighted in his visit. Both blushed; both laughed — 
without knowing why they laughed. Mr. Seales said lie was 
just departing and had slipped in for a moment to thank all of 
them for their kindness of last night — ‘or rather this morning.' 
The girls laughed again at this witticism. Nothing could have 
been more simple than his speech. Yet it appeared to them 
magically attractive. A customer entered, a lady; one of the 
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.issistnnts rose from the nciglibourhooti of the stove, but the 
daughters of the house ignored the customer; it was part of the 
cticjiiitte of the shop that customers, at any rate chance custom- 
ers, slioidd not exist for the daugldcrs of the house, until an 
assistant had formally drawn attention to them. Otherwise every 
otic who wanted a pennyworth of tape would be expecting to be 
served by Miss Haines, or Miss Sophia, if Miss Sophia were 
there. Which would have been ridiculous. 

Sopliia, glancing sidelong, saw the assistant pa rleying with 
the cnstoiiier; ami llien the assistant came softly beliind the 
counter and np|)roaehed the corner. 

"Miss C'oiist-inee, can you spare a minute.^” the assistntit 
whispered discreetly. 

foiislancc extinguished her smile for Mr. Seales, and, turning 
away, lighted an entirely different and inferior smile for the 
customer. 

" tiuod morning, Miss Daincs. Very cold, isn’t it?" 

" (Jood morning, Mrs ,^ Cliattcrl cy. Yes, it is. 1 suppose 
you're getting anxious about those- — ” Constance stopped. 

Sophi.a was now alone with Mr. Seales, for in order to discuss 
the uniiameablc freely with Mrs. Clinllcrlcy her sister was edging 
up the counter. Sophia had dreamed of a private conversation 
as something delicious and impossible. But chance had favoured 
her. ,S]ie was alone with him. And his neat fair linir and his 
blue ryes and his delicate mouth were ns wonderful to her as 
ever. He was gentlemanly to n degree that impressed her more 
than anything had imprc.sscd her in her life. And all the proud 
and aristocratic instinct that was at the base of her character 
.sprang up and seixed on his gentlcmnnlincss like a 
animal seizing on food. 

"The last time I saw you,” said Mr. Seales, in a new tone, 
” you .said you were never in the shop.” 

"What? Y'esterday? Did I?” 

” No, I mean tlic last time I saw you alone,” said he. 

” Oil! ” she exclaimed. ” It’s just an accident.” 

” That’s exactly what vou said last time.” 

“Is it?” 

Was it his manner, or what he said, that flattered her, that 
iiilrnsificd her beautiful vi jfgity-j- 
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** I suppose you don’t often go out? ” he went on. 

“What? In this weather?” 

“ Any time.” 

“ I go to chapel,” said she, “ and marketing with mother.” 
There was a little pause. “ And to the Free Library.” 

“ Oh yes. You’ve got a Free Library here now, haven't 
you? " 

“Yes. We've had it over a year.” 

“And you belong to it? What do you read?” 

“ Oh, stories, you know. I get a fresh book out once a 
week.” 

"Saturdays, I suppose?” 

“ No," she said. “ Wcdncsd.ays.” And she smiled. “ Usu- 
ally.” 

"It's Wednesday to-day,” said he. “Not been already?” 

She .shook her head. “ I don’t think I shall go to-day. It’s 
too cold. I don’t think I shall venture out to-day.” 

"You must be very fond of reading,” said he. 

Then Mr. Povey appeared, rubbing his miitcncdJiands. And 
Mrs. Chatterley went. 

“ I’ll run and fetch mother,” said Constance. 

Mrs. Baines was very polite to the young man. He related 
his interview with the police, whose opinion was that he had 
been attacked by str.ay members of a gang from Hanbridgc. 
The young lady assistants, with cars cocked, gathered the nature 
of Mr. Sc-alcs’s adventure, and were thrilled to the point of 
questioning Mr. Povey about it after Mr. Scales had gone. His 
farewell was marked by much handshaking, and finally Mr. 
Povey ran after him into the Square to mention something 
about dogs. 

At half-past one, M'hilc Mrs. Baines was dosing after dinner, 
.Sophia wrapped herself up, and with a book under her arm 
went forth into the world, through the shop. She returned 
in less than bventy minutes. But her mother had already 
••iwakencd, and was hovering about the back of the shop. 
.Mothers have supernatural gifts. 

Sophia non chalan tly passed her and hurried into tlie parlour 
where she threw down her quifT and a book and knelt before 
the fire to warm herself. 
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Mrs. Baines followed her. "Been to the Library?” ques- 
tiojK’d Mrs. Haines. 

Yes, inolbcr. And it s simply pcrisliinp. 

•• 1 wonder at your going on a day like to-day. I thought 

you always went on Thursdays? 

So I do. But I’d finished my hook.” 

“What is this?" Mrs. Baines piektd up the volume, winch 

was covered with bl.ack oiI*clolh. 

She picked it up with a hostile air. I'or her altitude to* 

wards the Free Library was obscurely inimical. She never 
read anvlhing herself except The Sunday at Home, and Con- 
.slanec never read anything except The Sunday al Home. 
I'herc were scriptural commentaries, Dugdalc’s Gazetteer, 

( ulpeppcr’s Herbal, and works by Bunyan and MaWus 
dosephus in the drawing-room bookcase; also Uncle Tom s Cabin. 
And Mrs. Baines, in considering ithc wclf.arc of her daughters, 
ff^.ioked ask.incc at tlic whole remainder of printed literature. 
^ If the Library had not formed part of the Famous 

Wedgwood Institution, which had been opened with inimen.se 
^clat by the semi-divine Gladstone; if the first book had not 
been ceremoniously 'taken out’ of the Free Library by the 
Chief Bailiff in person — a grandfather of slninlcs.s renown 
— Mr.s. Baines would probably have risked her authority m 
forbidding the Free Library. 

“ You needn’t be afraid,” said Sophia, laughing. “ Its Miss 
Sewell's Experience of Life.” 

A novel, I see,” observed Mrs. Baines, dropping the book. 
Gold and jewels would probably not tempt a Sophia of these 
days to rend Experience of Life; but to Sophia Baines the 
biiipd story had the piquancy of the disapproved. 

The next day Mrs.'TTaincs summoned Sophia into her bed- 

room. ... 

Sopliin/^ said she, trembling, I shall be glad if you will 

not walk about the streets with young men until you have my 
ptTniission.** 

The girl blushed violently. “I — I — ” 

” You were seen in Wedgwood Street,” said Mrs. Baines. 
“Who's been gossiping — Mr. Crileblow, I suppose? 
Sophia exclaimed scornfully. 
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“ No one has been ‘ gossiping,’ " said Mrs Raines. 

Well, if I meet some one by accident in the street I can t 

help it, can 1 ? ” Sophia’s voice shook. 

“ You know what I mean, my child," said Mrs. Baines, with 

careful calm. 

Sophia dashed angrily from the room. 

"I like the idea of him having 'a heavy day’!” Mrs. 
Baines reflected ironically, recalling a phrase which had lodged 
ill her mind. And very vaguely, with an uneasiness scarcely 
perceptible, she remembered that ' he,’ and no other, bad been 
ill the shop on the day her husband died. 
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The imonsincss of Mrs. Bniius flowed and ebbed, during the 
next tlircc months, influenced by Sophia’s moods. Tliere were 
days when Sophi.a was the old Sophi.i — the forbidding, difti- 
eult, w.aspish, and even hed g ehog Soj»hia. But there were other 
days on which Sophia seemed to be drawing joy and g.aiety 
and goodwill from some secret source, from some fount whose 
nature and origin none coidd divine. It was on these days that 
the uneasiness of Mrs. Baines waxed- She hnd__lhc.. wildest 
susp icions; she was almost c.anablc of accusing Sophia of enrry . 
>ng on a cbndcstinc correspondence; she saw Sophia and G erald 
Seales deeply nn d_jwickgdly-ia-iovc; siw- saw-thrm-wiUt-tli. ii- 
ar ms round each o t her's necks. . , . And then she e.alhd 

her^If n middl^ged fool, to b.asc such a structure of sus- 
picion on a brief encounter in the street .and on an ide.n, a 
fancy, a curious and irrational notion! Sophia had a certain 
strea k of pure nobility in timt exceedingly’ heterogeneous thing, 
her character. Moreover, Mrs. Baines watehcd^c posts, and 
she also w.dched Sophia — she was not the woman to trust 
to a streak of pure nobility — and she came to be sure that 
Sophias sinfulness, if any, was not such ns could be weighed 
in a balance, or collected together by stealth and then suddenly 
placed before the girl on n charger. 

Slill;^ she would have given much to see inside Sophia’s 
lovely head. Ah! Could she have done so, what slcep- 
dc.stroying wonders she would have witnessed I By what bright 
lamps burning in what mysterious grottona and caverns of 'the 
brain would her mature eyes have been dazslcd! Sopliia was 
living for months on the cxhaustlcss ardent vitality absorbed 
during a magical two minutes in Wedg^vood Street. She 
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living chieflv on tlic flaming fire struck in her soul by lJu* 
shock of seeing Gerald Scales in tlic porch of llie Wedgwood 
Institution as she came out of the Free I-ibrary with Kx- 
pericnce of Life tucked into her large as frakhau mu ff. Hr 
liad stayed to meet her, then: she knew it! “After all/* lur 
heart said, “ I must be very beautiful, for I have attracted 
the pearl of men!'' And she remembered her face in the glass. 
The value and tlic power of beauty were tremendously proved 
to her. He, the great roan of the world, the handsome an<l 
elegant man with a thousand strange friends and a thousand 
interests far remote from her, had remained in Bursley on 
the mere chance of meeting her! She was proud, but her pride 
>vas drowned in bliss. “ I was just looking at this inscrip- 
tion about Mr. Gladstone/^ “ So you decided to come out as 
usual!" “And may I ask wliat book you have chosen?'* 
These were the plirascs she heard, and to wducli she responded 
with similar phrases. And meanwhile a miracle of ecstasy had 
opened — opened like a flower. Slic was walking along Wedg- 
wood Street by his side, slowly, on the scr ajicd p avements, 
where marble bulbs of snow had defied the spade ami remained. 
She and he were exactly of the same hriglit, and she kept 
looking into his face and he into hers. This was all the miracle. 
Except that she was not walking on the pavement — she was 
walking on the intangible swa^^ of paradise ! Except that 
the houses had receded and faded, and the passers-by wcr<‘ 
subtilized into unnoticcabic ghosts ! Except that lier mother 
and Constance had become ph antasmal beings existing at an 
immense distance! 

What had happened.^ Nothing! The most commonplace oc- 
currence! The eternal cause had ))irked \i]) a eomniercial 
traveller (it might Lavc^bcen a clerk or cuyte, but it in fact 
was a comraercial traveller), and endowed him with all Die 
glorious, unique, incredible attributes of a god, and planted him 
down before Sophia in order to produce the elernal effect. A 
miracle performed specially for Sophia's benefit! No one else 
in W^edgwood Street saw the god walking along by her side. 
No one else saw anything but a simple commercial traveller. 
Yes, the most commonplace occurrence! 

Of course at the corner of the street he had to go. 


“ Till 
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next time!" Ii< imirmiircrl. And lire c.mie out of Ids eves 
ind lighted in Suphia's lovely liead those lamps which Mrs. 
liaims was mercilully spired from seeing. And he had shaktn 
'lands and raised his iiat. Imagine .a god raising Ids liat! And 
he went off on t«o legs, precisely like .1 dashing little com- 
iiKTcial traveller. 

And, escorted by tlic cqui>ocol Angel of Eclipses, .sl.c had 
turned info King .Street, and .arranged her face, and coura- 
geously met lur mother. Her mother h.ad not .at first percciv.,1 
the unusual; for mothers, despite their reputation to the con- 
trary, really .are the hlirnh st creatures. Sophia, the naive niniiv 
had actually supposed th.-it her walking along a hundred 
of pavement with a god h> her side was not going to excite 
remark! What a delusion! It is true, certainlv. that no one 
. saw lh(- god hy .lireet vision. Hut .Kophia’s checks. Sophia's 
.yes. the curve of Sophia's neck as her soul yearned towanls 
the .soul of the gorl — these phenomena were immeosur.ahlv more 
notable than Sophia gues.sed. An account of them, in .a modi- 
fied form to respect .Mrs. Hairies'.s notorious dignity, had healed 
the mother ol her hlimlness and led to that ch.arnclcrislie pro- 
test from her, "1 shall be gl.id if you will not walk nhout the 
streets with young men," etc. 

Wlien the period came for the reappearance of Mr. .Scabs, 
Mrs. Hames outlined a plan, and when the circular announcing 
the exact time of his arrival was dropped into the letter-box, 
she fornm ated the ,,lan in detail. In the first place, she was 
d.teriuined to he indisposed and invisible herself, so that Mr 
•Seales might he foiled in any possible design to renew social 
r.lalions in the parlour. In the second place, she flattered Con- 
•slanee with a single hint -oh. the vaguest and briefest •- 
and Conslanec understood that she wa* not to quit the shop on 
•he appointed morning. I„ the third place, she invented a wav 
of explaining to Mr. Povey that the approacliing advent o'f 
Gerald Scales must not be mentioned. And in the fourth place 
she deliberately made appointments for Sophia with two millincrv 

i^^’'t^r8howLom be imprisoned 

Having thus left nothing to chance, she told l.crsclf that 
she was a foolish woman full of nonsense. But this did not 
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prevent her from putting her lips together firmly .nnd resolving 
that Mr. Scales should have no finger in the pie of her family. 
She had acquired information concerning Mr. Scales, at sccond- 
liand, from Lawyer Pratt. More than tliis, she posed the ques- 
tion in a broader form — why should a young girl be permitted 
any interest in any young man whatsoever? The everlasting 
purpose had made use of Mrs. Baines and cast her off, ami, 
like most persons in a similar situation, she was, unconsciously 
and quite honestly, at odds with the everlasting purpose. 


. CaZ/s 


On the day of Mr. Scales s visit to the shop to obtain orders® 
and money on behalf of Birkinshaws, a singular success seemed 
to attend the machin ations of Mrs. Baine.s. With Mr. Scales 
punctuality wns not an invelnmit. habit, and he liad rarely' been ^ 
known, in the past, to fulfil exactly the prophecy of the letter 
of advice concerning his arrival. But that morning his prompti- 
tude was unexampled. He entered the shop, and by chance Mr. 
Povey was arranging unshrinkable flannels in the doonvay. The 


two youngish little men talked amiably about flannehs, dogs, 
.and quarter-day (which was just past), and then Mr. Povey led 
Mr. Scales to hi.s dc.sk in the dark corner behind the high pile 
of twills, .and paid the quarterly bill, in notes and gold — 
as always; and then Mr. Scales offered for the august iiispec- 
lion of Mr. Povey all that Manchester had recently invented 
for the temptation of drapers, and Mr. Povey gave him an 
order which, if not reckless, was nearer ' handsome ’ than ‘ good.’ 
During the process Mr. Scales Ii.ad to go out of the shop twice 
or three times in order to bring in from hi.s barrow at the kerb- 


s^onc certaifl small black boxes edged with brass. On none 
of these excursions did Mr. Scales glance wantonly about him 
in satisfacti^ of tbc lust o f the eye. Even if he had permitted 
himself this freedom he would have seen nothing more interest- 
ing than three young lady assistants seated round the stove 
and sewing, with pricked fingers from which the chilbl.ains were 
at last deciding to depart. When Mr. Scales had finished writ- 
ing down the details of the order with his ivory-handled stsd o, 
and repacked his boxes, he drew the interview to a conclusion 
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after the manner of a capable commercial traveller; that is to 
say, he implanted in Mr. I’ovcy his opinion th.at Mr. Povcv was 
.1 wise, a shrewd and an npriglil man, aiul tliat the world would 
hr all the belter for a lew more like him. He inquired for 
.Mrs. Haines, and was deeply pained to hear of her indis|>osition 
while linding consolation in the assurance that the Misses Haines 
were well. Mr. Povey was on the point of accompanying the 
pattern of commereial travellers to the door, when two cus- 
tomers simnllaneously came in — ladies. One made straight for 
Mr. I’ovey, whereupon Mr. Scales parted from him at once, 
it being a universal nia.xim in .shops th.at even the most dis- 
tinguished commercial .shall not hinder the business of even the 
least di.stinguished customer. The other customer had the effect 
ol causing Constance; to ]iop up from her cloistral corner. Con- 
stance had been there all the time, but of course, though she 
heard the remembered voice, her inaitlenliness had not permitted 
th.at she should show her.self to Mr. Scale.s. 

Now, as ho was leaving, Mr. Scales saw her, with her agret- 
ahle snub nose and her kind, simple eyes. Slic was requesting 
the secnn<l eu.stomcr to mount to the showroom, wlu-rc was .Miss 
Sophia. Mr. Seales hesitated a moment, and in that moment 
Constance, catching hi.s eye, smiled upon him, and nodded. 
What else could she <lo.> Vaguely aware though she was that 
her mother was not ‘ set up * with’ Mr. Seales, ami even feared 
the po.ssiblc influence of the young man on Sophia, she could 
not exclude him from her general benevolence towards the uni- 
verse. Moreover, she liked him; she liked him very much and 
thought liim n very fine s]K*cimcii of a man. 

He left the door and went across to her. They shook hands 
and opened n conversation instantly; for Constance, while re- 
taining all her modesty, had lost all her shyness in the shop, 
and could chatter with anybody. She sidled towards her cor- 
ner, precisely ns Sophia had done on another occasion, and Mr. 

Seales put Ins chin over the screening boxes, and eagerly prose- 
cuted the conversation, ^ * 

There was absolutely nothing, in^c fact of interview 
Itself cause alarm to a mother, noting to render futile the 
precautions of Mrs. Baines on behalf ^»3ic /lower of Sophia’s 
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innocence. And yet it held danger for Mrs. Baines, all un- 
conscious in her parlour. Mrs. Baines could rely utterly on 
Constance not to be led away by the dandi^lCiJ charms of Mr. 
Scales (she knew in what quarter sat the wind for Constance); 
in her plan she had forgotten nothing, except Mr. Povey; and 
it must be said that she could not possibly have foreseen the 
effect on the situation of Mr. Povey *8 character. 

Mr. Povey, attending to his customer, had noticed the bright 
smile of Constance on the traveller, and his heart did not like 
it. And when he saw the lively gestures of a Mr. Scales in 
apparently intimate talk with a Constance hidden bcliind bo^cs, 
his uneasiness grew into fury. ■ He was a man capable of black 
and terrible furies. Outwardly insignificant, possessing a mind 
a,s little as his body, easily abashed, he was none the less a 
very susceptible young man, soon offended, proud, vain, and 
obscurely passionate^ You might offend Mr. Povey without 
guessing it, and only discover your sin when Mr. Povey had 
done something too decisive as a result of it. 

The reason of lus fury was jealousy. Mr. Povey had made 
great advances since the death of John Baines. He had con- 
solidated his position, and he was In every way a personage 
of the first importance. His misfortune was that he could never 
translate Iiis importance, or his sense of his importance, into 
terms of outward demeanour. Most people, had they been told 
tlint Mr. Povey was seriously aspiring to enter the Baines family, 
would have laughed. But they would have been wrong. To 
laugh at Mr. Povey was invariably wrong. Only Constance 
knew what inroads be had effected upon her. 

The customer went, but Mr. Scales did not go* Mr. Povey, 
free to rggoeno^e, did so. From the shadow of the UJJ he 
could catch glimpses of Constance's blushing, vivaciou s face. 
She was obviously absorbed in Mr. Scales. She and he hod 
a tremendous air of intimacy. And the murmur of their chatter 
continued. Their chatter was nothing, and about nothing, but 
Mr. Povey imagined that they were exchanging eternal vows. 
He enduro<L. hfr. Scales's odiou s freedom until it became in- 
sufferable, until it deprived him of all his self-control; and then 
he retired into his cutting-out room. He meditated there in 



THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 


114 

a condition of insanity for perhaps a nnnutc, and excogitated 
a device. Dashing back into the shop, he spoke up, hall acro^ 
the shop, in n loud, curt tone: 

Miss Baines, your mother wants you at once.'* 

He was launched on the phrase before he noticed that, dur- 
ing his absence, Sophia had descended from the showroom and 
joined her sister and Mr, Seales. The danger and scandal 
were now less, he perceived, but he was glad he had summoned 
Constance away, and he was in a state to despise consequences. 

The three chatterers, startled, looked at Mr. Povey, who 
left tlic shop abruptly. Constance could do nothing but obey 
the call. 

She met him at the door of the culting^oiit room in the pas- 
sago loading to the parlour. 

Where is mother? In the parlour?*’ Constance inciuircd 
innocently. 

There was a dark flush on Mr. Povey’s face. ‘‘If you wish 

to know, said he in a hard voice, she hasii t asked for you 

and she doesn't want you." 

% 

He turned Iiis back on l>cr, and retreated into bis Ipir . 

*' Tlien wliat — ?" she befjnn, puzzled. 

He fronted her. " Haven t you been gf \l)bl ing long enough 
with that jackanapes? ’ he spit at her. There were tears in his 
eyes. 

Constance, though without experience in these matters, com- 
prehended. She comprehended perfectly and immediately. 
She ought to have put Mr. Povey into his place. She ought 
to have protested with firm, dignified finality against such a 
ridiculous and monstrous outrage os that which hir. Povey lind 
committed. Mr. Povey ought to have been ruined for ever 
in her esteem and in her heart. But she hesitated. 

“And only last Sunday — afternoon," Mr. Povey bluthcred. 

(Not that anything overt had occurred, or been articulately 
said, between them last Sunday afternoon. But they had been 
alone together, and hdd coch witnessed strange and disturbing 
matters in the eyes of the other.) 

Tears now fell suddenly from Constance's eyes. " You ought 
to be ashamed — " she stammered. 
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Still, the tears were in her eyes, and in his too. What he 
or she merely said, therefore, was of seeondary importance. 

Mrs. Baines, coming from the kitchen, and liearing Con* 
stance's voice, burst upon the scene, which silenced her. 
Parents arc sometimes silenced. She found Sophia and Mr. 


Scales in the shop. ^ ^ 


./I' 


O'U.JLL. 






That afternoon Sophia, too busy with her own affairs to^ 


notice anything abnormal in the relations between her mother^ 
and Constance, and quite ignorant that there had been an un- 


successful plot against lier, went forth to call upon Miss 
Chetwynd, with whom she had remained very friendly: she con- 
sidered tliat she and Miss Chetwynd formed an aristobracy of 
intellect, and the family indeed tacitly admitted tliis. Slie 
practised no sccrccy in her departure from the shop; she merely 
dressed, in her second-best hoop, and went, having been ready 
at any moment to tell her mother, if her mother caught her 
and inquired, that she was going to sec Miss Clictwynd. And 
she did go to sec Miss Clictwynd, arriving at the house-school, 
which lay amid trees on the road to Turnhill, just beyond the 
turnpike, at precisely a quarter-past four. As Miss Chetwynd s 
pupils left at four o'clock, and as Miss Chetwynd inv.ariably 
took a walk immediately .afterwards, Sophia was aide to contain 
her surprise upon being informed that Miss Chetwynd was not 
in. She had not intended that Miss Chetwynd should be in. 


She turned off to the right, up the side road which, starting 
from the turnpike, led in the direction of Moorlhorne and Red 
Cow, two mining villages. Her heart heat with fear as she 
began to follow that road, for she was upon a terrifio.»od' 
venture. What most frightened her, perhaps, was her own 
tounding audacity. She was alarmed by something within her- 
self which seemed to be no part of herself and which produced 
in her curious, disconcerting, fleeting impressions of unreality. 

In the morning she had heard the voice of Mr. Scales from 
the showroom — I that voice whose even distant murmur caused 
creepings of the skin in her back.] And she hod actually stood 
on the counter In front of the window in order to see down 
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pcrpcndictilarly into Uic Square; by so doing she had had a 
glimpse of the top of his luggage on a barrow, and of the 
crown of his hat occasionally when he went outside U* tempt 
Mr. Povey. She might have gone down into the shop — there 
w.is no slightest reason why she should not; three months 
had ilaj)sed since the name of Mr. Scale.s had been mentioned, 
and her mother ha<l evidently forgotten the trifling incident of 
New "dear's Day — but she was incnjmblc of descending the 
stairs! She wetit to tlic head of the stairs and peeped through 
the balustrade- — ami she could not get further. I'or n«-arlv a 
humhc{l days those extraordinary lamps had been brightly burn- 
ing in h. r head; and now the light-giver had come again, and 
her fi’d would not move to the meeting; now the inomeut had 
arrive<l for which alone she had lived, an«l she could not seize 
it as it passed! "Why <lon’t I go do«nstairs? ” she asked 
herself. "Am I afraid to meet him.*" 

1 he cu.stomer sent up by Constance had occupied the surface 
of her life for ten minutes, trying on hats; and during 
this time she wa.s praying wildly that Mr. Scales might not go, 
and ass«rfing that it was impossible he should go without at 
hast asking for her. Had she not counted the days to this 
•lay? \\ hen the customer left Sophia followed her (iownstairs, 
and saw Mr. Seales chatting with Constance. All her self- 
possession instantly returned to her, and she joined them with 
a rather mocking smile. After Mr. Povey ‘s strange summons 
had withdrawn Constance from the corner, Mr. Scales’s tone 
had changed; it had thrilled her. "You arc you," it had said, 
“there is you — and there is the rest of the universe!” Then 
he had not forgotten; she had lived in his heart; she had not 
for three months been the victim of her own fancies! . . . 

She saw him put a piece of folded while paper on the top 
edge of the screening box and flick it down to her. She 
blushed scarlet, staring at it as it lay on the counter. He said 
nothing, and she could not speak. ... He had prepared that 
paper, then, beforehand, on the chance of being able to give 
it to herf This thought was exquisite but full of terror. " I 
must really go," be had said, lamely, with emotion in his voice, 
and he had gone — like that! And she put the piece of paper 
into the pocket of her apron, and hastened away. She had 
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not ercn scen^ as sbc turned up the stairs^ her mother standing 
by the till — that spot winch was the conning^tower of the vvliole 
shop. She ran^ ran^ breathless to the bedroom. 

I am a wicked girl!*^ she said quite frankly, on the road 
to the )$ a dream that I am going to meet 

him. It cannot be true. There is time to go back. If I go 
back I am safe. I have simply called at Miss Chetwynd's an<l 
she wasn't in, and no one can say a word. But if I go on — 
if Tm seen! What a fool I am to go on! " 

And she went on, i[nj2idled by, amongst other things, an 
immense, naive curiosity, and the vanity which the bare fact 
of his note had e.xcitcd. The Loop railway was being con- 
structed at that period, and hundreds of nawics were at work 
on it between Burslcy and Turnhill. When she came to the 
new bridge over the cutting, he was there, as he had written 
that he would be. 

They were very nervous, they greeted each other stiffly and 
as though they had met then for the first time that day. Noth- 
ing was said about his note, nor about her response to it. Her 
presence was treated by both of them as a basic fact of the 
situation which it would be well not to disturb by coimnent. 
Sophia could not hide Iicr shame, but her shame only aggra- 
vated the stin ging charm of her beauty. She was wearing” a 
hard Amazonian hat, with a lifted veil, the final word of 
fashion that spring in the Live Towns; her face, beaten by 
the fresh breeze, shone rosily; her eyes glittered under the 
dark hat, and the violent colours of her Victorian frock — 
green and crimson — could not spoil those checks. If she 
looked earthwards, frowning, she was the more adorable so. 
He had come down the clayey incline from the unfinished red 
bridge to welcome her, and when the salutations were over 
they stood still, be gazing apparently at the horizon and she 
at the yellow marl r ound the edges of his hoots. The encounter 
was as far away from Sophia's ideal conception os Manchester 
from Venice. ^ 

So this is the new railway! '' said she. 

Yes," said he. " This is your new railway. You can sec 
it belter from the bridge." 

** But it's very s ludgy np there," she objected with a 
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" Further on it’s quite dry/' lie reassured her. 

From the bridge they hnd a sudden view of a raw gash ia 
tiu* tarth; and hundreds of men were crawling about in it, 
busy with iniruitc operaiions, like flies in a great wound. There 
was a continuous rattle of picks, resembling a muffled shower 
of hniL and in the <li$tance a tiny locomotive was leading a 
procession of tiny waggons. 

‘And those arc the navvies!*' she murmured. 

'I'lic unspeakable doings of the navvies in the Five Towns 
had reached even her: liow they drank and swore all day on 
Sundays^ how their huts and houses were dens of the inOsSt 
appalling infamy, how they were the curse of a God-fearing 
and respcel?d)lo district! Slic and Gerald Seales glanced down 
at these dangerous beasts of prey in their yellow ooxduroys 
and their open shirts revealing hairy chests. No doubt they 
both thought how inconvenient it was that railways could not 
be brought into existence without the aid of such revolting 
and s wini sh animals. They glanced down from the height of 
their nice'^d coo ru m and felt the powerful attraction of similar 
superior manners. The manners of the navvies were such that 
Sophia could not even regard them, nor Gerald Seales permit 
her to regard them, >vithout blushing. 

In n united hlusli they turned away, up the gradual slope* 
Sophia knew no longer wliat she was doing. For some 
minutes she was as helpless as though she had been in a balloon 
with him. 

’* I got my work done early/' he said; and odded cora- 
jihicrntly, As a matter of fact IVc had a pretty good day." 

She wn.s reassured to learn that he was not neglecting his 
duties. To be pjulandcring with a commercial traveller who 
has finished a goootJay’swork seemed less shocking than dal* 
Imu^with a ncglcclcr of business; it seemed indeed, by com* 
parison, respectable. 

"It must be very interesting/' she said nrimlv . 

" What, my trade? " 

" Yes. Always seeing new places and so on." 

" In a way it is," he admitted judicially. " But I can tell 
you it was much more agreeable being in Paris." 

"Oh! "'Have you been to Paris?" 
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** Lived there for nearly two years/* he said carelessly. 
Then, looking at her, ** Didn't you notice I never came for a 
long time?*' 

*' I didn't know you were in Paris/* she evaded him. 

“ I went to start a sort of agency for Birkinsbaws/* he 
said. 


“ I suppose you talk French like anything/* 

“ Of course one has to talk French/* said he. I learnt 
French when I was a child from a governess — my uncle made 
me — but I forgot most of it at school, and at the Varsity you 
never learn anything — precious little, anyhow! Certainly not 
French ! ** 

She was deeply impressed. He was a much greater person- 
age than she had guessed. It had never occurred to her that 
commercial travellers had to go to a university to finish their 


complex education. And then, Paris! Paris meant abso- 
lutely nothing to her but pure, impossible, unattainable romance. 
And he had been there! The clouds of glory were around 
him. He was a hero, dazzling. He had come to her out of 
anotlicr world. He was her miracle. He was almost too 
miraculous to be true. 

She, living her humdrum life at the shop! And he, elegant, 
brilliant, coming from far cities! They together, side by side, 
strolling up the road towards the Moorthorne ridge! There 
was notliing quite like this in the stories of Miss Sewell. 

'' Vour uncle ... ? ** she questioned vaguely. 

** Yes, Mr. Boldero. He*s a partner in Birkinshaws.** 

**Oh!** ^ 


You've heard of him? Hc*s a great Wesleyan. 

" Oh yes/* slie said. "* When we had the Wesleyan Con« 
fcrcncc here, he — ** 

“ Hc*s always very great at Conferences,** said Gerald 
Scales. 

I didn't know he had anything to do witli Birkinshaws. 

He isn't a working partner of course/* Mr. Scales ex- 
plained. " But he means me to be one. I have to learn the 
business from tbe bottom. So now you undcrstsiul why I m 
a traveller.** 

** I see/* she said, still more deeply impressed. 


ft 
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" I'm an orphan," said Gerald. " And Uncle Boldero took 
me in Ijnnd when 1 was three." 

■■ I see! ” she repeated. 

It seemed strange to her that Mr. Scales should be a Wes- 
Jeyan — just like herself. She would have been sure that he was 
‘ Church.’ Her notions of Wcslc^’anism, with her notions of 
various other things, were sharply modified. 

'■ Now tell me about you," Mr. Scales suggested. 

" Oh! I'm nothing! " she burst out. 

'riic exclamation was perfectly sincere. Mr. Scales’s dis- 
closures concerning himself, while they excited her, discouraged 
her. 

" You’re the finest girl I’ve ever met, anyhow,” said Mr. 
Scales with gallant emphasis, and he dug his stick into the soft 
ground. 

Site blushed and made no answer. 

They walked on in silence, each wondering opprehensively 
what might happen next. 

Suddenly Mr. Scales stopped at o dil aDi^ tcd low brick wall, 
built in a circle, close to the side of the roDd. 

" I expect that’s on old pit-sh aft," said he. 

"Yes, I expect it is.” 

He picked up a rather large stone and approached the wall. 

" Be careful! ” she enjoined him. 

“Oh! It's all right,” he said lightly. "Let's listen. Come 
near and listen.” 

She reluctantly obeyed, and he threw the stone over the 
dirty ruined wall, the top of which vas about level with his hat. 
iFor two or three seconds there was no sound. Then a faint 
/reveberdtion echoed from the depths of tlie shaft. And on 
Sophia’s brain arose dreadful images of the ghosts of miners 
wandering for ever in subterranean passages, far, far beneath. 
The noise of the falling stone hod awakened for her the secret 
terrors of the earth. She could scarcely even look at the wall 
without a spasm of fear. 

” How strange,” said Mr. Scales, a little owe in his voice, 
too, "that that should be left there like that! I suppose it's 
very deep.” 

“ Some of them are,” she trembled. 
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“ I must just have a look," be said, and put his bauds on 
the top of the wall. 

“ Come away ! ” she cried. 

“Oh! It's all right!" he said again, soothingly. ' The 
wall's as firm as a rock.” And he took a slight spring and 


looked over. 

She shrieked loudly. She saw him at the distant botloni of 
tljc shaftT^manglcd, drowning. The ground seemed to quake 
under her feet. A horrible sickness seized her. And slie 
shrieked again. Never had she guessed that existence could 

be such pain. Prlfc'i 'f Jj}' 

He slid down 'from the vAn, and turned to Uct. No 

bottom to be seen!" he said. Then, observing her trans- 


formed face, he came close to licr, with a superior masculine 
smile. " Silly little thing! " he said coaxingly, endearingly, put- 
ting forth all his power to charm. 

He perceived at once that he had miscalculated the effects 
of his action. Her alarm changed swiftly to angry offence. 
She drew back with a haughty gesture, as if he had intended 
actually to touch her. Did he suppose, because she chanced 
to be walking with him, that he had the right to address her 
familiarly, to tease her, to call her * silly little thing and to 
put !ua face against hers? She resented his freedom wiih quick 
and passionate indignation. 

She showed him her proud back and nodding head and wrath- 
ful skirts; and hurried off without a word, almost running. As 
for liim, he was so startled by unexpected phenomena that he 
did nothing for a moment — merely stood looking and feeling 
foolish. 

Then sKc heard him in pursuit. She was too proud to stop 
or even to reduce her speed. 

" I didn't mean to — " he muttered behind her. 

No recognition from her. 

" I suppose I ought to apologize," he said. 

I should just think you ought," she answered, furious. 

"Well, I do!" said he. "Do stop a minute." 

" ni thank you not to follow me, Mr. Scales." She paused,, 
and scorched him with her displeasure. Then she went for- 
ward. And her heart was in torture because it could not pet- 
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suadc her to roniuin with him. nnd smile and forgive, and win 
his smile. 

J shall write to you/* he shouted down the slope. 

She kept on, the ridiculous child. But the agony she had 
sufl'ercd as he clung to the frail wall was not ridiculous, nor 
her dark vision of the mine, nor Iter tremendous indignation 
when, after disobeying her, he forgot that she was a queen. To 
her the scene was sublimely tragic. Soon she had rccrosscd 
the bridge, but not the same she ! So this was the end of the 
incredible adventure ! 

When she reached the turn]>ikc she thought of her mother 
and of Constance. She had completely forgotten them; for a 
space they had utterly ceased to exist for her. 




we ■*^1011 VC been oul, SopKia?” said > 


Mrs. Baines in the par- 
^ lour, qiicsUoninj^ly. Soplua had taken off her hat and mantle 
Inirriedly in the cnlUng-out room, for she was in danger of 
being late for tea; but her hair and face showed traces of the 




March breeze. Mrs. Baines, whose stoutness seemed to in- 


sot in the rocking-chair with a number of The Sunday 
/; al Home in her hand. Tea was set 
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X Yes, mother. I called to see Miss Chct^vynd.' 

" I wish you'd tell me when you arc going out' 

” I looked all over for you before I started.” 

” No, you didn't, for 1 haven’t stirred from this room since 
«’<^'ock. . . . You should not say things like that,” Mrs. 
^ ,,'^nincs added in a gentler tone. 

.‘V had suffered much that day. She knew that 

>^.shc was In an irritable, nervous slate, and therefore she said to 
'J herself, in her quality of wise woman, “I must watch myself. 
^ I mustn't let myself go.” And she thought how reasonable 
she was. She did not guess that all her gestures betrayed her; 
nor did it occur to her that few things are more galling than 
the spectacle of a person, actuated by lofty motivcsToSviously 
trying to be kind nnd patient under what he considers to be 
extreme ]>rovocation. 
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Maggie blundered up the kitchen stairs with the teapot and 
hot toast; and so Sophia bad an excuse for silence. Sophia 
too had suffered much, suffered excruciatingly; she carried at 
that moment a whole tragedy in her young soul, unaccustomed 
to such burdens. Her attitude towards her mother was half 
fearful and half dpfiant : it might be summed up in the phrase 
wliich she had repeated again and again under her breath on 
the way home, “ \\'cU, mother can’t kill me!” 

Mrs. Baines put down tlic blue-co%'ercd magazine and twisted 
her rocking-chair towards the table. 

” You can pour out the tea,” said Mrs. Baines. 

'' Where's Constance.^” 

” She's not very well. She’s lying do>m.’* 

" Anj-thing the matter with her? ” 

“ No.” 


This was inaccurate. Nearly everything was the matter with 
Constance, who Lad never been loss Constance tlian during that 
afternoon. But Mrs. Baines had no intention of discussing 
CoiisUncc’s lovc-afl'airs with Sophia. The less said to Sopliia 
about love, the better! Sophia was excitable enough already! 

They sat opposite to each other, on cither side of the fire 

the monumental matron whose black bodice heavily over- 
hung the tabic, whose large rounded face was creased and 
wrinkled by wliat seemed countless years of joy and Elusion; 
t he young, slim girl, so fresh, so virginal, «<■> 

‘Jl the p^os ot on unsuspecting victim^ob^t to be sacri- 
ficed to the minotaur of Time! They both ate hot toast, with 

careless haste, in silence, preoccupied, worried, and outwardly 
no nchalan t. ^ 

^f»l what has Miss Chetwynd got to say?" Mrs. Baines 
inquired. ^ 

She wasn't in." 

Here was a blow for Mrs. Bainea^ wliosc suspicions about 

certainties regarding Constance, 
8u cn y sprang forward in her mind, and pr owled to and fro 
like a of tigers. 

Still, Mrs. Baines was determined to be calm and careful. 

Oh 1 What time did you call ? ” 

“I don’t know. About lialf-past four.” Sophia finished 
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her tea quickly, and rose. “ Shall 1 tell Mr. Povey he can 

(Mr. Povey had his ten after the ladies of the house.) 

“ Yes, if you will stay in the shop till I eomc. Light me 
the gas before you go." 

Sophia took a wax taper from a vase on the mantelpiece, 
.stuck it in the fire and lit the gas« which exploded in its crystal 
cloistiir-with a mild report. 

"What's all that clay on your boots, child?" asked Mrs. 
Baines. 

" Cday?" repealed Sophia, staring foolishly at her boots. 

" Yes," said Mrs. Baines. " It looks like marl . Where on 
earth have you been?" 

She interrogated her daughter with an upward gaze, fyigid 
and tinconscioiisly hostile, through her gold^rimincd glasses. 

I must have picked it up on the roads," said Sophia, and 
hastened to the door. 

" Sophia ! " 

I " Yes, mother." 

I " Shut the door." 

Sopliin unwillingly shut the door which she had half opened. 

" Come here." 

\ Sophia obeyed, with falling lip. 

" You arc deceiving me, Sophia," said Mrs. Baines, with 
fierce solemnity. " Wlicrc have you been this afternoon?" 

Sophia's foot was restless on the carpet behind the table. 
" I haven't been anywhere," she murmured g lumly . 

" Have you seen young Seales?" 

" cs," said Sophia with grimness, glancing audaciously for 
an instant at her mother. (" She can't kill me: She can't 
kill me," her heart muttered. And she had youth and beauty 
in her favour, while her mother was only a fat roiddle-’ngcd 
woman. " She can't kill me," said her heart, with the trem-* 
bling, cruel insolence of the miiror^ attcrcd child A 

" How came you to meet him? " 

No answcr.j 

"Sophia, you heard what I said!" 

Still no answer. Sophia looked down at the table. (" She 
can't kill me.") 
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If vou are going to be sullen, I shall have to sujiposc the 
worst/* said Mrs, Baines, 

Sophia kept her silence, 

“ Of course/' Mrs, Baines resumed, *' if you choose to be 
wicked, neither your mother nor any one else can stop you. 
There arc certain things I can do, and these 1 shall do. 

Let me warn yon that young Scales is a thoroughly bad lot. 
I know all about him. He has been living a wild life abroad, 
and if it hadn't been that his uncle is a partner in Birkinshaws, 
they would never have taken him on again." A pause. " I 
liopc that one day you will be a liap])y wife, but you are much 
too young yet to be nieeling young men, and nothing would 
ever induce me to let you have anything to do with this Scales. 
I won't have it. In future you are not to go out alone. You 
understand me? " 

Sophia kept silence. 

“ I hope you will be in .a better frame of mind to-morrow. 
I can only hope so. But if you aren't, I shall take very severe 
me/isurcs. You think you cun defy me. But you never were 
more mistaken in your life. I don't want to sec any more of 
you now. Go and tell Mr. Povey; and call Maggie for the 
fresh tc.a. You make me almost glad that your father died 
even as he did. He has, at any rate, been spared this." 


Those words * died even as he did ' achieved the intimida- 


tion of Sophia, Tliey^^jSccmcd to indicate that Mrs. Baines, 
tfiough she had magnanimously never mentioned the subjeet 
to Sophia, knew exactly how the old man had died. Sophia 
escaped from the room in fear, cowed. Nevertheless, her thought 
was, " She hasn't killed me. f^ade up iny mind I wouldn't 
talk, and I didn't," 

In the evening, as she sat in the shop primly and sternly 
sewing at hats — while her mother wept in scer^ on the first 
floor, and Constance remained hidden on the second — Sophia 
lived over again the scene at the old shaft; but she lived it 
differently, admitting that she bad been wrong, guessing by 
instinct that she had shown a foolish mistrust of love. As she 
sat in the shop, she adopted just the right attitude and said 
just the right things. Instead of being a silly baby she was an 
accomplished and daxzling woman^ then. When customers 
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cnmc in, and the young Judy assistants un obtrush xlr turned 
liigher the central gas, according to the regime of the shop, it 
was really extraordinary that they could not read in the heart 
of the beautiful Miss Baines the words which blazed there; 

YouWe the finest girl I ever Qgd.^/ ^hnll yna.’* 

The young lady assistants had their notions os to both Con- 
stance and Soplua, but the truth, at least as regarded Sophia, 
was beyond the flight of tlicir imaginations. When eight o'clock 
striu‘k and she gave the formal order for dust^shects, the shop 
being < rnj)ty, they never supposed that she was dreaming about 
posts and plotting how to get bold of the morning's letters before 
Mr. Povey. 


> 
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CHAPTER VII 






A DEFEAT 


f’ } 

It was during the month of June that Au jj^t Harri et came 
from Axe to spend a few days with her little sister, Mrs. 

The railway between Axe and the Five Towns liad not 
been opened; but even if it had been o])ened Aunt Harriet 


w'Duld probal)ly not have used it. She had always travel lei* 


from Axe to lJur?>lcy in the same veluele, a small waggonette* 






whicli she hired from Br.itt's livery stables at Axe, driven by 
coachman who thoroughly understood the importance, and 
peculiarities, of Aunt Harriet, 

Mrs. Baines had increased in stoutness, so that, now Aunt ' 
Harriet had very little advantage over her, physically. But 
the moj^al ascendency of the elder still persisted. The two 
vast widows shared Mrs. Baines’s bedroom, spending much of 
tijcir time there in long, hushed conversations — interviews from 
whicli Mrs. Baines emerged with llic air of one who lias 
received enlightenment and Aunt Harriet with the air of one 
wlio has rendered it. The pair went about together, in the 
shop, the showroom, the parlour, the kitchen, and also into 
the town, addressing each other as ' Sister,’ ' Sister.’ Every- 
wheic % was * sister,’ ’sister,’ ’my sister,’ ’your dear mother/ 

' your Aunt Harriet.’ They referred to each other ns or aculq r 
sources of wisdom and good taste. Respectability stalked 
abroad when they were afoot. The whole Square wriggled 
uneasily as though God’s eye were peculiarly upon it. ^flie 
meals In the parlour became solemn ^olla^j ffps. nt which shone 
the best silver and the finest diaper but from which gaiety 
and naturalness seemed to be banished. (I say ’seemed 
because it cannot be doubted that Aunt Harriet was natural, 
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and there were njoments wlien she possibly considered herself 
to be practising gaiety — a gaiety more desolating than her se- 
verity.) The younger generation was extinguished, pressed flat 
and lifeless under the D oiulenisity of the widows. 

Mr. Povey was not the man to be easily flattened by 
ponderosity of any kind, and his suppression was a striking 
proof of the pro>jxSS of the widows; who, indeed, went over 
Mr. Povey like trnctio nj^engin es. with the sublime unconscious- 
ness of traction-engines, leaving an inanimate object in the 
road behind them, anil scarce aware even of the ^olt. Mr. 
Povey haled Aunt Harriet, but, lying crushe<l there in the road, 
how could he rebel He felt all the time that Aunt Harriet 
was adding him up, and reporting the result at frequent in- 
tervals to Mrs. Baines in the bedroom. He felt that she knew 
everything about him — even to those tc.ars which hod been in 
his' eyes. He felt that he could hope to do nothing rigid for 
Aunt blnrrict, that absolute perfection in the performance of 
duty would make no more impression on her than a caress on 
the fly-wliccl of a traetion-enginc. Constance, the dear Con- 
stance, was also looked at askance. There was nothing In Aunt 
Harriet’s demeanour to her that you could take hold of, hut 
there was emphatically something that you could not take hold 
of — a hint, an inkling, that in sinu ated to Constance, “ Have a 
care, lest peradventure you bccomc'Thc second cousin of the 
scarlet woman." 

Sophia was pelted. Sophia was liable to be playfully tapped 
by Aunt Harriet s tbjnibic when Aunt Harriet was hemming 
dusters (for the elderly lady could lift a duster to her own 
dignity), Sophia was called on two separate occasions, ‘ My 
little bullcrfly.' And Sophia was entrusted with the trimming 
of Aunt Harriet’s new summer bonnet. Aunt Harriet deemed 
that Sophia was looking pale. As the days passed, Sophia’s 
p?l^r was emphasized by Aunt Harriet until it developed into 
an article of faith, to which you were compelled to subscribe 
on pain of excommuni catioa. Then dawned the day when Aunt 
Harriet said, staring at Sophia as an affectionate aunt may: 
‘♦That child would do with a change." And then there dawned 
another day when Aunt Harriet, staring at Sophia compas- 
sionately, os a devoted aunt may, said; " It’s a pity that child 
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ean t have a change.” And Mrs. Baines also stared and said: 
” It is.” 

And on another day Aunt Harriet said: "I'rc been won'der- 
ing whether my little Sophia would care to come and keep her 
old aunt company a while.” 

There were few things for which Sophia would have cared 
less. The girl swore to herself angrily that she would not go, 
that no a lluremen t would induce her to go. But she was in a 
net; she was in the gifishra of family correctness. Do what 
she would, she could not invent a reason for not going. 
Certainly she could not tell her aunt that she merely did not 
want to go. She was capable of enormities, but not of that. 
And then began Aunt Harriet’s intricaTc" preparations for going. 
Aunt Harriet never did anything simply. And she could not 
be hurried. Seventy-two hours before leaving she had to com- 
mence upon her trunk; but first the trunk had to be wiped by 
Jfaggie with a damp cloth under the eye and direction of Aunt 
Harriet. And the liveryman at Axe had to be written tet) and 
the scr\'ants at Axe written to, and the weather prospects weighed 
and considered. And somehow, by the time these matters were 
accomplished, it was tacjily understood that Sophia should 
accompany her kind aunt into the bracing moorland air of Axe. 
No smoke at Axe! No stuffiness at Axe! The spacious ex- 
istence of a wealthy widow in a residential town with a low 
death-rate and famous scenery! ” Have you packed your box, 
Sophia? No, she bad not, "Well, I will come and help 
you.” 

Impossible to bear up against the mo mentu m of a massive 
body like Aunt Harriet’s! It was irresistible. 

Tbe day of departure came, throwing the entire household 
**'^0 ® commotion. Dinner was put a quarter of an hour earlier 
than usual so that Aunt Harriet might acliicve Axe at her 
accustomed hour of lea. After dinner Maggie was the recipient 
of three amazing muslin aprons, given with o regal gesture. 
And the trunk and the box were brought down, and there was 
a slight of black kid gloves in the parlour. The waggon- 

ette was due and the waggonette appeared (” I can always rely 
upon Bladen!” said Aunt Harriet), and the door was opened, 
and Bladen, stiff on bis legs, descended from the box and 

9 
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touched his hat to Aunt Harriet as she filled up the door* 
way. 

"Have you baited. Bladen?” asked she. 

" Yes’m,” s.aid he, assuringly. 

Bladen and Mr. Povey carried out the trunk and the box, 
and Constance charged herself with parcels which she bestowed 
in the corners of the vehicle according to her aunt's prescrip- 
tion; it was like st owing the cargo of a vessel. 

" Now, Sophia, my ^uck!” Mrs. Baines called up the stairs. 
And Sophia came slowly downstairs. Mrs. Baines offered her 
mouth. Sophia glanced at her. 

^ ou ncedn t think I don t see why you’re sending me 
away! exclaimed Sophia in a hard, furious voice, with glistening 
eyes. "I’m not so^blii^s all that!" She kissed lier mother 
— nothing but a contc)^Xuous peck. Then, as she turned away 
she added: " But you let Constance do just ns she likes! ” 

This was her sole bitter comment on the episode, but into 
it she put all the profound bitterness accumulated during many 
nmtinous nights. 

ftirs. Baines concealed a sigh. The explosion ccrtniiily jlis- 
turbed her. She had hoped that the smooth surface of things 
would not be ruffled* 

Sophia bpuncod out. And the assembly, including several 

urchins, watched with held breath while Aunt Harriet, after 

having bid majestic good-byes, got on to the step and Intro- 

^ duced herself through the doonvay of the woggonette into the 

Interior of tl.c vehicle; it ^-ns a n operation like threading a 

nccdl<? j-ith cotton too thick. Once within, her hoops distended 

in sudden release, filling the waggonette, Sophio followed, 
affilcly. 

“tJs, with due formalities, the equipage drove off, Mrs. Baines 

gave another sigh, one of relief. The sisters had won. She 

could now await the imminent next advent of Mr. Gerald Seales 
with tranquillity. 

-^£.4*2*' ov Hrti V ffy- 

MXJi/C- ^ CXjtS*^ 

Those singular words of Sophia's, * But yon let Constance 
do just as she likes,' had disturbed Mrs. Baines more than was 
at fust apparent. They worried her like a late fly in quUlinn. 
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For slie had said nothing to any one about Constance’s case, 
Mrs . Madda ck of course excepted. She had instinctively felt 
that she could not show the slightest leniency towards the ro- 
mantic impulses of her elder daughter without seeming unjust to 
the younger, and she had acted accordingly. On the mciuorablc 
morn of Mr. Povey’s acute jealousy, she had, temporarily at 
any rate, slakc^ the fire, banked it down, and hidden it; .and 
since then no word had passed as to the state of Constance’s 
heart. In the great peril to be feared from Mr. Scales, 
Constance's heart had been put aside as a thing that could 
wait; so one puts aside the mending of linen when earthquake 
shocks are about. Mrs. Baines W'as sure that Constance had 
not chattered to Sophia concerning Mr. Povey. Constance, who 
understood her mother, had too much commonsense and too nice 
a sense of propriety to do that — and yet here was Sophia ex- 
claiming, ‘But you let Constance do just as she likes.’ Were 
the relations between Constance and Mr. Povey, then, common 
property? Did the young lady assistants discuss them? 

As a fact, the young lady assistants did discuss them; not 
In the shop — for either one of the principal parties, or Mrs. 
Baines licrsclf, was always in the shop, but elsewhere. They 
discussed little else, when they were free; how she had looked 
at him to-day, and how he had blushed, and so forth inter- 
minably. Yet Mrs. Baines really thought that she alone knew. 
Such is the power of the ineradicable delus ion that one’s own 
affairs, and especially one’s own children, are mysteriously dif- 
ferent from those of others. 

After Sophia’s departure Mrs. Baines surveyed her daughter 
and her manager at supper-time with a curious and a diffidertt 
eye. They worked, talked, and ate just as though Mrs. Baines 
had never caught them weeping together in the cutting-out 
room. They had the most mattcr-of-fact air. They might never 
have heard whispered the name of love. And there could be 
no deceit beneath that decorum; for Constance would not de- 
ceive. Still, Mrs. Baines’s conscience was uoiutly. Order 
reigned, but nevertheless she knew that she ought to do some- 
thing, find out something, decide something; she ought, if she 
did her duty, to take Constance aside and say: “Now, Con- 
stance, my mind is freer now. Tell me frankly what has bees 
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going on bchvccn you and Mr. Povcy. I have never under- 
stood the meaning of that scene in tiie cuttin^-out room. Tell 
me. She oiiglit to have talked in this s traYfi : ' But she could 
not. That energetic woman liad not sufficient energy left. She 
wanted rest, rest — even though it were a coward's rest, an 
ostrieh's tranquillity — after the turmoil of npjirehcnsions caused 
by Sophia. Her soul cried out for peace. She was not, how- 
ever, to have peace. 

On the very first Sunday after Sophia’s departure, Mr. 
Povcy did not go to chapel in the morning, and he offered no 
reason for his unusual conduct. He ate his breakfast with 
appetite, but there was something peculiar in his glance that 
made .Mrs. Baines a little uneasy; this something she could 
not seize upon and define. \\ hen she and Constance returned 
from clinpel Mr. Povcy was playing “Bock of Ages” on the 
harmonium — aga in u nusual ! 'Phe serious part of the dinner 
coiupri.sed roast and Yorkshire pudding — the pudding 

being served ns advert course before the meat. Mrs. Baines 
at«- freely of thc.se things, for she loved them, and she was 
nlway.s hungry after a ssrmon. She also did well with the 
C lieshirc cheese. Her intention was to sleep in the drawing- 
room after the repast. On Sunday afternoons she invariably 
tried to sleep in llie drawing-room, and she did not often fail. 
■ As a rule the girls accompanied her thither from the table, 
Un<l either ‘ settled down ’ likewise or crept out of the room 
^hen they perceived the gradual sinking of the majestic form 
into the deep hollows of the ensy-chair. Mrs. Baines was an- 
ticipating with pleasure her somnolen t Sunday afternoon. 

Constance said grace after TnHV, and the formula on this 
p.irticiilar occasion ran thus — 

” Thank God for our good dinner, Amen. — Mother, I must 
just run upstairs to ray room.” ('Mo room’— Sophia bcinir 
far away.) 

And off slie ran, strangely girlish. 

"Well, child, you needn’t be in such a hurry,” said Mrs. 
Baines, ringing the bell and rising. 

She hoped that Constance would remember the conditions 
precedent to sleep. 

" I should like to have a word with you, if it’s all the same 
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to you, Mrs. Baines/^ said Mr. Povcy suddenly, with obvious 
nervousness. And his tone struck a rude unexpected blow at 
Mrs. Baines's peace of mind. It was a p ortentou s tone. 

“What about?" asked she, with an inflectiojp subtly to re- 
mind Mr. Povey >vhat day it was. 

“ About Constance," said the astonishing man. 

“Constance!" exclaimed Mrs. Baines with a histrionic air 
of bewilderment. 

Maggie entered the room, solely in response to the bell, yet 
a tliought jumped up in Mrs. Baines's brain, “How p^rying 
servants are, to be sure!" For quite five seconds she had a 
grievance against Maggie. She was compelled to sit down again 
and wait while Maggie cleared the tabic. Mr. Povey put both 
his iiands in Ins pockets, got up, went to the window, whistled, 
and gcocrally behaved in a manner which foretold the worst. 

At last Maggie vanished, shutting the door. 

“ What is it, Mr. Povey? " 

“Oh!" said Mr, Povey, facing her witli absurd nervous 
br jisqucncs s, as tliough pretending: “Ah, yes! Wc have some- 
thing to say — I Was forgetting!" Then he began; “ It*s 
about Constance and me." 

Yes, they had evidently plotted this interview. Constance 
bad evidently taken herself off on purpose to leave Mr. Povey 
unhampered. They were in league. The inevitable had come. 
Xo sleep! No rc]>osc! Nothing but worry once more! 

“Pm not at all satisfied with the present situation," said 
Jlr. Povey, in a tone that corresponded to his words. 

“ 1 don't know what you mean, Mr. Povey," said Mrs. Baines 
stiffly. This was a simple lie. 

“Well, really, Mrs. Baines!" Mr. Povey protested, "I sup- 
pose you won't deny that you know there is something bebveen 
me and Constance? I suppose you won't deny that? " 

“What is there between you and Constance? I can assure 
you I — " 

“ That depends on you," Mr. Povey interrupted her. When 
he w*as nervous his manners dete riorate d into a behaviour that 
resembled rudeness. “ That depends on you 1 " he repeated 
grimly. 

“ But—" 
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“ Arc* we to be cngngrd or arc wc not? * pursued Mr. Povey, 
as though Mrs. Baines had been guilty of some grave lapse 
and he was determined not to spare her. " That's what I 
think ought to be settled, one way or the other. I wish to 
be perfectly open and aboveboard — In the future, as I have 
been in the past/' 

** But you have said nothing to me at all!" Mrs. Baines 
remonstrated, lifting her eyebrows. The way in which the man 
had sprung this matter upon her was truly too an f^^ioug . 4.1 liA 

Mr. Povey approaehed her ns she sat at the table, shading 
her ringlets and looking at her hands. 

You know there's something between us!" he insisted. 

" How siiould I know there Is something between you? Coiv- 
stance has never said a word to me. And have you? " 

" ^Vcll," said ho. ** We've hidden nothing." 

" What is there between you and Constance? If I may ask! " 

" That depends on you," said he again. 

Have you asked her to be your wife? " 

No. I haven’t exactly asked her to be my wife." He hes- 
itated. "You see — " 

Mrs. Baines collected licr forces. "Have you kissed her?" 
This in a cold voice. 

.Mr. Povey now blushed. "I haven’t exactly kissed her," he 
stammered, apparently shocked by the inquisition. "No, I 
should not say that I had kissed her." 

It might hove been that before committing himself he felt a 
desire for Mrs* Baines’s definition of a kiss. 

" You arc very extraordinary," she said loftily* It was no 
less than the truth. 

" All I want to know is — hove you got anything against 
roc?" he demanded roughly* "Because If so——" 

"Anything against you, Mr. Povey? Why should I have 
anything against you? " 

" Then why can’t we be engaged? " 

She considered that he was bullj i^ her. " That’s another 
question," said she. *1 

" Why can’t we be engaged? Ain't I good enough? " 

The fact was that he was not regarded as good enough* Mrs. 
Maddack had certainly deemed that he was not good enough* 
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He was a solid mass of excellent qualities; but he licked bril- 
liance^ importance) dignity. He could not impose himself. Such 
had been the verdict. 

And now, while Mrs. Baines was secretly reproaching Mr. 
Povey for his inability to impose himself, he was most patently 
imposing himself on her — and the phenomenon escaped her! 
She felt that he was bullying her, but somehow she could not 
perceive bis power. Yet the man who could bully Mrs. Baines 
was surely no common soul! 

“ You know my very high opinion of you,'' she said. 

Mr. Povey pursued in a mollified tone. '‘Assuming that 
Constance is willing to be engaged, do 1 understand you con* 
sent? " 

But Constance is too young." 

‘‘ Constance is twenty. She is more than twenty." 

"In any case you won't expect me to give you an answer 
now." 

" Why not.^ You know my position." 

She did. From a practical point of view the match would 
be ideal: no fault could be found with it on that side. But 
Mrs. Baines could not extinguish the idea that it would be a 
‘ cornc-down * for her daughter. Who, after all, was Mr. Povey 
Mr. Povey was nobody. 

" I must think things over," she said firmly, putting her lips 
together* " 1 can't reply like this. It is a serious matter." 

" When can I have your answer? To-morrow?" 

" No — really— " 

" In a week, then? " 

" 1 cannot bind myself to a date," said Mrs. Baines, haughtily. 
She felt that she was gaining ground. 

" Because I can't stay on here indefinitely as things are," 
Mr. Povey burst out, and there was a touch of hysteria in his 
tone. 

" Now, Mr. Povey, please do be reasonable." 

" That's all very well," he went on. " That's all very well. 
But what I say is that employers have no right to have male 
assistants in their houses unless they arc prepared to let their 
daughters marry! That's what I say! No right!** 

Mrs. Baines did not know what to answer. 
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The aspirant wound up: "I must leave if that’s the case.” 

If what’s the case? ” she asked herself. " What has come 
over him? And aloud: “You know j'ou would place me in 
a very awkward position by leaving, and I hope you don’t want 
to mix up two quite different things. 1 hope you aren’t trying 
to threaten me.’’ 

■'Threaten you!” he cried. “Do you suppose I should 
leave hero for fun? If I leave it will be because I can’t tiand 
it. That’s all. I can’t stand it. I want Constance, and if I 
can't have her, then I can’t aland it. What do you think I’m 
made of? ” 

I’m sure — ” she began. 

'■ ’I'liat’s all very well!’’ he almost shouted. 

■' Ilut please let me speak,” she said quietly. 

" All I say is I can't stand it. That’s all. . . . Employ- 

1 ers have no right. , . . We have o u r fccUngs lik e other men.” 
* He was deeply moved. He might have appeared .somewhat 
grotesque to the strictly impartial observer of human nature. 
Nevertheless he was deeply and genuinely moved, and possibly 
human nature could have shown nothing more human than Mr. 
Fovey at the moment when, unable any longer to restrain the 
n arox^ m which had so surprisingly overtaken him, he fled from 
the parlour, passionately, to the retreat of his bedroom. 

■’ That’s the worst of those quiet calm ones,” said Mrs. Baines 
to herself. “You never know if they won't give way. And 
when they do, it’s awful — awful. . . . What did I do, 

what did I say, to bring it on? Nothing! Nothing! ” 

And where was her afternoon sleep? What was going to 
happen to her daughter? What could she say to Constance? 
How next could she meet Mr. Povey? Ah! It needed a brave, 
in<loraitablc woman not to cry out brokenly; “ I’ve suffered too 
much. Do anything you like; only let me die in peace!” And 
so .saying, to let everything indifferently sj[i^ v 

Neither Mr. Povey nor Constance introduced the delicate 
subject to her again, and she was determined not to be the 

'Tke^ 
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first to speak of it. She considered that Mr. Povcy had taken 
advantage of his position, and that he had also been infantik 
and impolite. And somehow she privately blamed Constance 
for his behaviour. So the matter hung, as it were, suspended 
in the ether between tbe opposing forces of pride and passion. 

Shortly afterwards events occurred compared to which tlic 
\ichj5itudcs of Mr. Povey’s heart were of no more account 
than a shower of rain in April. And fate gave no warning of 
them; it rather indicated a complete absence of events. When 
the customary advice circular arrived from Birkinshaws, the 
name of ‘ our Mr. Gerald Scales ’ was replaced on it by anoUier 
and an unfamiliar name. Mrs. Baines, seeing the circular by 
accident, experienced a sense of relief, mingled with the pro- 
fessional disappointment of a diplomatist who has elaborately 
provided for contingencies which have failed to happen. She 
had sent Soplua away for nothing; and no doubt her maternal 
affection hod exaggerated a mokbill into a mountain. Really, 
when she reflected on the past, she could not recall a single 
fact that would justify her theory of an attachment secretly 
budding between Sophia and the young man Scales! Not a 
single little fact! All she could bring forward was that Sophia 
had twice cocountered Scales in the street* 

She felt a curious interest in the fate of Scales, for whom 
in her own mind she had long prophesied evil, and when Birk- 
inshaws' representative came she took care to be in the shop; 
her intention was to converse with him, and ascertain as much 
as was ascertainable, after Mr. Povey lind transacted business. 
For this purpose, at a suitable moment, she traversed the shop 
to Mr. Povey *s side, and in so doing she had a fleeting view ol 
King Street, and in King Street of a familiar vehicle. She 
stopped, and seemed to catch the distant sound of knocking. 
Abandoning the traveller, she hurried towards the parlour, in 
the passage she assuredly did hear knocking, angry and impa- 
tient knocking, the knocking of someone who thinks he has 
knocked too long. 

'^Of course Maggie is at the top of the house !'• she mut- 


tered sarcastically. 

She unchaiiied, unbolted, and unlocked the ^idc-^o^^ ^ 
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“At last!” It was Aunt Harriet’s voice, exac erba ted. 
” Wliall You, sister? You’re soon up. What a ble'ssing ! ” 

The two majestic and imposing creatures met on the mat, 
c caning forward so that their lips might meet above their terrihe 
bosoms. 

\t hat s the matter? ” Mrs. Baines asked, fearfully. 

■’Well, I do declare!" said Mrs. Maddack. "And I’ve 
driven specially over to ask you! " 

'■ Where's Soi)hia? ” demanded Mrs. Baines. 

” You don’t mean to say she’s not come, sister? ” Mrs. 
Madilack, s.ank down on to the sofa. 

“ Come? ” Mrs. Baines repeated. ” Of course she's not come! 
Wliat do you mean, sister? ” 

*' The very moment she got Constance’s letter yesterday, say- 
ing you were ill in bed and she’d better come over to help in 
tljc shop, she started. I got Bratt’s dog-cart for her." 

Mrs. Baines in her turn also sank down on to the sofa. 

I vc not been ill, she said. "And Constance Imsn’t writ- 
ten for a week! Only yesterday I was telling her — ” 

Sister it cant be! Sophia had letters from Constance 
every morning. At least she said they were from Constance. 
I told her to be sure and write me how you were last night, 
and she promised faithfully she would. And it was bce.ausc 1 
got nothing by this morning’s post that I decided to come over 
myself, to see if it was anything serious.” 

" Serious it is! ” murmured Mrs. Baines. 

What—” 

"Sophia’s run off. That’s the plain English of it!” said 
iMrs. Baines witli fr igid calm. 

Nay! Tliat I'll never believe. I’ve looked after Sophia 
inght and day as if she was my own, and 

" If she Imsn’t run off, where is she?” 

Mrs. Moddack opened the door with a tragic gesture. 

Bladen, ' she called in a loud voice to the driver of the 
waggonette, who was standing on the pavement. 

” It was Pember drove Miss Sophia yesterday, wasn’t it? ” 

" Yes'm.” 

She hesitated. A clumsy question might enlighten a mem- 
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ber of the class which ought oever to be enlightened about one s 
private afl’airs. 

" He didn’t come all the way here? ” 

“ No’m. He happened to say last night when he got back 
as Miss Sophia had told him to set her down at Knype Sta- 
tion.” 

" I thought so!” said Mrs. Maddack, courageously. 

*■ Yes’m.” 

” Sister! ” she moaned, after carefully shutting the door. 

They clung to each other. 

The horror of what had occurred did not instantly lake 
full possession of them, because the power of cj;ed^ce, of 
imaginatively realizing a supreme event, whether of great grief 
or of great happiness, is ridiculously finite. But every minute 
the horror grew more clear, more intense, more tragically 
dominant over them. There were many things that they 
could not say to each other, — from pride, from shame, from 
the inadeqjiocy of words. Neither could utter the name of 
GeralJ Scales. And Aunt Harriet could not stoop to defend 
herself from a possible charge of neglect; nor could Mrs. Baines 
stoop to assure her sister that she was incapable of preferring 
such a charge. And tiie sheer, immense criminal folly of Sophia 
could not even be referred to; it was unspeakable. So the 
interview proceeded, lamely, clumsily, inconsequcntly, leading to 
nauglit. 

Sophia was gone. She was gone with Gerald Scales. 
That beautiful child, that incalculable, untamable, impossible 
creature, had committed the final folly; without pretext or ex- 
cuse, and with what elaborate deceit! Yes, without excuse! 
She had not been treated harshly; she had had a degree 
liberty which would have astounded and shocked her 
mothers; she had been petted, humoured, spoilt. And her 
swer was to disgrace the family by an act as irrevocable as 
was sitterly vicious. If among her desires was the desire 
humiliate those majesties, her mother and Aunt Harriet, 
would have been content could she have seen them on the sofa 
there, humbled, shamed, mortally wounded ! Ah, the monstrous 
Chinese cruelty of youth! 

What was to he done? Tell dear Constance? No, this 
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yras not, at tlic moment, an affair for tLe younger generation. 
It was too new and raw for the younger generation. More- 
over, capable, proud, and experienced as they were, they felt 
the need of a man’s voice, and a man’s hard, callous ideas. 
It was a ease for Mr. Crilchlow. .Maggie was sent to fetch 
him. with a particular request that he should come to the side- 
door. He came expectant, with the pleasurable anticipation 
of disaster, and he was not disappointed. He passed with 
the sisters the happiest hour that had fallen to him for years. 
Quickly he arranged the alternatives for them. Would’ they 
U-11 the police, or would they take the risks of waiUng> 
Jhey sh^d aw.ay, but with fierce brutality he brought them again 
and again to the immediate point of decision. . >\’cl| 

they could not tell the police! They simply could not. . . ! 

riien they must face another danger. . . . He had no mercy 

for them. And while he was torturing them there arrived a 

telegram, despatched from Charing Cross, ” I am all right, 

feophia. That proved, at any rale, that the child was not heart- 
IcsSf not mrrely careless. 

Only yesterdny, it seemed to Mrs. Bnines, she Imd borne 
.Sophia; only yesterday she was a baby, a schoolgirl to be 
.smajjied The years rolled up in a few hours. And now she 
was sending telegrams from a jilace called Charing Cross ! How 
unhke was the hand of the telegram to Sophia’s hand! How 
mysteriously cjirt and inhuman was that official hand, as Mrs. 
13atnc5 stared at it through red, wet eyes! 

Mr. Critehlow said some one should go to Manchester, to 

ascertam about Seales. He went himself, that afternoon, and 

returned with the news that an aunt of Seales had recently 

died, leaving him twelve thousand pounds, and that he had. after 

quayellmg with his uncle B gldcro , abandoned Birkinshaws at 

an hour s notice and vanished xvitlTIns inheritance. 

'• It’s as plain as a pikestaff," said Mr. Critehlow. " I could 

ha warned ye o’ all this years ago, even since she killed her 
fAtlicr! 

Mr, Critehlow left nothing unsaid. 

i through all Sophia’s 

life, lived through it more intensely than ever Sophia had done. 

Ihe next day people began to know. A whisper almost in- 



A DEFEAT 


m 

audible went across the Square, and into the town: and in tlic 
stillness every one heard it. " Sophia Baines run off witli a 
commercial ! ” 

In anotlier fortnight a note came, also dated from London. 

■■ Dear Mother, 1 am married to Gerald Scales. Please don’t 
worry about me. We are going abroad. Your affectionate 
Sopliia. Love to Constance.” No tear-stains on that pale blue 
sheet! No sign of agitation! 

And Mrs. Haines said: "My life is over.” It was, though 
she was scarcely fifty. She felt old, old and beaten. She hud 
fought and been vanquished. The everlasting purpose had been 
too much for her. Virtue had gone out of her — the virtue to 
hold up her head and look the Square in the face. She, the 
wife of John Baines! She, z Syme of Axe! 

Old houses, in the course of~Ttleir history, sec sad sights, 
and never forget them! .And ever since, in the soh-nni 
physiognomy of the triple house of John Baines at the corner 
of St. Luke’s Stjuare and King Street, have rcinaincd the 
traces of the sight it saw on the morning of the afternooi) 
when Mr. and Mrs. Povev returned from their honeymoon — 
the sight of Mrs. Baines getting into the waggonette for Axe; 
Mrs. Baines, enc umber ed with trunks and parcels, leaving the 
scene of her struggles and her defeat, whither she had once 
come as slim as a ^^nd, to return stout and heavy, and heavy- 
hearted, to her childhood; content to live will: her grandiose 
sister until such time as she should be ready for burial ! The 
grimy and impassive old house perhaps heard her heart saying: 
“ Only yesterday they were little girls, ever so tiny, and now — ” 
The driving-off of a waggonette can be a dreadful thing. 
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'MVell/* said Mr* Povey, rising from the rocking-chair that in 
a previous age had been John Baines's, I've got to make a 
start some time, so I may as well begin now! 

And he went from the parlour into the shop* Constance’s 
eye followed him as far as the door, where their glances met 
for an instant in the transient ga^e which expresses the tender- 
ness of people who feel more than they kiss. 

It was on the morning of this day that Mrs. Baines, relin- 
quishing the sovereignty of St. Luke's Square, had gone to live 
os a younger sister in the house of Harriet Maddack at Axe. 
Constance guessed little of the secret anguish of that departure. 
She only knew that it was just like her mother, having perfectly 
arranged the entire house for the orrival of the honeymoon 
couple from Buxton, to flit early away so as to spare the natural 
blushing d ^dcn cc of the said couple. It was like her mother's 
commonsense and her mother's sympatlictic comprehension. 
Furtlicr, Constance did not pursue her mother's feelings, being 
far too busy with her own* She sat there full of new knowl- 
edge and new importance, brimming with experience and 
strange, unexpected aspirations, purposes, yes — and cunnings! 
And yet, though the very curves of her cheeks seemed to be 
mysteriously altering, the old Constance still lingered in that 
frame, an innocent soul hesitating to spread its wings and quit 
for ever the body which had been its home; you could see the 
timid thing peeping wistfully out of tlic eyes of the married 
woman* 

Constance rang the bell for Maggie to clear the table; and 
as she did so she had the illusion that she was not really a 
married woman and a house-mistress, but only a kind of c ounter * 

Hr 
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fcit. She did most fervently hope that all would go right in 
the iToiisc — at any rate until she had grown more accustomed 
to her situation. 

The hope was to be disappointed. Maggie's rather silly, 
obsequious smile concealed but for a moment the ineffable tragedy 
thTTLIialT lain in w.ait for unarmed Constance. 

■' If you please, Mrs. Povey,” said Maggie, as she crushed 
cups together on the tin tray with her great, red hands, which 
always looked like something out of a butchers shop; then .a 
pause, '■ Will you please accept of this.*” 

Now, before the wedding Maggie had already, with tears of 
nffeetion, given Constance a pair of blue glass vases (in order 
to purchase which she had been obliged to ask for special per- 
mission to go out), and Constance wondered what was coniing 
now from Maggie's pocket. A small piece of folded paper 
came from Maggie’s pocket. Constance accepted of it, and 
read: "I begs to give one month’s notice to leave. Signed 
Maggie. June 10, 1867.” 

“Maggie!" exclaimed the old Conslanee, terrified by this 
Incredible occurrence, ere the married woman could st rang le Iht. 

■’I never give notice before, Mrs. Povey,” said .Maggie, “so 
I don’t know os I know how it ought for be done — not rightly. 
Put I hope as yon’Il accept of it, Mrs. Povey.” 

Oh! of course,” said Mrs. Po%oy, primly, just ns if Maggie 
was not the central supporting pillar of the house, just as if 
Maggie had not assisted at her birth, just ns if the end of the 
world had not abruptly been announced, ju.sl as if St. Luke’s 
Square were not inconceivable without Maggie. “ But why ” 

“ Well, Mrs. Povey, I’ve been n-thinking it over in my kitchen, 
and I said to myself: ‘ If there’s going to be one change thcrc'd 
belter be two,’ I says. Not but what I wouldn’t work my fingers 
to the bone for ye, Miss Constance.” 

Here Maggie began to cry into the tray. 

Constance looked at her. Despite the special muslin of that 
day she had traces of the s l_nttcrnliness of which Mrs. Baines 
had rrever been able to cure her. She"' was over forty, big, 
gusky. She had no figure, no charms of any kind. She was 
what was left of o woman after twenty-two years in the cave 
of a philanthropic family. And in her cave she had actually 
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been thinking things over! Constance detected for the first 
time, beneath the dehumanized d rudg e, the stirrings of a separate 
and perhaps capricious individuality. Maggie’s engagements 
had never been real to her employers. Within the house she had 
never been, in practice, anything but 'Moggie' — an organism. 
And now she was permitting herself ideas about changes ! 

" You’ll soon be suited with another, Mrs. Povey,” said Mag- 
gie. “ There’s many a — many a — ” She burst into sobs. 

But if you really want to leave, what ore you crying for, 
Maggie asked Mrs. Povey, at her wisest. “Have you told 
mother? " 

•• No, miss,” Maggie w ^mpe red, absently wiping her wrinkled 
cheeks with ineffectual muslin. “ I couldn’t seem to fancy tell- 
ing your mother. And ns you’re the mistress now, I thought 
as I'd save it for you when you come home. I hope you’ll 
excuse me, Mrs. Povey." 

“Of course I'm very sorry. You’ve been a very good serv- 
ant. And in these days — ’’ 

The child had acquired this turn of speech from her mother. 
It did not appear to occur to either of them that they were living 
in the sixties. 

“ Thank ye, miss." 

“And what are you thinking of doing, Maggie? ^ou know 
you won't get many places like this.” 

“ To tell ye the truth, Mrs. Povey, I’m going to get married 

mysen.” 

“ Indeed!” murmured Constance, with the pc rfunctorji icss of 

habit in replying to these tidings. 

"Oh! but I am, mum," Maggie insisted. "Its all settled. 

Mr. Hollins, mum." 

''^Nbt H ollin S f the fish-hawker ! ” 

“ Yes, mum. I ~sccm to fancy him. You don t remember 
as him and me was engaged in ’48. He was my first, like. I 
broke it off because he was in that Chartist lot, and I knew as 
Mr. Baines would never stand that. Now he’s asked me again. 
He's been a widower this long time.” 

"I'm sure I hope you’ll be happy, Maggie. But what about 

his habits ? " 

He won't have no habits with me, Mrs. Povey- 
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A womnn was definitely emerging from the drudge. 

When Maggie, having entirely ceased sobbing, had put the 
loldcd cloth in the table-drawer and departed with the trav, her 

\ the girl again. No jiri roness about 
her as she slood alone there in the parlour; no pretence that 
Maggie's notice to leave was an everyday document, to be 
casu.ally glanced at as one glances at an unpaid bill! She 
would be compelled to find a new servant, making soleiun 
iiifpiirics into character, and to train the new servant, and to 
talk to her from heights from which she had never addressed 
M.aggie. At th.at moment .she had an illusion that there were 
no other nvailahle. suitable servants in the whole world. And 
tile arranged inarriagc.> She felt that this time — the thirteenth 
or fourteenth time — the engagement was serious and would 
only end at the all.ar. The vision of Maggie and Hollins 
at the altar shocked her. I Marriage was a series of phenomena, 
and a general .state, very holy and wonderful — too sacred, 
somehow, fop such creatures as Maggie and Hollins. Her vague, 
instinctive revolt against such a usage of matrimony centnil 
round the i<lea of a strong, eternal smell of fish. However, the 
projected out^c on a hallowed institution tronhled her much 
less than the imminent problem of domestic service. 

She ran into the shop — or she would have run if she had 
not checked her girlishness betimes — and on her lips, ready 
to be whispered importantly into a husband’s astounded ear, 
were the words, "Maggie has given notice! Yes! Truly!" 
Hut Samuel Povey was engaged. He was leaning over the 
♦•ountcr and staring ot on outspread paper upon which a 
certain Mr. .Yordlcy was making strokes with n thick pencil, 
i'lr. ^ardley, who had a long red beard, painted houses and 
rooms. She knew him only by sight. In her mind she always 
associated^ him with the sign over his premises in Trafalgar 
Road, " Ynrdley Bros., Authorised plumbers. Painters. Dcc- 
ornlors.C Paper-hangers. I'acio writers.” For years, in child- 
hood, she had passed that sign without knowing what sort of 
llung.s * Bros,' and * Facia ’ were, and what was the mysterious 
similarity between n plumber and a version of the Bible. She 
coiihl not interrupt her husband, he was wholly absorbed; nor 
could slic stay in the shop (which appeared just a little smaller 
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than usual), for that would hare meant an unsuccessful en- 
deavour to front the young lady-assistants as though nothing in 
particular had happened to her. So she went s edatel y up the 
showroom stairs and thus to the bedroom floors of the house — 
her house! Mrs. Povey’s house! She even climbed to Con- 
stance’s old bedroom; her mother had stripped the bed — that 
was all, except a slight diminution of this room, corresponding 
to that of the shop! Then to the drawing-room. In the recess 
outside the drawing-room door the black box of silver plate 
still lay. She had exp^ted her mother to take it; but no! As- 
suredly her mother was one to do things handsomely — when 
she did them. In the drawing-room, not a t asse l of an anlii 
macassar touched! Yes, the fire-screen, the luscious buncli of 
roses' on an expanse of mustard, which Constance had worked 
for her mother years ago, was gone! That her mother should 
have clung to just that one souveni r, out of all the heavy' opu- 
\vfux of the drawing-room, tquclicd Constance intimately. She 
I)cr^ived that if she could not talk to her husband she must 
write to her mother. And she sat down at the oval table and 
wrote, " Darling mother, I am sure you will be very surprised 
to hear. ... She means it. ... I think she is making 
a serious mistake. Ought 1 to put an advertisement in the Signal, 
or will it do if. . . . Please write by return. We arc back 

and have enjoyed ourselves very much. Sam says he enjoys 
getting up late. . . And so on to the lost inch of the 
fourth scoJlonc d page. 

She was obliged to revisit the shop for a stamp, stamps being 
kept in Mr. Povey’s desk in the corner — a high desk, at whicl» 
you stood. Mr. Povey was now in earnest converse with Mr. 
Yardlcy at the door, and twilight, which began a full hour 
earlier in the shop than in the Square, had cast faint shadows in 
corners behind counters. 

“Will you just run out with this to the pillar, Miss Dadd? 

" With pleasure, Mrs. Povey." 

" Where are you going to? " Mr. Povey interrupted his con- 
versation to stop the flying girl. 

••{iht’s just going to the post for me," Constance called out 

from the region of llie t ill. 

-Ob! All right!” 
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A trifle! A notliing! \et somehow, in the quiet customcrlcss 
shop, the episode, with the scarce perceptible difTercnce in Sam- 
uel s tone at his second remark, was delicious to Constance. 
Somehow it was the real beginning of her wifehood. (There 
Jiad been about nine other real beginnings in the past fort- 
night.) 

Mr. Povey came in to supper, laden with ledgers and similar 
works which Constance had never even pretended to under- 
stand. It was a sign from him that the honeymoon was over. 
He was proprietor now, and his ardour for ledgers most justi- 
flablc. Still, there was the question of her servant. 

"Never!” he exclaimed, when she told him all about the 
end of the world. A ' never ’ which expressed extreme astonish- 
ment and the liveliest concern ! 

IJiit Constance had anticipated that he would have been just 
a little more knocked down, bowled over, staggered, stunned, 
flab lwrgastcd. In a swift gleam of insight she saw that she 
hadTecn in danger of forgetting her role of experienced, capable 
married woman* 

•‘ I slmll hftvc to set about getting n fresh one/* she said 

hastily^ with nn Admirable assumption of light and easy casual-' 
ness* 

Mr. Povey seemed to think that Hollins would suit Maggie 
pretty well. He made no remark to the betrothed when she 
answered the final bell of the night. 

He opened his ledgers, whistling. 

"I think I shall go up, dear,*’ said Constance. “I've a lot 
of things to put away.” 

Do, said he. " Call out when you’ve done." 


am ! she cried from the top of Ihb crooked stairs. 


>£u*a n't"' w* 

^ “ Sam 

No answer. The door at the foot was closed. 

Sara!” 

Hello? " Distantly, faintly. 

I’ve done all I’m going to do to-night.” 

And she ran back along the corridor, a white figure in th< 


tt 
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deep gloom, and hurried into bed, and drew the clothes up to 
her chin. 

In the life bride there ^re soine^ra^^tic moments. 

I f YhVl ia^^"^amcd tlic industrious apprentice, one' of tho.si‘ 
moments occurs when she first occupies the sacred bed- 
chamber of her ancestors, and the bed on which she was born. 
Her parents' room had always been to Constance, if not 
sacred, at least invested with a certain moral solemnity. She 
could not enter it as she would enter another room. The 
course of nature, with its succession of deaths, conceptions, 
and bi^’ths, slowly makes such a room august with a mysterious 
quality which interprets the grandeur of mere existence .a^id 
imposes itself on all. Constance had the strangest sensations 
in that bed, wdiosc heavy dignity of ornament symbolized a past 
age; sensations of sac rilege and trespass, of being a naughty 
girl to whom punishment would accrue for this shocking 
Not since she was quite tiny liaJ^hc slept in that bed — one 
night with her mother, before her father’s seizure, when he had 
been away. Wiiat a litniilcss, unfathomable bed it was tlien ! 
Now it was just a bed — so vshc had to tell herself— like any 
other bed. The tiny child that, safely touching its mother, liad 
slept in the vast expanse, seemed to her now a pathetic little 
thing; its iamgc made her feel mchmcholy. And her mind dwell 
on sad events: the death of her father, the fiight gf darling 
SppJdajthc imm en se gr ief,_And nf l»»r mother. She 

esteclned that she knew what life was, and tliat it was grim. AneJ/ 
she sighed. Hut the sigh was an afl’ectalion, meant partly to 
conttnee licrsclf that she was grown-up, and partly to keep he/ 
in countenance in the intimidating bed. Tins melancholy was 
factitious, was less thau transient foam on the deep sea of her 
joj\ Death and sorrow and sin were dim shapes to her;^lic 
ruthless egoism of happiness blew them away with a puif, and 
their wistful faces vanished. To sec her llicrc in the bed, framed 
in mahogany and tassels, lying on her side, with her young glow- 
ing checks, and honest but not artless gaze, and the rich curv^ 
of hey hip lifting the counterpane, one would have said that she 
bad never heard of aught but love. 

Mr. Povey entered, the bridegroom, quickly, firmly, carrying 
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it off rather well, hut still self-conscious. " After all,” his shoul- 
ders were trying to s.iy, ‘whats the difference between this 
bedroom and the bedroom of a boarding-house? Indeed, ought 
we not to feel more at home here? Besides, confound it, we've 
been married a fortnight !" 

Doesn t it give you a funny feeling, sleeping in this room? 
K docs me, said Constance. omen, even experienced women, 
are^^o^lishjyij'rap^ They have no dcc^Stf^no' s^f^cspc7t. 

Ileally? replied Mr. I’ovcy, with loftiness, as who should 
s.ay: “What an extraordinary thing that a reasonable creature 
can have such fancies! Now to me this room is exactly like any 
oilier room. And he added aloud, glancing away from the 
glass, where he w.as unfastening his necktie: ” It’s not a bad 
room at all. This, with the judicial air of an auctioneer. 

Not for an instant (^d he deceive Constance, ,who read his 
real sensations with accnracy. But his futile poses did not in 
the slightest degree lessen her respect for him. On the con- 
trary, she admired him the more for them; t^cy were a sort of 
embroidery on the solid stuff of his character. At that period 
he could not do wrong for her. The basis of her regard for 
him was, she often thought, his honesty, his industry, his genuine 
kindliness of act. Ins grasp of the business, his perseverance, 
his p.ission for doing at once that which had to be done. She 
had the greatest admiration for his qualities, and he was in her 
eyes an indivisible whole; she could not admire one part of him 
and frown upon another. Whatever he did was good because he 
did It. She knew that some people were opt to smile at certain 
phases of his individuality; she knew that far down in her 
inolher’s heart was a suspicion that she had married ever so 
Ittle bcncaUi her. But this knowledge did not disturb her. She 
had no doubt as to the correctness of her own estimated 
^ Mr. Povey was an exceedingly methodical person, and he 
was also one of those persons who must befe»e- 

hottJ ■ with Ume. Thus at night he would ar^c his raiment 
so that m the morning it might be rcassumed in the mfflium 
of minutes. Ho was not a man. for example, to leave Uie 
changing of from one shirt to another till the morrow. 

^Had It been practicable, he would hove brushed his hair the 
I 1 night before. Constance already loved to watch his metieulmH. - 
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preparations. She saw him now go into his old bedroom and 
return with a paper collar, which he put on the dressing-table 
next to a black necktie. His shop-suit was laid out on a chair. 

“Oh, Sam!” she exclaimed impulsively, “you surely aren’t 
going to begin wearing those horrid paper collars again ! ” Dur- 
ing the honeymoon he had worn linen collars. 

Her tone was perfectly gentle, but the remark, nevertheless, 
showed a lack of tact. It implied that all bis life Mr. Povey 
had been enveloping his neck in something which was horrid. 
Like all persons with a tendency to fall into the ridiculous, 
Mr. Povey was exceedingly sensitive to personal criticisms. He 
flushed darkly. 

“I didn't know they were ‘horrid,"’ he snapped. He was 
hurt and angry. Anger had surprised him unawares. 

Both of them suddenly saw that they were standing on the 
edge of a chasm, and drew back. They had imagined themselves 
to be wandering safely in a flowered meadow, and here was this 
bottomless chasm! It was most disconcerting. 

Mr. Povey’s hand hovered undecided over the collar. " How- 
ever — ” he muttered. 

She could feel that he was trying with all his might to be 
gentle and pacific. And she was aghast at her own stupid clumsi- 
ness, she so experienced! 

" Just os you like, dear,” she said quickly. “ Please! ” 

“ Oh no! " And he did his best to smile, and went off gawk ily 
with the collar and came back with a linen one. 

Her passion for him burned stronger than ever. She knew 
then that she did not love him for bis good qualities, but for 
something boyish and naive that there was about him, an inde- 
scribable something that occasionally, when his face was close 
to hers, made her dizzy. 

The chasm had disappeared. In such moments, when each 
must pretend not to have seen or even suspected the chasm, Small- 
talk is essential. 

" Wasn’t that Mr. Yardley in the shop to-night? ” began Con- 
stance. 

“ Yes.” 

“What did he want?” 

“ I’d sent for him. He's going to paint us a signboard. 
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Useless for Samuel to tnnkc^bclieve that nothing in this world 
is more ordinary than a signboard. 

*’()h!” Diurinurcd Constance. She said no more, the episode 
of the paper collar having weakened her sclf-confidcncc. 

But n signboard! 

^\ hat with servants, chasms, and signboards, Constance consid- 
cTv<] that her life as a married woman would not be deficient in 


cxciti inenl. Long afterwards, she fell asleep, thinking of Sophia. 
OfilL' 

<r/d4-: Ht ■'e 4-^ * OvtV 1 

' A lew days Inter Constance was arranging the more precious 
of Iier wedding presents in the parlour; some had to be wrapped 
in tissue and in brown paper and then lied with string and 
labelled; others had special eases of their own, leather without 


and velvet within. Among the latter was the ri^picudcnt egg- 
stand liolding twelve silver-gilt egg-cups and twelve chased sjioons 
to match, presented by Aunt Harriet In the Five Towns’ 


phrase, ‘ it must have cost money.' Even if Mr and Mrs. Povey 
liad ten guests or ten children, and all the twelve of them were 
simultaneously gripped by o desire to cat eggs at breakfast or 
tea — even in this remote contingency Aunt Harriet would have 
been pained to see the egg-stand in use; such treasures arc not 
I designed for use. The presents, few in number, were mainly of 
I this character, hconusc, owing to her mother’s heroic ccs^n of the 
entire interior, Constance already possessed every ncccssarv. 
Tlie fewness of the presents was accounted for by the fact 
that the wedding had been strictly private and had taken place 
at Axe. There is nothing like secrecy in marriage for discour- 
aging the generous impulses of one’s friends. It was Mrs. 
Baines, a^cd by both the chief parties, who had decided that 
the wedding should be private and secluded. Sophia’s wedding 
had been altogether too private and secluded; but the casting of 
a veil over Constance’s (whose union was irreproachable) some- 
how justified, after the event, the circumstances of Sophia’s, in- 
dicating ns it did that Mrs. Baines bcllc%'cd in secret weddings 
on principle. In such matters Mrs. Baines was capable of ex- 
traordinary subtlctv. 

. » 


And while Constance was thus taking her wedding presents 
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with due seriousness, Maggie was cleaning the steps that led 
from the pavement of King Street to the side-door, and the 
door was ajar. It was a fine June morning. 

Suddenly, over the sound of scouri ng. Constance heard a dog's 
low growl and then the hoarse voice of a man: 

Mester in, wench? 

Happen he is, happen he isn't/' came Maggie's answer. She 
had no fancy for being called wench. 

Constance went to the door, not merely from curiosity, but 
from a feeling that her authority and her responsibilities as 
liousc^mistress extended to the pavement surrounding the house. 

The famous James lloon, of Buck Row, the. greatest dog- 
fancier in t he Five To>vns, s tood anKc bottom of the steps: a 
t^nr, fat man, clad in stiH', stained brown and smoking a black 
clay pipe less than three inches long. Behind him .nttended 
two bull-dogs. 

Morning, missis! ” cried Boon, cheerfully. " I've heerd tell 
as th’ mister is looking out for a dog, as you might say.” 

” I don’t stay here with them animals a-snifhng at me — no, 
that I don’t!” observed Maggie, picking herself up. 

"Is he?” Constance hesitated. She knew that Samuel had 
vaguely referred to dogs; she had not, however, imagined that 
he regarded a dog as aught but n beautiful dream. No dug had 
ever put paw into that house, and it seemed impossible that one 
should ever do so. As for those beasts of prey on the pave- 
ment . . .! 

"Ay!” said James Boon, calmly. 

" I’ll tell him you're here,” 8aid,^onstancc. " But I don't 
know if lie’s at liberty. He seldom is at tliis time of day. 
Maggie, you'd better come in.” 

She went slowly to the shop, full of fear for the future. 

" Sam,” she whispered to her husband, who was writing at 
his desk, " here’s a man come to see you about a dog.” 

Assuredly he was taken aback. Still, he behaved with much 
presence of mind. 

" Oh, about a dog I mo is it?” 

" It's that Jim Boon. He says he’s heard you want one.” 

The renowned name of Jim Boon gave him pause; but be bad 
to go through with the affair, and he went through with it, though 
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nervously. Constance followed h\s agitated footsteps to the side* 
door. 

Morning, Boon/* 

Morning, mestcr.” 

They began to talk dogs, Mr Povey, for his part, willi due 
caution* 

'‘Now, there’s a dog!” said Boon, pointing to one of the 
bull-dogs, a miracle of splendid ugliness. 

'' Yes,” responded Mr. Povey, insincerely. ” He is a beauty. 
What's it worth now, at a venture?” 

Lll tak’ a hundred and twenty sovereigns for her,” said 
Boon. ” Th’ other’s a bit cheaper — a hundred.” 

” Oh, Sam! ” gasped Constance. 

And even Mr. Povey nearly lost his nerve. ” Thai’s more 
than I want to give,” said lie timidly. 

” But look at her!” Boon persisted, roughly snatching up the 
more cx])cnsivc animal, and displaying her cannibal teeth. 

Mr. Povey shook Ids head. Constance glanced away. 

” That’s not quite the sort of dog I wont,” said Mr. Povey. 

Fox-terrier? ” 

” Yes, that’s more like,” Mr. Povey agreed eagerly. 

What’ll ye run to?” 

” Oh,” said Mr. Povey, largely, ” I don’t know.” 

” Will ye run to a t 44 m 5 f?” 

” I thought of something cheaper.” 

” Well, hoo much? Out wi* it, incslrr.” 

” Not more than two ])ounds,” said Mr. Povey. He would 
Iiavc said one pound hod he dared. The prices of dogs aniaxed 
him. 

” I thowt it was a dog as ye wanted ! *’ said Boon. ” Look 
Vre, mcstcr. Come up to my yard and see what I’ve got.” 

” I will,” said Mr. Povey. 

” And bring missis along too. Now, what about a cat for 
th’ missis? Or a gold-fish?” 

The end of the episode was that a young lady aged some 
twelve months entered the Povey household on trial. Her 
e xiguo us legs twinkled all over the parlour, and she had the 
odocsi appearance in the parlour. But she was so confiding, 
80 afTectionatCi so timorous, and her black nose was so icy in 
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that hot weather, that Constance loved her violently within an 
hour. >Ir. Povey made rules for her. He explained to her that 
slie must never, never go into the shop. But slic went, and lie 
whipped her to the squealing point, and Constance cried an 
instant, while admiring her husband’s firmness. 

The dog was not all. 

On another day Constance, prying into the least details of 
the parlour, discovered a box of cigars inside the lid of the 
harmonium, on the keyboard. She was so unaccustomed to cigars 
that at first she did not realize what the object was. Her father 
had never smoked, nor drunk intoxicants; nor had Mr. 
Critchlow. Nobody had ever smoked in that house, where tobacco 
had always been regarded as equally lice ntious with cards, ' the 
devil's playthings.’ Certainly Samuel had never smoked in tlie 
house, thougli the sight of the cigar-box reminded Constance of 
;in occasion when her mother had announced an incjredulous sus- 
))icion that Mr. Povey, fresh from an excursion into the world 
on a Thursday evening, ‘ smelt of smoke.' 

.She closed the harmonium and kept silence. 

That very night, coming suddenly into the parlour, she caught 
Samuel at the harmonium. The lid went down with a resonant 
bang that awoke sympathetic vibrations in every corner of the 
room. 

“What is it?” Constance inquired, jumping. 

*' Oh, nothing! ” replied Mr. Povey, carelessly. 

Each was deceiving the other: Mr. Povey hid his crime, and 
Constance hid her knowledge of his crime. False, false! But 
this is what marriage is. 

And the next day Constance had a visit in the shop from 
a possible new servant, recommended to her by Mr. Holl. the 
grocer. — 

" Wiil you please step this way? ” said Constance, with affabl e 
prjmnjss, steejied in the novel sense of what it is to be the sole 
responsible mistress of a vast household. She preceded the girl 
to the parlour, and as they passed the open door of Mr. Povev’s 
cutting-out room, Constance had the clear vision and tJtiHating 
odour of her husband smoking a cigar. He was in lii^^TTITt^ 
sleeves, calmly cutting out, and Fan (the lady companion', at 
watch on the bench, yapped at the possible new servant- 
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I think I slinil try that girl/* said she to Samuel at tea* 
She said nothing as to the cigar; nor did lie. 

On the following evening, after supper, Mr. Povey burst out: 

I think ril have a w eed ! You didn’t know I smoked, did 
^ 

you r 

'i'lius Mr. Povov came out in Ills true colours as a blood, 
a blade, and a gay spark. 

But dogs and cigars, disconcerting enough in their degree, 
were to the signboard, wdien the signboard at last came, as skim 
milk is to hot brandy. It was the signboard that, more startlingly 
than anything else, markc<l the dawn of a new era in St. Luke's 
Square. Four men spent a day and a half in fixing it; they had 
laddt rs, ropes, and puller’s, and two of them dined on the flat 
]vn(\ roof of the projecting shop-windows. The signboard was 
thirty-five feet long and two feet in depth; over its centre was 
a semicircle about three feet in radius; this semicircle bore the 
legend, judiciously di.^posed, S. Povey* Late/' All tljc sign- 
board proj)cr was devoted to the words, " John Baines," in gold 
letters a foot and a half high, on a green ground. 

The Square watched and wondered; and murmured: "Well, 
bless us! What next?" 

It was agreed tliat in giving paramount importance to the 
name of his late falhcr-in-law, Mr. Povey had displayed a very 


nice feeling. 

Some asked with glee: "What'll the old lady have to say?" 

Constance asked herself this, but not with glee. When Con- 
stance walked down the Square homewards, she could scarcely 
bear to look at the sign; the thought of what her mother might 
say frightened her. Her mother's first visit of state was im- 


minent, and Aunt Harriet was to accompany her. Constance 
felt almost sick as the day approached. When she faintly hinted 
her apprehensions to Samuel, he demanded, as if surprised-^ 
" Haven't you mentioned it in one of your letters? ” 

Oh no ! '' 

"If that's all/* said he, with bravado, "I'll write and tell 
her myself/' 
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So that Mrs. Baines was duly apprised of the signboard be- 
fore her arrival. The letter written by her to Constance after 
receiving Samuel’s letter, which was merely the amiable epistle 
of a son-in-law anxious to be a little more than correct, contained 
no reference to the signboard. This silence, however, did not in 
the least allay Constance’s apprehensions os to what might occur 
when her mother and Samuel met beneath the signboard itself. 
It was therefore with a fearful as well as an eager, loving heart 
that Constance opened her side-door and ran down the steps 
when the waggonette stopped in King Street on the Thursday 
morning of the great visit of the sisters. But a surprise awaited 
her. Aunt Harriet had not come. Mrs. Baines explained, as she 
soundly kissed her daughter, that at the last moment Aunt Harriet 
had not felt well enough to undcrUikc the journey. She sent her 
fondest love, and cake. Her pains had recurred. It was these 
mysterious pains which had prevented the sisters from coming to 
Bursley earlier. The word "cancer” — the continual terror of 
stout women — had been on their lips, without having been actu- 
ally uttered; then there was a surcease, and each was glad that 
she had refrained from the dread syllables. In view of the 
recurrence, it was not unnatural that Mrs. Baines’s vigorous 
cheerfulness should be somewhat forced. 

\Miat is it, do you think? ” Constance inquired. 

Mrs. Baines pushed her lips out and raised her eyebrows — 
a gesture which meant that the pains might mean God knew 
what. 

I liopc she 11 be all right alone,” observed Constance. 

Of course, ’ said Mrs. Baines, quickly. " But you don’t 
suppose I was going to disappoint you, do you?” she added, 
looking round as if to defy the fates in general. 

This speech, and its tone, gave intense pleasure to Constance; 
and, laden with parcels, they mounted the stairs together, very 
content with each other, very happy in the discovery that they 
were still mother and daughter, very intimate in on inarticulate 
way. 

Conitance bad imagined long, detailed, absorbing, and highly 
novel conversations between herself and her mother upon this 
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tlicir first meeting after her marriage. But alone in the bed- 
rooni^ and with a clear half-hour to dinner, they neither of them 
seemed to have a great deal to impart. 

Mrs. Baines slowly removed her light mantle and laid it with 
precautions on the white dauiask counterpane. Then, fingering 
her weeds, slic glanced about the chamber. Nothing was changed. 
Though Constance had, previous to her marriage, envisaged cer- 
tain alterations, slic had determined to postpone them, feeling 
that one revolutionist in a house was enough. 

’‘Well, my chick, you all right.^** said Mrs. Baines, with 
licarty and direct energy, gazing straight into her daughter's 
eyes. 

Constance perceived that the question was universal in its 
comprehensiveness, the one unique expression that the mother 
M'oiild give to her maternal concern and curiosity, and that it 
condensed into six words as much interest as would have over- 
flowed into a whole dav of the chatter of some mothers. She 
T»ct the CAndid glnncc, flushing. 

'■ Oil yes! ” she answered with cestatic fervour. “ Perfectly ! ” 

And Mrs. Bnines nodded, ns if dismissing /Aat. " You're 
stouter,’* snid she, curtly. “If you aren’t careful you’ll be ns 
big ns any of us.’* 

" Oh, mother ! ’’ 

The interview fell to a lower plane of emotion. It even fell 
ns far as Maggie. What chiefly preoccupied Constance was n 
subtle change in her mother. She found her mother fussy in 
trifles. Her manner of laying down her mantle, of smoothing 
out her glovcSj and her anxiety that her bonnet should not come 
to harm, were rather trying, were perhaps, in the very slightest 
degree, pitiable. It was nothing; it was barely perceptible, and 
yet it was enough to alter Constance's mental attitude to her 
mother. “Poor dcor!” thought Constance. “ Tm afraid she’s 
not what she was.” Incredible that her, mother could have aged 
in less than six weeks ! Constance did not ollow for the chem’ 
istry that had been going on in herself. 

The encounter between Mrs. Baines ond her son-in-law was of 
the most satisfactory nature. He was waiting in the parlour 
for her to descend. He made himself exceedingly agreeable, 
kissing her, and flattering her by his evidently sincere desire to 


revolution 161 

please. He explained that he had kept an eje open for the 
waggonette, but bad been called away. His “Dear me'" on 
learn.ng about Aunt Harriet lacked nothing in conviction, though 

get the better of h.s reason. To Constance, her husband s bc- 
hawour ps marvellously perfect. She had not suspected him 
to be such a man of the world. And her eyes said to her mother 
qmte onconse.ously: “You sec, after all,' you didn’t rairSnm 
..s Ingh as you ought to have done. Now you see your mistake ' 
As they sat n-ai.ing for dinner, C„nst.;nec an] Mrs B^hn-s 
n the sofa and Samuel on the edge of the nearest rocking- 
chair, a small seuffl^ noise was heard outside the door whidi 
g.ne on the kitchen steps, the door yielded to pressure, and 
Ian rushed importantly in, deranging mats. Fan’s nose had 
been hin mg to her that she was behind the times, not up-to- 

kiTel r t had. hurried from 

the kitchen to make inquiries. It occurred to her en roii^e that 

she had been washed that morning. The spectacle of Mrs 

Baines stopped her. She stood, with l.cr legs sligl.tlv oi 

stretched her nose lifted, her ears raking forward, her brig t 

eyes bhnj^ng, and her tail undecided^' J was sure I’d n^ 

smelt anything like that before,” she was saving to licrself 

as she stared at Mrs. Baines. * ^ 

And Mrs. Baines, staring at Fan, lead a similar Ihongl, n„l 

o 'lri-r ConsUne! took 

on llie mp.of a culprit, and Sam l.ad obviously lost bis easy 

derst'rTct “ 

A dog! 

.Suddenly Fan’s tail began to wag more quickly; and then 
having looked in vain for encouragement to her' master and 
mistrtss, she gave one mighty spring and alighted in Mrs 

sUnee emitted an Oh, Fan.' ” of shocked terror, and Samuel 
betrajed Ins nervous tension by an invoJunUry movement. But 
Fan Jiad settled down into that titanic lap as into heaven. It 
was a greater flattery than Mr. Povey's. 

So your name’s Fan I ” murmured Mrs. Baines, stroking the 
animal. " You arc a dear I " «aing me 
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•• Yes, isn’t she? ” said Constance, with inconceiTablc rnpidity. 

The danger was past. Thus, without any explanation, Fan 
brcaiiio an accepted fact. 

Tin- next moment Maggie served the Yorkshire pudding. 

• Well, M.aggic,” said Mrs. Baines. So you arc going to 
g( t married this time? When is it?” 

■■ Sunday, ma’am.” 

■' And you leave here on Saturday? ” 

*' Yes, ma’nm/’ 

Well, I must have a t.alk witli you before I go.” 

During the dinner, not a word as to the signboard! Several 
iimes the conversation curved towards that signboard in the most 
.alarming fashion, but invariably it curved away again, like a 
train from another train when two trains arc simultaneously 
leaving a station. Constance had frights, so serious as to destroy 
licr anxiety about the cookery. In the end she eompreljcndcd 
that her mother had adopted a silently disapproving attitude. 
Fan was socially very useful throughout the repast, 

.\ftcr dinner Constance was on pins lest Samuel should light 
a eig.ar. She had not requested him not to do so, for though 
she was entirely sure of his affection, she had already learned 
that n husband is possessed by a demon of co ntraiicty which 
often forces him to violate his higher feelings. However, Samuel 
did not light a cigar. He went off to superintend the shutting- 
up of the shop, while Mrs, Baines chatted with Maggie and gave 
her £5 for o wedding present. Then Mr. Critchlow called to 
offer his salutations. 

A little before lea Mrs. Baines announced that shc#would go 
out for a short walk by herself. 

" Where has she gone to? ” smiled Samuel, superiorly, as with 
Constance at the window he watched her turn down King Street 
towards tlic church. 

*' I expect she has gone to look at father’s grave,” said Con- 
stance. 

” Oh!” muttered Samuel, apologetically. 

Constance was mistaken. Before reaching the church, Mri» 
Baines deviated to the right, got into Brougham Street and thence^ 
by Acre Lane, into Oldcostlc Street, whose steep she climbed. 
Now, Oldcastlc Street ends at the top of St. Luke’s Square, and 
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from the corner Mrs. Baines had an excellent view of the sim,- 

board It being Thursday afternoon, scarce a soul was ab^t 

She rcturD6d to her daughter’s hv fh#* ^ j« 

xinA cniA r> ® same ertraordinary route. 

and sa.d not a word on entering. But the was nrarkcdly cla^- 

The waggonette eame after tea, and Mrs. Baines made l.er 

s iHt^ wouTd h^ 

success, It would have been utterir if ^ \ ^ 

— f cJr- of^r;::;so5£:i 

nat„e clumsiness wouJd have mentioned Christoas in July 

the wa'ggo^eTe.’'” >■' ^"‘o 

" Indeed I shan't ! " replied Mrs. Baines. " Aunt Harriet and 
will expect you at Arc. We've already settled tliat." 

Mr. Povey bridled. “Oh no!" he protested, hurt by this 
summarincss. ' ^ 

Having had no relatives, except his cousin the confectioner 

Swirir ’'T’ n' establishing a 

Chr slmas under h.s own roof, and the dream was dear to bin, 

shotV^firMr.'poter-"^- - >^»ve riie 

'' chri:trs“D;ti®:Ton'ryj-‘'' "" 

and storting jerked her head towards the door 

a“':„„‘eh 

‘“i''-' f"”* *° ‘'■'re anyway," Mr. PoveT 

He hailt'^^ Constance: ^ 

«e had stained the brightness of the day. 


CHAPTER ir 








CIIKISTMAS ANO TUK Kt'TUnB 

ing been decided that no one should go to chnpeL Condlance^ 
in mourning, >vith a >vhitc npron over her dress, sat on a hassock 
in front of the tire; and near her, in a rocking-chair^ Mrs. Baines 
swayed very gently to and fro. The weather was extremely cold. 
Mr. Povry's rni jtcncd. hands were blue and red; but, like many 
shopkeepers, he had apparently gro>vn almost insensible to 
ricsof temperature. Although the fire was immense and furious, 
its influence, owing to the fact that the mediaeval grate was de- 
signed to heat the flue rather than the room, sccmciT to die away 
at the borders of TlTc fender. Constance could not have been 
imich closer to it without being a salamander. The era of good 
old-fashioned Christmases, so agreeably picturesque for the poor,^ 
was not yet nt an end. 

Yes, Samuel Povey liad won the battle concerning the locus 
of the family Christmas. But he had received the help 
formidable ally, death. A lrs^jarriet Madda ck had passed away, 
after an operation, leaving her house ami her money to ^r sister* 
The solemn rite of her in termen t had deeply afTccted all the 
respectability of the town of Axe, where the late Mr. Maddack 
had been a flgurc of consequence; it had even shut up the shop 
in St. Luke's Square for a M’holc day. It was such a funeral 
as Aunt Harriet herself would have approved, a tremendous 
ceremonial whieli left on the crushed mind an ineffaceable, intri- 
cate impression of shiny cloth, crape, horses with arching necks 
and long manes, the drawl of parsons, cake, port, sighs, ond 
Christian submission to the inscra toblc decre es of Provide nce. 
Mrs. Baines had borne herself with Qnnatural calmness until tlie 
funeral was over: and then Constance perceived that the remem-* 
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bered mother of her girlhood existed no longer. For the major- 
ity of human souls it would have been easier to love a virtuous 
principle, or a mountain, than to love Aunt Harriet, who was 
assuredly less a woman than an institution. But Mrs. Baines 
had loved her, and she had been the one person to whom Mrs. 
Baines looked for support and guidance. When she died, Mrs. 
Baines paid the tribute of respect with the last hoarded remains 
of her proud fortitude, and weepingly confessed that the uncon- 
qu erable b een conquered, the incxhausUble exhausted., nn.f 
bec.atuc..0ld with whitening hair. 

She had persisted in her refusal to spend Christmas in Burslev 
but both Constance and Samuel knew that the resistance was oniv 
formal. She soon yielded. When Constance’s second new son- 
ant took it into her head to leave a week before Christmas Mrs 
Baines might have pointed out the linger of Providence at work 
again, and this time in her favour. But no! With amazing 
plmncjr she suggested that she should bring one of her own 
servants to ' tide Constance over ' Christmas. She was met with 
all the forms of loving solicitude, and she found that her daugh- 
ter and son-m-law had ‘turned out of ’ the state bedroom in her 
favour. Intensely flattered by this attention (which was Mr. 

Povey s magnanimous idea), she nevertheless protested strongly. 
Indeed she would not hear of it.’ 

“ Now, mother, don’t be silly," Constance had said firmly. 

You don t expect us to be at all the trouble of moving back 

agmn, do you? ’’ And Mrs. Baines had surrendered in tears. 

IhusW come Christinas. Perhaps it was fortunate that, tlic 

A^e servtot being not quite the ordinary servant, but a benefactor 

where a benefactor was needed, both Constance and her mother 

t lought It well to occupy themselves in household work, ‘ sparing ’ 

the benefactor as much os possible. Hencc’s Constance’s white 
apron. 

There he is! " said Mr. Povey, still playing, hut with his eye 
on the street. 

Constance sprang up eagerly. Then there was a knock on 
the door. Constance opened, and an icy blast swept into the 
room, rije postman stood on the steps, his instrument for 
knocking (like a drumstick) in one hand, a large bundle of letters 
in the other, and a yawning bag across the pit of his stomach. 


/ 
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“Merry Chrislinns, ma’am!'’ cried the postman, trying to 
keep warm by cheerfulness. 

Constance, taking the letters, responded, while Mr. Povey, 
playing the harmonium with his right hand, drew half a crown 
from his pocket with the left. 

' Here you arc! ’’ he said, giving it to Constance, who gave 
it to the postman. 

Fan, who had been keeping her muzzle warm with the extrem- 
ity of her tail on the sofa, jumped down to superintend the 
transaction. 

" Brrr! ’’ vibrated Mr. Povey as Constance shut the door. 

“What lots!” Constance exclaimed, rushing to the fire. 

“ Here, mother! Here, Sam!” 

The girl had resumed possession of the woman's body. 

Though the Baines family had few friends (sustained hospi- 
tality being Lttle practised in those days) they had, of course, 
many acquaintances, and, like other families, they counted their 
Christmas cards ns an Indian counts ^nlps. The talc wns satis- 
factory. There were between thirty ana forty envelopes. Con- 
stance extracted Christinas cards rapidly, reading their contents 
aloud, and then propping them up on the mantelpiece. Mrs. 
Baines assisted. Fan dealt with the envelopes on the floor. 
Mr. Povey, to prove that his soul was above toys ond gewgaws, 
continued to play the harmonium. 

"Oh, mother!” Constance murmured in a startled, hesitant 
voice, holding on envelope. 

"What is it, my chuck?” 

"It’s ” • 

TIic envelope was addressed to "Mrs. and Miss Baines” In 
large, perpendicular, dashing choracters which Constance in- 
stantly recognised ns Sophia’s. The stamps were strange, the 
postmark ‘ Paris.' Mrs. Baines leaned forward and looked. 

" Open it, child,” she said. 

The envelope contained an English Christmas card of n com- 
mon type, a spray of holly with greetings, and on it was written, 
" I do hope this will reach you on Christmos morning. Fondest 
love.” No signature, nor address. 

Mrs. Baines took it with a trembling hand, and adjusted het 
spectacles. She gazed at it a long time. 
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*' And it has done ! ” she said, and wept. 

She tried to speak again, but not being able to command 
herself, held forth the eard to Constance and jerked her head 
in the direetion of Mr. Povey. Constance rose and put the card 
on the keyboard of the harmonium. 

“ Sophia! '' she wliispcred. 

Mr. Povey stopped playing. •* Dear, dear! ” he muttered. 

Fan, perceiving that nobody was interested in her feats, sud- 
denly stood still. 

Mrs. Baines tried once more to speak, but could not. Then, 
her ringlets shaking beneath the band o f her weeds, she found 
her feet, stepped to the harmonium, and, with a movement almost 
convulsive, snatched the card from Mr. Povey, and returned to 
her chair. 

Mr. Povey abruptly left the room, followed by Fan. Both 
the women were in tears^ and he was tremendously surprised to 
discover a dangerous lump in his own throat. The beautiful 
and impcriiiud vision of Sophia, Sophia as she had left them, 
innocent, wayward, had swiftly risen up before him and made 
even him a woman too! Yet he had never liked Sophia. The 
awful secret wound in the family pride revealed itself to him as 
never before, and lie felt intensely the mother’s tragedy, which, 
she carried in her breast as Aunt Harriet had carried a canevrJ 

At dinner he said suddenly to Mrs. Baines, who still wept: 

Xow, mother, you must cheer up, you know/' 

\ cs, I must," she said quickly. And slie did do. 

Nt;itlicr Samuel nor Constance saw the card again. Little 
was said.^ There was nothing to say. As Sophia Jmd given no 
address she must be still ashamed of her situation. But she 
had thouglit of her mother and sister. She . . . she did not 

even know that Constance was married . . . What sort of a 

place was Paris {To Burslcy, Paris was nothing but the site 
of a great exhibition which had recently closed. 

Through the influence of Mrs. Baines a new servant was 
found for Constance in a village near Axe, a raw, comely girl 
who had never been in a * place.* And through the post it was 
arranged Uiot this innocent should come to the cave on the 
thirty-first of December. In obedience to the safe rule that 
servants sliould never be allowed to meet for the interchange 
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of opinions, Mrs. Baine.s ilccidccl to leave with her own serrant 
on the thirtieth. She would not be persuaded to spend the New 
Year in the Square. On the twenty-ninth poor Aunt Maria died 
all of a sudden in her cottage in Brougham Street. Everybody 
was duly distressed, and in particular Mrs. Baines’s demeanour 
tiiuler this affliction showed the perfection of correctness. But 
she caused it to be tinderstood that she should not remain for the 
funeral. Her nerves would be unequal to the ordeal; and, more- 
over, her servant must not stay to corrupt the new girl, nor could 
Mrs. Baines think of sending her servant to Axe in advance, 
to spend several days in idle gossip with her colleague. 

This decision took the backbone out of Aunt Maria’s funeral, 
which touched the extreme of modesty: a h ears e and a one-horse 
coAch. Mr. Povey was glad, because he Happened to be very 
busy. An hour before his mother-in-law’s departure he came 
into the parlour with the proof of a poster. 

” What is that, Samuel? ” asked Mrs. Baines, not dreaming of 
the blow that awaited her. 

" It’s for my first Annual Sale,” replied Mr. Povey with false 
tranquillity. 

Mrs. Baines merely tossed her head. Constance, happily for 
Constance, was not present at this final defeat of the old order. 
Had she been there, she would certainly not have known where 
to look. . 

“Forty next birthdoy!” Mr. Povey cxelaiined one dnjs with 
an expression and in a tone that were at once inoek-serious and 
sorious. This was on his thirty-ninth birthday. 

Constance was startled. S he hod, of course, been aware th at 
they were gettin g older, but she had never realized the piicnom- 
erion. 'liiough customers oceasionally remarked that Mr. Povey 
was stouter, and though when she helped him to measure himself 
for a new suit of clothes the tape proved the fact, he had not 
changed for her. She knew that she too had become somewhat 
stouter; but for herself, she remained exactly the same Constance. 
Only by recalling dates and by calculations could she really grasp 
that she had been married a little over six years and not a little 
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over six months. She had to admit that, if Samuel would be forty 
next birthday, she would be twenty-seven next birthday. But it 
would not be a real twenty-seven; nor would Sam’s forty be a 
real forty, like other people's twenty-sevens and forties. Not 
long since she had been in the habit of regarding a man of forty 
as senik . as practically in his grave. 

She reflected, and the more she reflected the more clearly she \ 
saw tliat after all the almanac s bad not lied. Look at Fan! | 
Yes, it must be five years since the memorable morning when I 
doubt first crossed the minds of Samuel and Constance ns to 
Fan’s moral principles. Samuel's enthusiasm for dogs was 
equalled by his ignorance of the dangers to which a young female 
of temperament may be exposed, and he was much disturbed as 
doubt developed into certainty. Fan, indeed, was the one being 
who did not suffer from shock and who had no fears as to the 
results. The animal, having a pure mind, was bereft of modesty. 
Sundry enormities had she committed, but none to rank with this 
one! The result was four quadrupeds recognizable as fo.x-ter- 
riers. Mr. Povey breathed again. Fan had had more luck tliaii 
she deserved, for the result might have been simply anything. 
Her owners forgave her and disposed of these fruits of i niquity , 
und tlien married her lawfully to a husband who was so high 
up in the world that he could demand a dowry. And now Fan 
was a grandmother, with fixed ideas and habits, and a son in the 
house, and various grandchildren scattered over the town. Fan 
was a seda te and disillusioned dog. S h^e knew the world as i t 
w nm, and in learning it she had taught her owners a boy.g__a hR. 

Then there was Maggie Hollins. Constance could still vividly 
recall the self-consciousness with which she had one day received 
Maggie and the heir of the Hollinses; hut it was a long time 
ago. After staggering half the town by' the production of this 
infant (of which she nearly died) Maggie allowed the angels 
to waft it away to heaven, and everybody said that she ought 
to be very thankful — at her age. Old women dug up out of 
their minds forgotten histories of the eccentricities of the goddess 
T nrinft, Mrs. Boines was most curiously interested; she talked 
freely to Constance, and Constance began to see what an incred- 
ible town Bursley had always been — and she never suspected 
it! l^Iaggic was now mother of other children, and the draggled^-' 
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luiiic mistress of a drunken liomc, and looked sixty. Despite lier 
propliccy, her husband had co nserv ed his ' habits.’ The Povoys 
ate all the lish they could, and sometimes more than they enjoyed, 
because on his sober days Hollins invariably started hi’s round at 
the sljop, and Constance had to buy for Majjgic’s sake. The 
worst of the worthless husband was that he seldom failed to be 
cheery and polite. He never missed asking after the health of 
-Mrs. Baines. And when Constance replied that her mother was 
■ pretty well considering,’ but that she would not come over to 
Bur.sley again until the Axe railway was ojicned, as she could not 
stand the ilrive, he would shake his grey head and be sympathet- 
ically gloomy for on instant. 

/VU- * tw oe .^ h aagiM ^in six y ears! The almanacs were in the 
right of it. ' 


But nothing had happened to her. Gradually she had obtained 
a sure ascendency over her mother, yet without’ seeking it, merely 
as the outcome of time's influences on her and on her mother 
respectively. Gradually she had gained skill and use in the man- 
agement of her household and of her share of the shop, so that 
these maeliines ran smoothly and cfTcclivcly and a sudden c ontre- 
ten^iio longer frightened her. Gradually she had conrtr*;^ 
n eh^ of Sainiicrs individuality, with the submerged rocks and 
perilous currents all carefully marked, so that she could now 
voyage unalarmcd in those seas. But nothing happened. Unless 
their visits to Buxton could be called happenings! Decidedly the 
visit to Buxton was the one little hill that rose out of the level 
plain of the year. They had formed the annual habit of going 
to Buxton for ten xlays. They had a way of saving: “Yes, we 
always go to Buxton. We went there for our honeymoon, you 
know. They had become confirmed Buxtonites, with views con- 
cerning St. Annc’s^Tcrracc. the Br oad Walk and Peel’s Cavern. 
Phey could not dream of deserting their Buxton. It Wthc sole 

possible resort. Was it not the highest town in England? Well, 

then! They always stayed at the same lodgings, and grew 
to be special favourites of the landlady, who whispered of them 
to all her other guests as having come to her house for their 
honeymoon, and ns never missing a year, and ns being roost 
respectable, superior people in quite a large way of business. 
Each year they walked out of Buxton station behind their lug- 
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gage on a truck, full of joy and pride because they knew all 
the landmarks, and the lie of all the streets, and which were the 
best shops. 

At the beginning, the notion of leaving the shop to hired 
custody had seemed almost fantastic, and the preparations for 
absence had been very complicated. Then it was that Mjss In* 
sull had detached herself from the other young lady assistants 
as a creature who could be absolutely trusted. Miss Insull was 
older than Constance; she hod a bad complexion, and she was 
not clever, but she was one of your reliable ones. The six years 
had witnessed the slow, steady rise of Miss Insull. Her em* 
])Ioycrs said ^ Miss Insull * in a tone quite different from that in 
which they said ' Mi ss Haw kins/ or ' Mi ss D add/ ' Miss In- 
sull ’ meant the end of a discussion. ^ Better tell Miss Insull/ 

* Miss Insull will see to that.' ' 1 sltall ask Miss Insull.' Miss 
InsuU slept in the house ten nights every year. Miss Insull had 
been called into consultation when it w*as decided to engage a 
fourth hand in the shape of an apprentice. 

Trade had improved in the point of excellence. It was now 
admitted to be good — a rare honour for trade ! The coal-mining 
boom was at its height, and c ollier s^ in addition to getting drunk, 
were buying American organs and expensive bull-tcrricrs. Often 
they would come to the shop to purchase cloth for coats for their 
dogs. And they would have good cloth. Mr. Povey did not like 
this. One day a buUy. cliosc for his dog the best cloth of Mr. 
Povey 's shop — at 12r. a yard. *MVill yc make it up.^ Tve 
gotten th* measurements/* asked the collier. ** No, I won’t!*' 
said Mr. Povey, hotly. ** And what's more, I won’t sell you the 
cloth cither! Cloth at I2r. a yard on a dog's back indeed! I’ll 
thank you to get out of my shop!'* The incident became his- 
toric, in the Square. It finally established that Mr. Povey w*as 
a worthy son-in-law and a solid and successful man. It vindi- 
cated the old pre-cmincncc of Baines's." Some surprise was 
expressed that Mr. Povey showed no desire nor tendency towards 
entering the public life of the town. But he never would, thougli 
a keen critic of the Local Board in private. And at the 

chapel be remained a simple private worshipper, refusing stew* 
ardships and trusteeships. 
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happy? Of course there was always some- 
thiiipr on her mind, something that had to be dealt willj, either 
in the shop or in tlie house, something to employ all the skill 
and experience which slic had acquired. Her life had much in 
it of laborious tedium — tedium never-ending and monotonous. 
And both she and Samuel worked consistently hard, rising early, 
' pushing forward,’ as the phrase ran, and going to bed early 
from sheer fatigue; week after week and month after month ns 
.season changed imperceptibly into season. In June and July 
it would happen to them occasionally to retire before the last 
silver of dtisk was out of the sky. They would lie in bed and 
talk placidly of their daily affairs. There would be a noise in 
the street below. Vaults closing!” Samuel would say, and 
yawn. cs, it n quite late,” Constance would say. And the 
Swiss clock would rapidly strike eleven on its coil of resonant 
wire. And then, just before she went to sleep, Constance might 
reflect upon l>rr destiny, ns even the busiest and smoothest women 




do, and she would decide that it was kind. Her mother’s gradual 
decline an<l lonely life at Axe sadtlrned her. The cards which 
came now and then at extremely long intervals from Sophia had 
been the cause of more sorrow than joy. The naive ecstasies of 
l»cr girlhood had long .^ince departed — the price paid for experi- 
ence anil solf-j)osscssioii and a true vision of things. The vast 
inherent melancholy of the universe did not exempt her. But 
ns she went to sleep she would he conscious of a vague content- 
ment. The basis of this contentment was the fact that she and 
Samuel comprehended and esteemed each other, and made allow- 
anoc.s for each other. Their characters had been tested and had 
stood the test. Affection, love, was not to them a salient phe- 
nomenon in their relations. Habit bad inevitably dulled its glit- 
ter. It was like a flavouring, scarce remarked; but had it been 
absent, bow they would hove turned from that dish! 

Samuel never, or hardly ever, set himself to meditate upon 
the problem whether or not life bad come up to his expectations. 
But he had, at times, strange sensations which he did not analyse, 
and which approached nearer to ecstasy than any feeling of Con- 
stance’s. Thus, when he was in one of his dark furies, molten 
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within and black without, the sudden thought of his wife's unal- 
terable ben ignant calm, which nothing could overthrow, miglit 
strike him into a wondering cold. For him she was astoundingly 
feminine.^ She w'ould put flowers on the mantelpiece, and then, 
liours afterwards, in the middle of a meal, ask him unexpectedly 
what he thought of her * garden; * and he gradually divined that 
a perfunctory reply left her unsatisfied; she wanted a genuine 
opinion ; K genuine opinion mattered to her. Fancy calling flow- 
ers on a mantelpiece a * garden How charming, how childlike! 
Tlicn she had a way, on Sunday mornings, when she descended 
to the parlour all ready for chapel, of sliutting the door at the 
foot of the stairs with a little bang, shaking herself, and turn- 
ing round swiftly as if for his inspection, as if saying: '‘Well, 
what about this? Will this do? A phenomenon always asso- 
ciated in his mind with the smell of kid gloves! Invariably 
she asked him about the colours and cut of her dresses. \A'ould 
lie prefer this, or that? He could not take such questions seri- 
ously until one day he happened to hint, merely hint, that he 
was not a thorough-going admirer of a certain new dress — it 
was her first new dress after the definite abandonment of crino- 
lines. She never wore it again. He thought she was not serious 
at first, and remonstrated against a joke being carried too far. 
She said: ** It's not a bit of use you talking, I shan't wear it 
again.*' And then he so far appreciated her seriousness as to 
refrain, by discretion, from any comment. The incident affected 
liixn for days. It flattered him; it thrilled him; but it baffled 
liiin. Strange that a woman subject to such caprices should be 
so sagacious, capable, and utterly reliable as Constance was! 

. l*'or the practical ond commonsense side of her eternally compelled 
his admiration. The very first example of it — her insistence 
that the simultaneous absence of both of them from the slio]) 
for half an hour or an hour twice a day would not mean the 
immediate downfall of the business — had remained in his mind 
ever since. Had she not been obstinate — in her benevolent way 
— against the old superstition which he had acquired from his 
etiiployers, they might have been eating separately to that day. 
Tlien her handling of her mother during the months of the siege 
of Paris, when Mrs. Baines was convinced that her sinful daugh- 
ter was in hourly danger of death, bad been extraordinarily fine- 
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he considered. And llic scjjuci, a card for Constance’s birthday^ 
lind eomplelcly justified her attitude. 

Sometimes some blundering fool ^ould jovially exclaim to 
the rn : 

What about that baby? ” 

Or a woman would remark quietly: ** I often feel sorry you’ve 
no cliildrcn.” 

And they would answer that really they did not know what 
tliey would do if there was a baby. Vvimt with the shop and one 
thing or another . . . ! And they were quite sinrerc. 

It is remarkable wliat a little thing will draw even the most 
rignlnr and serious people from the deep groove of their hobits. 
Om- morning in March, a b ojicslmk cr, nn nfTair on two equal 
wooden wheels joined by a bar of iron, in the middle of which 
was a wooden saddle, disturbed the gravity of St. Luke's Square. 
True, it was probably the first boneshaker that had ever attacked 
the gravity of St. Luke’s Square. It came out of the shop ol 
Daniel Povey, the confectioner and baker, and Samuel Povey’s 
celebrated cousin, in Boulton Terrace. Boulton Terrace formed 
nearly a right angle with the Baines premises, and at the corner 
of tlic angle Wedgwood Street and King Street left the Square. 
The boneshaker was brought forth by Dick Povey, the only son 
of Daniel, now aged eleven years, under the superintendence of 
his father, and the Square soon perceived that Dick had a natural 
talent for breaking-in nn untrained boneshaker. After a few 
attempts lie could remain on the back of the machine for at least 
ten yards, and his feats had the effect of endowing St. Luke’s 
Square witli the attractiveness of a circus. Samuel Povey watched 
with candid interest from the ambush of his door, while the unfor- 
tunate young lady assistants, though aware of the performance 
that was going on, dared not stir from the stove. Samuel was 
tremendously tempted to sally out boldly, and chat with his cousin 
about the toy; he had surely a better right to do so than any other 
tradesman in the Square, since he was of the family; but bis 
di^cncc prevented him from moving. Presently Daniel Povey 
and Dick went to the top of the Square with the machine, oppo* 
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site Holl's, and Dick, being carefully installed in the saddle, 
essayed to descend the gentle p aven slopes of the Square. He 
failed time after time; the machine had an astonishing vay of 
turning round, running uphill, and then lying calmly on its side. 
At this point of Dick’s life-history every shop-door in the Square 
was occupied by an audience. At last the boneshaker displayed 
less unwillingness to obey, and lo I in a moment Dick was riding 
down the Square, and the spectators held their breath as if he 
had been B Ion din crossing Niagara. Every second he ought to 
have fallen offT^but be contrived to keep upright. Already he 
had accomplished twenty yarda — thirty yards ! It was a miracle 
that he was performing! The transit continued, and seemed to 
occupy hours. And then a faint hope rose in the breast of 
tlic watchers that the prodigy might arrive .at the bottom of the 
Square. His speed was increasing with his ‘ nack.’ But 
the Square was enormous, boundless. Samuel Povey gazed at the 
approaching phenomenon, as a bird at a serpent, with b ulging , 
beady eyes. The child's speed went on increasing and his p-ith 
grew straighter. Yes, he would arrive; he would do it! Samuel 
Povey involuntarily lifted one leg in his nervous tension. And 
now the hope that Dick would arrive became a fear, as his pace 
grew still more rapid. Everybody lifted one leg, and gaped. 
And the intrep id child surged on, and, finally victorious, crashed 
into the pavement in front of Samuel at tlie rate of quite six 
miles an hour. 

Samuel picked him up, unscathed. And somehow this picking 
up of Dick invested Samuel with importance, gave him a share 
in the glory of the feat itself. 

Daniel Povey same running and joyous. “ Not so bad for a 
start, eh?” exclaimed the great Daniel. Though by no means a 
simple man, his pride in his offspring sometimes made him a 
little naive. 

Father and son explained the machine to Samuel, Dick inces- 
santly repeating the exceedingly strange truth that if you felt 
you were falling to your right you must turn to your right and 
vice versa. Samuel found himself suddenly admitted, as it were, 
to the inner fellowship of the boneshaker, exalted above the rest 
of the Square. In another adventure more thrilling events oc- 
curred. The fair-haired Dick was one of those dangerous, fren- 
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2 icd ninths wlio arc born without fear. The secret of the 
machine had been revealed to him in his recent transit, and he 


, * iransii, and he 

was silently determining^ to surpass himself. Prccaiiously bal- 
anced, he descended the Square again, frowning fi^mlTlus teeth 
set, and actually managed to swer\-y into King Street. Con- 
Ntance, in the parlour, saw an incomprehensible winged thing 
Hy past the window. The cousins Povey sounded an alarm and 
protest ami ran in pursuit; for the gra_dient of King Street is 
ni the strict sense, steep. Half-way down King Street Dick 
%vas trave ling at twenty miles an hour, and heading straight for 
the church, as though he meant to disestablish it and perish. 
The mau, gate of the churchyard was open, and that affrighting 
dll Id «,Ui ,-x hmat.es luck, whizzed safely through the portalt 
into Ood s acre. The cousins Povey discovered him lying on a 

green grave, clothed in pride. His first words were: " Dad did 

you pick my cap up? ” The symbolism of the amazing ride did 
not escape the Square; indeed, it was much discussed. 

Tins incident led to a friendship between the cousins. They 
formed a l.alnt of meeting in the Square for a chat. The nuet- 
mgs were the subject of comment, for Satmid's relations with 
the greater Daniel had always been of the most distant. It was 
understood that Samuel disapproved of Mrs. Daniel Povcv oven 
more tl.an the majority of people disapproved of her.* Mrs. 

norbeel'^T’ probably, had she 

not been Samuel would not even have gone to the length of 

joining Daniel on the neutral ground of the open Square But 

having once broken the ice, Samuel was glad to be on terms 

liJr n friendship flattered 

than S T*'’ ’ •"rger 

than Samuels; moreover, it consecrated his position as the equal 

of no matter what tradesman (apprentice though he had been). 

Danid^cy; he was a favourite among all 

nnd a sidesman at St. Luke's, he was, and had been for twenty- 
mm/w in the town. He was a tall, handsorne 

Zk rje ° jolly *»nile. and a flashing. 

dark eye. His good humour seemed to be permanent. He had 
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dignity without the slightest stiffness; he was welcomed by his 
equals and frankly adored by his inferiors. He ought to have 
been Chief Bailiff, for he was rich eiiougli; but there intervened 
a mysterious obstacle between Daniel Povey and tiie supreme 
honour, a scarcely tangible ioi pedim ent which could not be defi- 
nitely stated. He was capable, honest, industrious, successful, 
and an excellent speaker; and if he did not belong to the austcrer 
section of society, if, for example, he thought nothing of drop- 
ping into the Tiger for a glass of beer, or of using an oath occa- 
sionally, or of telling a facetious story — well, in a busy, broad- 
minded town of thirty thousand inliabitints, such procli vitie s 
are no bar whatever to perfect esteem. But — how is “one 
plirase it without wronging Daniel Jiovey? He was entirelyi 
moral; his views were unexceptionable. The truth is that, for> 
the ruling classes of Bursley, Daniel Povey was just a little loo 
fanatical a worshipper of the god Pan. He was one of the rem- 
nant who had kept alive the great Pan tradition from the days 
of the Regency through tlic vast, arid Victorian expanse of years., 
The flighty character of his wife was regarded by many as a/ 
judgment upon him for the robust R abclaisianism of his more! 
private conversation, for his frank interest in, his eternal prcoc-< 
cupalion with, aspects of life and human activity which, thougl^ 
essential to the divine purpose, ore not openly recognized as such 
— even by Daniel Poveys. Jt was not a question of his conduct/; 
it was a question of the cast of bis mind. If it did not explain 
his friendship with the rector of St. Luke's, it explained hi^ 
departure from the Primitive Methodist connexion, to wliich the 
Poveys as a family had belonged since Primitive Methodism was 
created in Turnhill in 1807. ^ 

Daniel Povey had a way of assuming Uiat every male was 
boiling over with interest in the sacred cult of Pan. The assump- 
tion, though sometimes causing inconvenience at first, usually 
conquered virtue of its inherent truthfulness. Thus it fell 
out with Samuel. Samuel had not suspected that Pan had silken 
cords to draw him. He had always averted his eyes from the 
god — that is to say, within reason. Yet now Daniel, on per- 
haps a couple of fine mornings a week, in full Square, with Fan 
sitting behind on the cold stones, and Mr. Critchlow ironic at 
his door in a long white apron, would entertain Samuel Povey 
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for Ijnlf an hour with Pan's most intimate lore, and Samuei 
Povey would not blench* He would, on the contrary, stand up 
to Daniel like a liltlc^ian, and i)rctcnd with all his might to be, 
potentially, a perfect arch-pricst of the god* Daniel taught him 
a lot; turned over the page of life for liim, as it were, and, 
showing the reverse side, seemed to say: “ You were missing all 
iliat.” Samuel ga^ed upwards at the handsome long nose and 
rich lips of his elder cousin, so experienced, so agreeable, so 
renowned, so esteemed, so philosophic, and admitted to himself 
that he had lived to the age of forty in a state of comparative 
b ooby i j in* And then he would gaze downwards at the faint 
patch of flour on DaniePs right leg, and conceive that life was, 
and must be, hfc. 

Not many weeks after his i nitia tion into the he was 
starlled by Constance's prcoccupTcd lace one evening. Now, n 
husband of six years’ standing, to whom it has not happened 
to become a father, is not easily startled by such a face as 
Constance wore. Years ago he had frccjucntly been startled, 
had frequently lived in suspense for a few days. Hut he had 
long since grown impervious to these alarms. And now he was 
startled again — but ns a man may be startled who is not alto* 
gether surprised at being startled. And seven endless days 
passed, and Samuel and Constance glanced at each other like 
guilty things, whose secret refuses to be kept* Then three more 
days passed, and another three. Then Samuel Povey remarked^ 
in a firm, masculine, focl*fronting tone: 

**Oh, there's no doubt about it!'' 

And they glanced at each other like conspirators who have 
lighted a fuse and cannot take refuge in flight. Their eyes said 
continually, with a delicious, an enchanting mixture of ingenuous 
modesty and fearful joy: 

" Well, we've gone and done it! " 

There it was, the incredible, incomprehensible future — com- 
ing! 

Samuel hod never correctly imagined Uic manner of its her- 
alding. He had imagined in his early simplicity that one day 
Constance, blushing, might put her mouth to his car and whisper 
— something positive. It had not occurred in the least like that* 
But things arc so obstinately, so incurably unsentimentaL 
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“ I think wc ought to drive over and tell mother, on Sunday,” 
said Constance. 

His impulse was to reply, in his grand, ofDiand style: Oh, 
a letter will do! ” 

But he checked himself and said, witli careful deference: 
“ You think that will be better than writing? ” 

All was changed. He braced every fibre to meet destinv, and 
to help Constance to meet it. 

The weatlicr threatened on Sunday. He went to Axe without 
Constance. His cousin drove him llicrc in a dog-carl, and lie 
announced that he should walk home, as the exercise would do 
him good. During the drive Daniel, in whom he had not con- 
fided, chattered as usual, and Samuel pretended to listen with 
the same attitude as usual; but secretly he despised Daniel for 
a man who has got something not of the first importance on the 
brain. His perspective was truer than Daniel’s. 

He walked home, as he had decided, over the wavy moorland 
of the county dreaming in the heart of England. Night fell 
on him in mid-career, and he was tired. But the earth, as it 
whirled through naked space, whirled up the moon for him, and 
he pressed on at a good speed. A wind from Arabia wandering 
cooled his face. And at last, over the brow of Toft End, he 
saw suddenly the Five Towns a-twinklc on their little lulls down 
in the vast amphitheatre. And one of those lamps was Con- 
stance’s lamp — one, somewhere. He lived, then. He entered 
into the shadow of nature. The mysteries made him solemn. 
What! A boneshaker, his cousin, and then this! 

" Well, I’m damned! Well, I'm damned I ” he kept repeating, 
he who never swore. 
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Constance stood at Uir large, niany-pnncd window in the parlour. 
She was stouter. Although always plump, her figure had been 
eomely, with a neat, well-marked waist. But now the shapeliness 
had gone; the waist-line no lunger existed, and tlicrc were no 
more crinolines to create it artilieially. An observer not under 
the charm of licr face might have been excused for calling her 
fat and lumpy . The face, grave, kind, and expectant, with its 
radiant, fresh cheeks, and the rounded softness of its curves, 
atoned for the figure. She was nearly twenty-nine years of age. 

It was late in October. In \Vcdg>vood Street, next to lloulton 
Terrace, all the little brown houses had been pulled down to make 
room for a palatial covered market, whose foundations were then 
being dug. This destruction exposed a vast area of sky to the 
north-cast. A great dark cloud Avith an untidy edge rose mas- 
sively out of the depths and curtained off the tender blue of 
approaching dusk; while in the west, behind Constance, tUejun 
was setting in calm and gorgeous melancholy on the Thursday 
hush of the town. It was one of those afternoons Avhich gather 
u]> all the sadness of the moving earth and transform it into 
beauty. 

Sninocl Povey turCrcd. the corner from Wedgwood Street, and 
crossed King Street obliquely to the front-door, wdiich Constance 
opened. He seemed tired and anxious. 

“ Well? ” demanded Constance, ns he entered. 

“She’s no belter. There’s no getting away from it, she’s 
Avorse. I slioiild have stayed, only I knew you’d be Avorrying. 
So I caught the three-fifty.” 

" How is that M rs. Gilch rist shaping as a nurse? ’’ 

“ She’s A’cry good,” said Samuel, with conviction. “ Very 
good ! ’’ 
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Wliat a blessing! I suppose you didn't happen to see the 
doctor? 

• Yes, 1 did/' 

“ What did he say to you? " 

Samuel gave a deprecating gesture, Didn't say anytluiig 
particular. With d ropsy , at that stage, you know 

Constance had returned to the windoM*, her expectancy appar- 
ently una])peased. 

** I don't like the look of that cloud," she niurinurcd. 

'‘What! Are they out still?" Samuel inquired, taking ott' 
his overcoat. 

"Here they arc!" cried Constance, Her features suddenly 
transfigured, she sprang to the door, pulled it open, and de- 
scended the steps, 

A perambulator was being rapidly pushed up the slope by 
a breathless girl. 

“ Constance gently protested, " I told you not to ven- 

ture far." 

" I ])urricd all 1 could, mum, soon as I seed that cloud," the 
girl puffed , with the air of one who is seriously thunk ful to 
liavc escaped a great disaster , 

Constance dived into the recesses of the perambulator and 
extricated from its c ocoon the centre of the universe, and scru- 
tinized him with quiet passion, and then rushed with him into 
the house, though not a drop of rain had yet fallen. 

"Precious!*' exclaimed Amy, in ecstasy, her young virginal 
eyes following him till he disappeared, Tlicn she wheeled nway 
the perambulator, which now had no more value nor interest than 
an egg-shell. It was necessary to take it right round to the 
Brougham Street yard entrance, past the front of the closed 
shop, 

Constance sat down on the horsehair sofa and hugged and 
kissed her prize before removing his bonnet. 

" Here's Daddy! " she said to him, ns if imparting strange and 
rapturous tidings# ** Here's Daddy come back from hanging up 
his coat in the passage! Daddy rubbing his hands ! " And tlicn, 
with a swift transition of voice and features: " Do look at bim^ 
Sam!" ' 

Samuel, preoccupied, stooped forward, " Oh, you little 
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scoundrel ! Oh, you little scoundrel ! he greeted the baby, od- 
raruing lus finger towards the baby's nose, 

1 he baby, who had hillicrto tuaintained a passive iiidilTcrcnce 
to cxlernal phenomena, lifted elbows and toes, blew bubbles from 
his tiny mouth, and stared at the finger with the most ravishing, 
roguish smile, as though saying: ** I know that great sticking-^out 
limb, and there is a joke about it svhich no one but me can sec, 
and which is my secret joy that you shall never share/' 

1 ca ready ? Samuel asked, resuming his gravity and his 
ordinary pose, 

‘ You must give the girl time to take her things off," said 
Constance. Well have the table drawn away from the fire, 
and baby can lie on his shawl on the licarthrug M*hilc wc*rc 
having tea." Then to the baby, in rapture: "And play with 
his toys; all his nice, nice toys! " 

" You know Miss Insull is slaying for lea?" 

Constance, her head bent over the baby, who formed a white 
patch on her comfortable brown frock, nodded without speaking. 

Samuel Povey, walking to and fro, began to enter into details 
of his hasty journey to Axe. Old Mrs. Boinrs, having beheld 
her grandson, was preparing to quit this world. Never again 
would she exclaim, in her brusque tone of genial ruthlcssncss* 
fiddlesticks! The situation was very difficult and distressing, 
for Constance could not leave her baby, and she would not, until 
the Inst urgency, run the risks of a journey with him to Axe# 
He M*as being wcane^. In any ease Constance could not have 
undertaken the nursing of her mother. A nurse had to be found. 
Mr. Povey had discovered one in the person of Mrs. G ilchrist, 
the second wife of a farmer at Malpas in Cheshire, wliose first 
wife had been a sister of the late John Baines. All the credit 
of Mrs. Gilchrist w.as due to Samuel Povey. Mrs. Baines fretted 
seriously about Sophia, who had given no sign of life for a very 
long time. Mr. Povey went to Manchester and ascertained 
definitely from the relatives of Seales that nothing was known 
of the pair. He did not go to Manchester especially on this 
errand. About once in three weeks, on Tuesdays, he had to visit 
the Manchester warehouses; but the tracking of Scales's rela- 
tive cost him so much trouble and time that, curiously, he came 
to believe that he had gone to ^Manchester one Tuesday for no 
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other end. Although he was very busy indeed in the sliop, he 
flew over to Axe and back whenever he possibly could, to tlic 
neglect of his affairs. He was glad to do all that was in his 
]>ower; even if he had not done it graciously hU sensitive, tyran- 
nie conscience would have forced him to do it. But nevertheless 
he felt rather virtuous, and worry and fatigue and loss of sleep 
intensified this sense of virtue. 

“ So that if there is any sudden change they will telegraph,” 
he finished, to Constance. 

She raised her head. The words, clinching what had led up 
to them, drew her from her dream and she saw, for a moment, 
her mother in an agony. 

” But you don't surely mean — ? ” she began, trying to disperse 
the p.iinful vision as unjustified by the facts. 

” My dear girl,” said .Samuel, with head singing, and hot eyes, 
and a consciousness of high tension in every nerve of his body, 
” I simply mean that if there's .any sudden change tliey will 
telegraph.” 

While they had tea, Samuel sitting opposite to his wife, and 
Miss Iiisiill nearly against the wall (owing to the moving of the 
tabic), the baby rolled about on the hearthrug, which had been 
covered with a large soft woollen shawl, originally the property 
of his great-gr.andmotlier. He had no cares, no responsibilities. 
The shawl was so vast that he could not clearly distinguish 
objects beyond its confines. On it lay an indiarubber ball, an 
indiarubher doll, a rattle, and fan. He vaguely recollected all 
four items, with their respective properties. Tiie fire al.so Avas 
an old friend. He had occasionally tried to touch it, but a high 
bright fence always came in between. For ten month.s he bad 
never spent a day without making experiments on this shifting 
universe in which he alone remained firm and stationary. The 
experiments were chiefly conducted out of idle amusement, but 
he was serious on the subject of food. Lately the behaviour of 
the universe in regard to his food had somewhat perplexed him, 
had indeed annoyed him. However, he was of a forgetful, happy 
disposition, and so long as the universe continued to fulfil its 
sole end as a machinery for the satisfaction, somehow, of bis 
imperious desires, he Avas not inclined to remonstrate. He. gazed 
at the flames and laughed, and laughed because he had laughed 
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He pushed the ball away and wri ggled after it, and captured it 
with the assurance of practice. He tried to swallow the doll, and 
it was not until lie had tried several times to swallow it that he 
rcnicmbcred the failure of previous efforts and philosophically 
desisted. He rolled with a fearful shock, arms and legs in air, 
^ against the mountainous flank of that mammo th Fan, and clutched 
at I an’s ear. The whole mass of Fan uphenved and vanished 
Iroiu his view, and was instantly forgotten by him. He seized 
the doll and tried to swallow it, and repeated the exhibition of 
his skill with the ball. Then lie saw the fire again and laughed. 
And so he existed for centuries: no responsibilities, no appetites; 
and the shawl was vast. Terrific operations wont on over his 
head. Giants moved to and fro. Great vessels were carried off 
and great books were brought and deep voices rumbled regularly 
in the spaces beyond the shawl. But he remained oblivious. At 
last he became aware that a face was looking down at his. He 
recognized it, and immediately an uncomfortable sensation in 
his stomach disturbed him; he tolerated it for fifty years or so, 
and then he gave a little cry. Life had resumed its seriousness. 

'• Black idpaca. B quality. Width 20, t.a. 22 yards," .Miss 
In-siill read out of a great book. She and Mr. Povey were 
checking stock. 

And Mr. Povey responded, " Block alpaca B quality. Width 

20, t.a. 22 yards. It wants ten minutes vet." He had glanced 
at the clock. 

Does it? ’ said Constance, well knowing that it wanted ten 
minutes. 

The baby did not guess that a high invisible god named Samuel 

J ovey, whom nothing escaped, and who could do everything at 

once, was controlling his universe from an inconceivable distance. 

On the contrary, the baby was crying to himself, There is no 
God. 

His weaning had reached the stage at which a baby really 
docs not know what will happen next. The annoyance had begun 
exactly three months after his first tooth, such being the rule 
of tlie gods, and it had gro^m more and more disconcerting. No 
sooner did he accustom himself to a new phenomenon than it 
mysteriously ceased, and an old one took Us place which he had 
utterly forgotten. This afternoon his mother nursed him, but 
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not until she had foolishly attempted to divert liim from the 
seriousness of life by means of gewgaws of which he was sick. 
Still, once at her rich breast, be forgave and forgot all. He 
preferred her simple natural breast to more modern inventions. 
And he had no shame, no modesty. Nor had his mother. It was 
an indecent carouse at which his father and Miss Insull had to 
assist. But his father had shame. His father would have pre- 
ferred that, as Miss Insull had kindly offered to stop and work 
on Thursday afternoon, and as the shop was chilly, the due 
rotation should have brought the bottle round at half-past five 
o’clock, and not the mother’s breast. He was a sclf-conscious 
parent, rather apologetic to the world, rather apt to stand off and 
pretend that he had nothing to do with the affair; and he gen- 
uinely disliked that anybody should witness the intimate scene 
of his wife feeding his baby. Especially Miss Insull, that pnin, 
dark, moustached spinster! He would not have called it an 
outrage on Miss Insull, to force her to witness the scene, but his 
idea approached within sight of the word. 

Constance blandly offered herself to the child, with the uncon- 
scious primitive savagery of a young motlicr, and as the baby 
fed, thoughts of her own mother flitted to and fro ceaselessly 
like vague shapes over the deep sea of content which filled her 
mind. This illness of her mother’s was abnormal, and the baby 
was now, for the first time perhaps, entirely normal in her con- 
sciousness. The baby was something which could be disturbed, 
not sotnething which did disturb. What a change ! \MkAt a 
change that had seemed impossible until its full accomplish* 
ment! 

For months before the birth, she Iiad glimpsed at nights 
and in other silent hours the tremendous upscL She had not 
allowed herself to be silly in advance; by temperament she 
was too sagacious, too well balanced for that; but she had 
had fitful instants of terror, when solid ground seemed to 
sink away from her, and imagination shook at what faced her. 
Instants only! Usually she could play the comedy of sensible 
calmness to almost perfection. Then the appointed time drew 
nigh. And still she smiled, and Samuel smiled. But the 
preparations, meticulous , intricate, revolutionary, belied their 
smiles. The intense resolve to keep Mrs. Baines, by methods 
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scruj.nlous or unscrupulous, away from Burslcy until all was 
over, belied their smiles. And then the first pains, sharp, 
shocking, erucl, heralds of torture ! Hut when they had 
witlidrawii, she smiled, again, palely. Then she was in bed, 
full of the sensation that the whole house was inverted and 
<]isorganized, hopelessly. And the doctor came into Uic room. 
She smiled at the doctor apologetically, foolishly, ns if saying: 
•' We all come to it. Here I am.” She was calm without. 
Oil, hut what a prey of abject fear within! ”I am at the 
edge of the precipice,” her thought ran; ” in a moment I 
shall be over.” And then the pains — not the heralds but the 
shattering army, endless, increasing in terror as they thundered 
aeross her. Yet .she could think, quite clearly: ” Now I’m 
in the middle of it. This is it, the horror that I have not 
dared to look at. My life's in the balance. I may never get 
up again. All has at last come to pass. It seemed as if it 
would never come, as if this thing could not happen to me. 
But at last it has come to pass] ” 

Ah! Some one put the twisted end of a towel into her 
hand again — she h.ad loosed it; and she pulled, pulled, enough 
to break cables. And then she shrieked. It was for pity. 
It was for some one to help her, at any rate to take notice of 
her. She was dying. Her soul was leaving her. And she 
was alone, panic-stricken, in the midst of a eatacljsm a 
thousand times surpassing all that she had ini^ned of 
sicktming horror. ” I cannot endure this,” she thought 
passionately. ^ ” It is impossible that I should be asked jfco 
endure this!” And then she wept; beaten, terrorized, smashed" 
and riven. No commonsense now! No wise calmness now! No 
self-respect now! Why, not even a woman now! Nothing but 
a kind of animalized victim! And then the supreme endless 
spasm, during which she gave up the ghost and bade good-bye 
to her very self. . . . 

She was lying quite comfortable in the soft bed; idle, silly; 
happiness forming like a thin crust over the lava of her anguish . 
and her fright. And by her side was the soul that had fought 
Its way out of her, ruthlessly; the secret disturber revealed to 
tbc light of morning. Curious to look at! Not like any baby 
that she had ever seen; red, creased, brutish! But— for some 
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reason that she did not examine — she folded it in an immense 
tenderness. 

Sam was by the bed, away from her eyes. Slie was so com- 
fortable and silly that she could not move her head nor even 
ask him to come round to her eyes. She had to wait till he 
came. 

In the afternoon the doctor returned, and astounded her by 
saying that hers had been an ideal conhnement. She was too 
weary to rebuke him for a senseless, blind, callous old man. 
But she knew what she knew. " No one will ever guess,” slic 
thought, "no one ever can guess, what I’ve been through! 'I'alk 
as you like. I know, now.” 

Gradually she had resumed cognizance of her household, per- 
ceiving that it was demoralized from top to bottom, and that 
when the t>mc came to begin upon it she would not be able 
to settle where^to begin, even supposing that the baby were 
not there to monopolize her attention. The task appalled her. 
Then she wanted to get up. Then she got up. What a blow to 
self-conhdcncc ! She went back to bed like a little scared rabbit 
to its hole, glad, glad to be on the soft pillows again. She 
said: "Yet the time must come when I shall be downstairs, 
and walking about and meeting people, and cooking and super- 
intending the millinery.” Well, it did come — except that she 
had to renounce the millinery to Miss Insull — but it was not 
the same. No, different! The baby pushed everything else 
on to another j)lanc. He was a terrific intruder; not one minute 
of her old daily life was left; he made no compromise whatever. 
If she turned away her gaze from him he might pop off into 
eternity and leave her. 

And now she was calmly and sensibly giving him suck in 
presence of Miss Insull. She was used to his importance, to 
the fragility of his organism, to waking twice every night, to 
being fat. ^ She was strong again. The convulsive twitching that 
for six months had worried her repose, had quite disappeared. 
The state of being a mother was normal, and the baby was 
so normal that she could not conceive the house without him. 

All in ten months! 

When the baby was installed in his cot for the night, she 
came dowMtairs and found Miss Insull and Samuel still work- 
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ing, nnd linrdor Ilian ever, but at addition sums now. She sat 
down, Iraving flit- door o|nn at tlic foot of tlie stairs. She bad 
embroidery in b.nid: a cap. And while .Miss Instill and Samuel 
combined pounds, shillings, and pence, whispering .at great 
.spied, she bent over the delicate, intim.alc, wasteful handiwork, 
drawing the needle with slow exactitude. Then she would raise 
her he.'id nnd listen. 


Excuse me,” said Miss Insull, " I think I hear baby crying.” 
“ And two arc eight and three arc eleven. He must cry,” 
said Mr. Povey, rapidly, without looking up. 

The baby’s parents did not make a practice of discussing 
their domestic existence even with Miss Insull; but Constance 


had to justify herself as a motlier. 

I’ve made perfectly sure lie’s comfortable,” said Constance. 
” He’s only crying because lie fancies lie’s neglected. And we 
think lie can’t begin too early to learn.” 

"How right you arc!” said Miss Insull. ” Two and carry 
three.” 

1 hat distant, feeble, qucruifliis, pitiful cry continued obsti* 
nali ly. It continued for tliirty minutes. Constance could not 
proceed with her work. The cry disintegrated her will, dis- 
solved her hard sag.acity. 


Without a word she crept upstairs, having carefully deposed 
the cap on her rocking-cimir. 


Mr. Povey hesitated a moment nnd then bounded up after 
her, startling Fan. He shut the door on Miss Insull, but Fan 
was too quick for him. He saw Constance with her hand m 
the bedroom door. 


" My dear girl,” he protested, holding himself In. ” Now 
wimt are you going to do? ” 

I’m just listening,” said Constance. 

" Do be reasonable nnd come downstairs.” 

He spoke in a low voice, scarcely masking his nervous ir- 
ritation, nnd tiptoed along the corridor towards her and up the 
two steps past the gas-burner. Fan followed, wagging her Ull 
expectant. • 

” Suppose he’s not well? ” Constance suggested. 

"Pshaw!” Mr. Povey exclaimed contemptuously. "You re- 
member what happened last night and what you said I” 
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They argued, subduing their tones to the false semblance of 
good-will, there in the closeness of the corridor. Fan, deceived, 
ceased to wag her tail and then trotted away. The baby's cry, 
beliind the door, rose to a mysterious despairing howl, whicli 
had such an effect on Constance’s heart that she could have 
walked through fire to reach the baby. But Mr. Povey’s will 
held her. And she rebelled, angry, hurt, resentful. Common- 
sense, the ideal of mutual forbearance, had winged away from 
that excited pair. It would have assuredly ended in a quarrel, 
with Samuel glaring at her in black fury from the other side 
of a bottomless chasm, had not Miss Jnsull most surprisingly 

burst up the stairs. 

Mr Povey turned Ic face her, swallowing his emotion. 

•■A telegram!” said Miss Insiill. ” The postmaster brought 

it down himself — ” 

“What? A fi-r perr y?” asked Samuel, opening the telegram 

with an affectation of majesty. 

“ Yes. He said it was too late for delivery by rights. But 

as it seemed very important ...” .... 

Samuel scanned it and nodded gravely; then gave it to Ins 


lid 


She 


I 


wife. Tears came into her eyes. 

"I’ll get Cousin Daniel to drive me over at once, sa 

Saimiel, master of himself and of the situation. 

"Wouldn’t it be better to lure?” Constance suggested. 

had a prejudice against Daniel. , i- i 

Mr. Povey shook his head. ‘ He offered, he replied. 

can’t refuse his offer. . , « 

" Put your thick overcoat on, dear, said Constance, in 

dream, descending with him. 

" I hope it isn’t—” Miss Insull slopped. 

" Yes it is. Miss Insull,” said Samuel, deliberately. 

In less than a minute be was gone. 

Constance ran upstairs. But the cry had ceased. She turned 
the door-knob softly, slowly, and crept into the chamber, 
night-light made large shadows among the heavy 
the crimson, tassellcd the close-eur^a.ncd room. And be 

tween the bed and the ottflUlon (on which lay Samuel s newly 
bought family Bible) the cot loomed in the shadows. She pmk^ 
up the night-light and stole round the bed. Yes, he had decid 
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to fall asleep. The hazard of death afar off had just defeated 
Iris devilish obstinacy. Tate had bcsjtd him. How marvel- 
lously soft and delicate that tear-stained cheek ! How frail 
tliat tiny, tiny clenched hand! In Constance grief and joy were 
mystically united. 


II 

riic dr.awing-room was full of %’isitors, in frocks of ceremony, 
'file old drawing-room, but newly and massively arranged with 
flic finest Victorian furniture from dead Aunt Harriet’s house 
at Axe; two Canterburys, ’ a large bookcase, a splendid .scin- 
tillant table solid beyond lifting, intricately tortured chairs and 
armchairs! The origin.al furniture of the drawing-room was 
now down in the parlour, making it grand. All the house 
breathed o pulenc e; it was gorged with quiet, restrained expen- 
siveness; tTTc least considerable objects, in the most modest 
corners, were what Mrs. Baines would have termed ‘ good.’ Con- 
stance and Samuel had half of all Aunt Harriet's money and 
half o ^ Mrs. Baines s; the other half was accumulating for a 
hypothetlenl Sophia, Mr. Critchlow being the trustee. The busi- 
ness continued to flourish. People knew that Samuel Povey was 
buying houses. Yet Samuel and Constance had not made 
friends; they had not, in the Five Towns phrase, ‘ branched 
out socially, though they had very meetly branched out on 
subscription lists. They kept themselves to themselves (empha- 
sizing the preposition). These guests were not their guests; they 
were the guests of Cyril. 

He had been named Samuel because Constance would have 
him named after his father, and Cyril because his father secretly 
despised the name of Samuel; and he was called Cyril; * Master 
Cyril,’ by Amy, deflnite successor to Maggie. His mother’s 
thoughts were on Cyril ns long ns she was awake. His father, 
when not planning Cyril’s welfare, was earning money whose 
uniquc^ect could be nothing but Cyril’s welfare. C^ril was 
the pivoTbf the house; <;j;cry desire ended somewhere in Cyril. 
The shop existed now solely for him. And those houses that 
Samuel bought by private treaty, or with a shamefaced air 
ot auctions -- somehow they were aimed at Cyril. Samuel and 
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CoDstance had ceased to be self-justifying beings; they never 
thought of themselves save as the parents of Cyril. 

They realized this by’ no means fully. Had they been 
accused of monoiUAliiA they would have smiled the smile of 
people confident in their coramonsensc and their mental balance. 
Nevertheless, they were monomaniacs. Instinctively they con- 
cealed the fact as much as possible. They never admitted it 
even to themselves. Samuel, indeed, would often say: ” Tliat 
child is not everybody’. That child must be kept in his place.” 
Constance was always teaching him consideration for his father 
as the most important person in the household. Samuel was 
alwavs teaching him consideration for his mother as the most 
important person in the household. Nothing was left undone to 
convince him that he was a cipher, a nonentity, who ought to 
be very glad to be alive. But he knew all about his importance, 
lie knew that the entire town was his. He knew that his 
parents were deceiving themselves. Even when he was pun- 
ished he well knew that it was because he was so important. 
He never imparted any portion of this knowledge to his parents; 
a primeval wisdom prompted him to retain it strictly in his own 
bosom. 

lie was four and a half years old, dark, like his father; 
handsome like his aunt, and tall for his age; not one of his 
features resembled a feature of his mother’s, but sometimes 
he ‘ had her look.' From the capricious production of inar- 
ticulate sounds, and then a few monosyllables that described 
concrete things and obvious desires, he had gradually acquired 
an astonishing idiomatic command over the most difficult of 
Teutonic languages; there was nothing that he could not say. 
He could walk and run, was full of exact knowledge about God, 
Olid entertained no doubt concerning the special partiality of a 
minor deity called Jesus towards himself. 

CNow, this party was his mother’s invention and scheme. His 
father, after flouting it, bad said that if it was to be done at 
all, it should be done well, and bad brought to the doing all his 
organizing skill. Cyril bad accepted it at first — merely accepted 
it; but, as the day approached and tlie preparations increased 
in magnitude, he had come to look on it with favour, then with 
enthusiasm. His father having taken him to Daniel Povey’s 
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opposite, to choose c.ikcs, lie had shown, by his solemn and 
fastidious waverings, how seriously he regarded tlic affair. 

Of course it had to occur on a Thursday afternoon. The 
season was summer, suitable for pale and fragile toilettes. 
And the eight children who sat round Aunt Harriet’s great 
table glittered like the sun. Not Constance’s specially pro- 
Mded napkins could hide that wealth and profusion of white 
lace and s^tel^y. Never in after-life are the genteel children 
of the Five Towns so richly clad as at the age of four or five 
years. Weeks of labour, thousands of cubic feet of gas, whole 
nights stolen from repose, eyesight, and general health, will 
di.sappcar into the manufacture of a single frock that accidental 
jam may ruin in ten seconds. Thus it was in Uiosc old days; 
and thus it is to-day. Cyril's guests ranged in years from four 
to six; they were chiefly older than their host; this was a pity, 
it impaired hi.s importance; but up to four years a child's 
sense of propriety, even of common decency, is altogcllicr too 
unreliable for a respectable party. 

Hound about the outskirts of the table were tlic elders, ladies 
the majority; they also in their best, for they liad to meet 
each other. Constance di.splaycd a new dress, of crimson 
silk; after having mourned for her mother she had definitely 
abandoned the black which, by reason of her duties in the 
shop, she had constantly worn from the age of sixteen to 
witliin a few months of Cyril’s birth; she never went into the 
shop now, except casually, on brief visits of inspection. She 
was still fat; the destroyer of her figure sat at the head of the 
table. Samuel kept close to her; he was the only male, until 
Mr. Critchlow aslonisliingly arrived; among the company Mr. 
Critchlow had a grand-niece. Samuel, if not in his best, was 
certainly not in his everyday suit. With his large frilled 
shirt-front, and small black tic, and his little black beard and 
dark face over that, he looked very nervous and self-conscious. 
He hod not the habit of entertaining. Nor had Constance; 
but her benevolence ever bubbling up to the calm surface of 
her personality made sclf-consciousness impossible for her. 
Miss InsuU was also present, in shop-block, ' to help.' Lostly 
there was Amy, now ns the years passed slowly assuming the 
character of a faithful retainer, though she was only twenty- 
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three* An ugly? abrupt, downright girl, with convenitnt 
notions of pleasure! For she would rise early and retire lair 
in order to contrive an hour to go out witli Master Cyril; and 
to be allowed to put Master Cyril to bed was, really, her higlicst 
bliss. 

All these ciders were continually inserting anus into tl)C 
fringe of (luif y cliildren that surrounded the heaped table; re- 
moving dangerous spoons out of cups into saucers, replacing 
plates, passing cakes, spreading jam, whispering consolations, 
explanations, and sage counsel. Mr. Critchlow, snow-white now 
but unbent, remarked that there was ‘ a pretty cackle,' and he 
sniifed. Although the window was slightly open, the air was 
heavy with the natural human odour which young children 
transpire. More than one mother, pressing her nose into a lacy 
nia.ss, to whisper, inhaled that pleasant perfume with a voluptuous 
thrill. 

Cyril, while attending steadily to the demands of his body, 
was in a njood which approached the ideal. Proud and radiant, 
lie combined urbanity with a certain fine condescension. His 
bright eyes, and his manner of scraping up jam with a spoon, 
said: I am the king of this party. This party is solely in 

my honour. I know that. We all know it Still, I will pretend 
that we are equals, you and I.'* He talked about his picture- 
books to a young woman on his right named Jennie, aged four, 
pale, pretty, the belle in fact, and Mr. Critchlow's grand-niece. 
The boy's attractiveness w*as indisputable; he could put on quite 
an aristocratic air. It was the most delicious sight to see 
them, Cyril and Jennie, so soft and delicate, so infantile on their 
piles of cushions and books, with their white socks and black 
shoes dangling far distant from the carpet; and yet so old, so 
self-contained ! And they were merely an ^itomc of the whole 
table. The whole table was bathed in the charm and mystery of 
young years, of helpless fragility, gentle forms, timid elegance, 
unshamed instincts, and waking souls. Constance and Samuel 
were very satisfied; full of praise for other people's children, 
but with the reserve that of course Cyril was hors concours. 
They both really did believe, at that moment, that Cyril was, in 
some subtle way which they felt but could not define, superior 
to all other infants. 
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Some one, some ofRcioiis relative of a visitor, began to i)nss 
a certain cake which lind brown walls, a roof of cocoa-nut 
icing, and a yellow body studded with crimson glo bules . Not 
a conspicuously gorgeous cake, not a cake to which a catholic 
child would be likely to attach particular importance; a good, 
average cake! Who could have guessed that it stood, in Cyril'? 
esteem, as the cake of cakes? He had insisted on his father 
buying it at Cousin Daniel's, and perhaps Samuel ought to 
have divined that for Cyril that cake was the gleam that an 
ardent spirit would follow through the wilderness. Samuel, 
however, was not a careful observer, and seriously lacked im- 
agination. Constance knew only that Cyril had mentioned the 
cake once or twice. Now by the hazard of destiny that cake 
found much favour, helped into popularity as it was by tlic 
blundering ofhcious relative who, not dreaming what volcano she 
was treading on, urged its merits with simpering enthusiasm. 
One boy took two slices, a slice in each hand ; he happened 
to be the visitor of whom the cake-distributor was o relative, 
and she protested; she expressed the shock she suffered. Where- 
upon both Constance and Samuel sprang forward and swore 
with angelic smiles that nothing could be more perfect than 
the propriety of that dear little fellow taking two slices of that 
cake. It was this hullaballoo that drew Cyril's attention to 
the evanescence of the cake of cakes. His face at once changed 
from calm pride to a dreadful anxiety. His eyes bulged out. 
His tiny mouth grew and grew, like a mouth in a nightmare. 
He was no longer human; he was a cakc-cating tiger being 
balked of his prey. Nobody noticed him. The officious fool 
of a woman persuaded Jennie to take the last slice of the cake, 
which was quite a thin slice. 

Then every one simultaneously noticed Cyril, for he gave 
a yell. It was not the cry of a despairing soul who sees his 
beautiful iridescent dream shattered at his feet; it was the cry 
of the strong, masterful spirit, furious. He turned upon Jennie, 
sobbing, and snatched at her cake. Unaccustomed to such be- 
haviour from hosts, and being besides a haughty put-you-in-your- 
placc beauty of the future, Jennie defended her cake. After 
all, it was not she who had token two slices at once. Cyril 
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hit tier in the eye, and then crammed most of the slice of cake 
into his enormous mouth. He could not swallow it, nor even 
mastigate it, for his throat was rigid and tight. So the cake 
projected from his red lips, and big tears watered it. The 
most awful mess you can conceive! Jennie wept loudly, and 
one or two others joined her in sympathj’, but the rest went 
on eating tranquilly, unmoved by the horror which transfixed 
their elders. 

A Imst to snatch food from a guest! A host to strike a 
guest I A gentleman to strike a lady! 

Constance whipped up Cyril from his chair and flew with 
him to his own room (once Samuel’s), where she smacked him 
on the arm and told him he was a very, very naughty boy and 
that she didn’t know wliat his father would say. She took the 
food out of his disgusting mouth — or as much of it as she 
could get at — and then she left him, on the bed. Miss Jennie 
was still in tears when, blushing scarlet and trying to smile, 
Constance returned to tlie drawing-room. Jennie would not 
be appeased. Happily Jennie's mother (being about to prc.scnt 
Jennie with a little brother — she hoped) was not present. Miss 
Insull had promised to see Jennie home, and it was decided 
that she should go. Mr. Crilchlow, in high sardonic spirits, 
said that he would go too; the three departed together, heavily 
charged with Constance's love and apologies. Then all pre- 
tended, and said loudly^ that what had happened was naught, 
that such things were ^ways happening at children’s parties! 
And visitors’ relatives qsssycrated that Cyril was a perfect darling 
and that really Mrs. Povey must not . , 

But the attempt to keep up appearance was a failure. 

The Methuselah of visitors, a gaping girl of nearly eight 
years, walked across the room to where Constance was stand- 
ing, and said in a loud, confidential, fatuous voice: 

“Cyril hat been a rude boy, hasn’t he, Mrs. Povcy>’’ 

The clumsiness of children is sometimes tragic. 

Later, there was a trickling stream of fluffy bundles down 
the cr^ked and throagh the parlour and an out into 

King Street. And Constance received many compliments and 
•undry appeals that darUng Cyril should be forgiven. 
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“ I tliouglit you said that boy was in liis bedroom/’ »aid 
Samuel to Constance, coming into the parlour when the lart 
guest had gone. Each avoided the other’s eyes. 

" Yes, isn’t he? ’* 

“ No.” 

“ Tlie little jockey!” (“Jockey,” an essay in the playful, 
towards making light of the jockey’s sin!) “I expect he’s 
hern in search of Amy.” 

She went to the top of the kitchen stairs and called out: 

“ Amy, is Master Cyril down there? ” 

“ Master Cyril? No, mum. But he was in the parlour o 
bit ago, after the first and second lot had gone. I told him 
to go upstairs and'bc o good boy.” 

Nut for a few moments did the suspicion enter the minds 
of Samuel and Constance that Cyril might be missing, that 
the house might not contain Cyril. But having once entered, 
the suspicion became a certainty. Amy, cross-examined, burst 
into sudden tears, admitting that the side-door might have been 
open when, having sped ‘ the second lot,* she criminally left 
Cyril alone in the parlour in order to descend for an instant 
to her kitchen. Dusk was gathering. Amy saw tlic defenceless 
innocent wandering about all night in the deserted streets of a 
great city. A similar vision with precise details of canals, 
trnmcar-whccls, and cellar-flaps, disturbed Constance. Samuel 
said that anyhow he could not have, got far, that some one 
was bound to remark and recognise him, and restore him. “ Yes, 
of course,” thought sensible Constance. "But supposing—” 

They all three searched the entire liousc again. Then, in 
the drawing-room (which was in a sad condition of anticlimax) 
Amy exclaimed: 

“Eh, master! There’s town-crlcr crossing tlic Square, 
Hadn’t ye belter have Inm cried?” 

** Run out and stop him,” Constance commanded. 

And Amy flew. 

Samuel and the aged town-cricr parleyed at the side door, 
the women in the background. 

“ I canna’ cry him without my bell,” drawled tlic crier, strok- 
ing his shabby uniform. *' My bell’s at wum (home). I mun 
go and fetch my bell. Yo’ write it down on a bit o’ paper 
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for me so as I can read it, and I’ll foot off for my bell. Folk 
wouldna' listen to me if I hadna’ goUen luy bell/’ 

Thus was Cyril cried. 

“ Amy,"' said Constance, when she and the girl were alone, 
‘‘ there’s no use in you standing blubbering tlicrc. Get to work 
and clear up that drawing-room, do! The child is sure to be 
found soon. Y'our master's gone out, too/' 

Brave words! Constance aided in the drawing-room and 
kitchen. Theirs was the woman's lot in a great crisis. Plates 
liave always to be washed. 

Very shortly afterwards, Samuel Povey came into the kitchen 
by the underground passage which led past the two cellars to 
the yard and to Brougham Street. He was carrying in Ids arms 
an obscene black mass* This mass was Cyril, once while. 

Constance screamed. She was at liberty to give way to her 
fcadings, because Amy happened to be upstairs. 

“ SUmd away! " cried Mr. Povey. " He isn’t fit to touch." 

And Mr. Povey made os if to pass directly onward, ignoring 
the mother. 

“Wherever did you find him?" 

“ I found him in tlic far cellar," said Mr. Povey, compelled 
to stop, after all. " He was down there with me yesterday, and 
it just occurred to me that he miglit have gone there again." 

"What! All in the dark.>" 

"He'd lighted a candle, if you please! I'd left a candle- 
stick and a box of matches handy because I hadn't fmislied 
that shelving." 

" Well!" Constance muimurcd. "I can't think how ever he 
dared go there all alone! " 

"Can't you?" said Mr. Povey, cynically. "I can. He 
simply did it to frighten us." 

"Oh, Cyril!" Constance admonished the child. "Cyril!" 

The child showed no emotion* His face was an enigma. It 
miglit have hidden sullcnncss or mere callous indifference, or 
a perfect unconsciousness of sin* 

" Give him to me," said Constance* 

"Til look after him this evening/' said Samuel, grimly. 

" But you can't wash him," said Constance, her relief yield* 
ing to apprehension* 
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Wliy not?'* deniAridcd Mr. Povcy. And lie moved off. 

But Sam—* 

‘‘I'Jl look after him, I tell you!** Mr. J^ovey repeated, 
tlireatcningly. 

But what arc you going to do? *' Constance asked with 
fear. 

‘*\\e]l/' said Mr. Povey, has this sort of thing got to be 
dealt with, or hasn’t it? ” He departed upstairs. 

Constance overtook him at the door of CyriTs bedroom. 

Mr. Povey did not yrttil for her to speak. His eyes were 
blazing. 

“See here!'* he admonished her cruelly. ** You get away 
downstairs, mother!** 

And he disappeared into the bedroom with his vile and help* 
less victim. 

A moment later he popped his head out of the door. Con- 
stance was disobeying him. He .stepped into the passage and 
shut the door so that Cyril should not hear. 

“ Now please do ns I tell you,** he hissed at his %vife, 
*' Don’t let's have a scene, ]>lcasc.*' 

She dcsccn<lejl, slowly, Mceping. And Mr. Povey retired again 
to the place of execution. 

Amy nearly fell on the top of Constance with a final tray 
of things from the drawing-room. And Constance had to tell 
the girl that Cyril was found. Somehow she could not resist 
the instinct to tell her also that the master had the affair in 
hand. Amy then wept. 

After about an hour Mr. Povey at last reappeored. Con- 
stance was trying to count silver teaspoons in the parlour. 

He's in bed now,** said Mr. Povey, with a magnificent at- 
tempt to be nonchalant. ** You mustn't go near him/* 

“But have you washed him?** Constance whimpered. 

“ I've washed him,** replied the astonishing Mr. Povey. 

“ Wlmt have you done to him?** 

** Tve punished him, of course,** said Mr. Povey, like a god 
who is above human weaknesses. “ What did you expect me 
to do? Someone had to do it.** 

Constance wiped her eyes with the edge of the white apron 
which she was wearing over her new silk dress. She surrendered} 
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slic accepted the situation; she made the best of it. And all 
the evening was spent in dismally and horribly pretending that 
their Jiearts were beating as one. Mr. Povcy*s elaborate, cheery 
kin<Uincss was extremely painful. 

They went to bed, and in their bedroom Constance, as she 
stood close to Samuel, suddenly dropped the pretence, and with 
eyes and voice of anguish said: 

** You must let me look at him.*’ 

They faced each other. For a brief instant Cyril did not 
exist for Constance. Samuel alone obsessed her, and yet Sannu l 
seemed a strange, unknown man. It was in Constance's life 
one of those crises when the human soul seems to be on the 
very brink of mysterious and diseoncerting cognitions, and tlicn 
the wave recedes as incx]){icably as it surged up. 

‘MVliy, of course!” said Mr. Povey, turning away lightly, 
as tiiough to imply that slie was making tragedies out of noth- 
ing. 

She gave an involuntary gesture of almost childish relief. 

Cyril slept calmly. It was a triunjph for Mr. Povey. 

Constance could not sleep. As she lay darkly awake by her 
liii.sband, her secret being seemed to be a-quiver with emotion. 
Not exactly sorrow; not exactly joy; an emotion more elemental 
tlian these! A sensation of the intensity of her life in that 
hour; troubling, anxious, yet not sad! She said that Sainucd was 
quite right, quite right. And then she said that the poor little 
thing wasn’t yet five years old, and that it was monstrous. Tlic 
two h.ad to be reconciled. And they never could be reconciled. 
Always she would be between them, to reconcile them, and 
to be cruslicd by their impact. Always she would have to bear 
the burden of both of them. There could he no ease for her, 
no s urcc^ e from a tremendous preoccupation and responsibility. 
She could not change Samuel; besides, he was right! And 
though Cyril was not yet five, she felt that she could not change 
Cyril either. ) He was just as unchangeable ns a growing plant. 
The tliought of her mother and Sophia did not present itself 
to her; she felt, however, somewhat as Mrs. Baines had felt 
on historic occasions; but, being more softly kind, younger, 
and less chafed by destiny, she was conscious of no bitterness, 
conscious rather of a solemn blessedness. 
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"Now, M.nslcr Cyrh,” Amy protested, “will you leave that fire 
alone? it's not you that can mend my fires.” 

A boy of nine, great and heavy for his years, with a full 
face and very short hair, bent over the smoking grate. It was 
about live minutes to eight on a ehilly morning after Easter. 
Amy, hastily clad in blue, with a rough brown apron, was set- 
ting tlic breakfast table. The boy turned his head, still bend- 
ing, 

" Shut up, Arne,” he replied, smiling. Life being short, be 
usually called her Arne wlien they were alone together. “ Or 
I’ll cateh you one in the eye with tl>c poker.” 

“Von ought to be ashamed of yourself/' said Aray. "And 
you know your mother told you to wash your feet this morn- 
ing, and you haven’t done. Fine clothes is all very well, but — ” 
” Who says I haven’t washed my feet? ” asked Cyril, guiltily. 
Amy’s mention of fine clothes referred to the fact that he 
was tliat morning wearing his Sunday suit for the first time on 
a week-day. 

“ I say you liavcn’l,” said Amy. 

She was more than three times his age still, but they had 
been treating each other as intellectual equals for years. 

" And how do you know? ” asked Cyril, tired of the fire. 

" I know,” said Amy. 

Well, you just don't, then!” said Cyril. "And what about 
1 /our feet? I should be sorry to see your feet, Anie." 

I Amy was excusably annoyed. She tossed her head. " My 
^JJect arc as clean as yours any day/' she said. " And I shall 
''U‘11 your mother.” 

But he would not leave her feet alone, and there ensued 
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one of those endless monotonous altercations on a single theme 
which occur so often between intellectual equals when one is 
a young son of the bouse and the other an established servant 
who adores him- Refined minds would have found the talk 
disgusting, but the sentiment of disgust seemed to be unknown 
to either of the wranglers. At last, when Amy by superior 
taetics had cornered him, Cyril said suddenly: 

'‘Oh, go to hell!" 

Amy banged down the spoon for the ba^on gravy^ Now 
I shall tell your mollicr. Mark my words, this time I shall 
tell your mother.** 

Cvril felt that in truth he had gone rather far. He was 
perfectly sure that Amy would not tell his mother. And yet, 
fiupjm.sing that by some freak of her nature she did! The 
consequences would be unutterable; the consequences would more 
tluir^ extinguish his private glory in the use of such a dashing 
word. So he laughed, a rather silly, giggling laugh, to reas- 
sure hiinsclf. 


“ You daren't,'* he said. 

“Daren't I?*' she said grimly. “You'll see. I don't know 
where you learn! It fair beats me. But it isn't Amy Bates 
as is going to be sworn at. As soon ns ever your mother 
comes into this room!'* 


The door at the foot of the stairs creaked and Constance 
came into the room. She W'as wearing a dnss of innjeiita- 
meri no. and a gold chain descended from her neck over her 
fich bosom. She had scarcely aged in five years. It would 
have been surprising if she had altered much, for the years 
had passed over her head at an incredible rate. To her it 
appeared only a few months since Cyril's first and last party. 

!' Arc you all ready, my pet.^ Let roe look at you. Con- 
stance greeted the boy with her usual briglit, soft energy. 

Cyril glanced at Aiuy, who averted her head, putting spoons 
into three saucers. 

“ Yes, mother," he replied in a new voice, 

Did you do what I told you?*’ 

Yes, mother," he said simply. 

That's rigid." 

Amy made a faint noise w'ilh her lips, and departed. 
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He w.is snved once more. He said to himself that never 
again would lie jicrmit his soul to be disturbed by any threat 
of old Arne’s. 

Constance’s hand descended into her pocket and drew out 
a hanl jiaper packet, which slic clapped on to her son’s head. 

"Oil, mother!” He pretended that she hud hurt him, and 
then he opened the packet. It contained Conglcton butter- 
scotch, reputed a harmless sweetmeat. 

"Good!” he cried, "good! Oh I 'riianks, mother.” 

Now don’t begin eating them at once.” 

” Just one, mother.” 

” No! And how often have I told you to keep your feel 
ofl that feiukr- Sec how it’s bent. And it’s nobody but you.” 

" It’s no use bcinp sorry if you persist in doing it/' 

"Oil, mother, I had such a funny dream!" 

They chatted until Amy came up the stairs with tea and 
bacon. The fire had developed from black to clear red. 

^*^Run and tell father that breakfast is ready/' 

After a little delay a spectacled man of fifty, short and 
stoutish, with grey hair and a small beard half grey and half 
black, entered from the shop. Samuel had certainly very much 
aged, especially in his gestures, which, however, were still quick. 
Me sat down at once his wife and son were already seated 
— and served the bacon with the rapid assurance of one who 
needs not to inquire about tastes and appetites. Not a word 
was said, except a brief grace by Samuel. But there was no 
restraint. Samuel had a mild, benignant air. Constance's SJStfi 
were a fountain of cheerfulness. The boy sat between them and 
ate steadily. 

Mysterious creature, this child, mysteriously growing and 
growing in the house! To his mother he was a delicious joy 
at all times save when he disobeyed his father. But now for 
quite a eonsidcrobic period there liad been no serious collision. 
The boy seemed to be ocquiring virtue as well as sense. And 
really he was charming. So big, truly enormous (every one 
remarked on it), and yet graceful, liiluJ, with a smile thot could 
ravish. And he was distinguished in his bearing. Without de 
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preciating Samael in her faithful heart, Constance saw plainly 
the singular differences between Samuel and the boy. Save 
that he was dark, and that his fatlier’s ' dangerous look ’ came 
into those childish eyes occasionally, Cyril had now scarcely 
any obvious resemblance to his father. He was a Baines. This 
naturally deepened Constances family pride. Yes, he was 
mysterious to Constance, though probably not more so than 
aiiv other boy to any other parent. He was equally 
mysterious to Samuel, but otherwise Mr. Povey had learned 
to regard him in the light of a parcel which he was always 
attempting to wrap up in a piece of paper imperceptibly too 
small. When he successfully covered the parcel at one corner 
it burst out at another, and this went on for ever, and he could 
never get the string on. Nevertheless, Mr. Povey had unabated 
confidence in his skill as a parcel-wrapper. The boy was 
strangely subtle at times, but then at times he was nstoundingly 
ingenuous, and then his dodges, would not deceive the dullest. 
Mr. Povey knew himself more than a match for his son. He 
was proud of him because he regarded him as not an ordinary 
boy; he took it os a matter of course that bis boy should not 
be an ordinary hoy. He never, or very rarely, praised Cyril. 
Cyril thought of his father as a man who, in response to any 
request, always began by answering with a thoughtful, serious 
‘ No, I’m afraid not.’ 

“So you haven't lost your appetite!” his mother commented. 

Cyril grinned. " Did you expect me to, mother? ” 

“ Let me see,” said Samuel, as if vaguely recalling aii un- 
important fact “ It’s to-duy you begin to go to school, isn t 
it?” 

“I wish father wouldn’t be such a chump!” Cyril reflected. 
And, considering that this commencement of school (real school, 
not a girls’ school, as once) had been the chief topic in the 
house for days, weeks ; considering that it now occupied and 
filled all hearts, Cyril’s reflection was excusable. 

“ Now, there’s one thing you must always remember, my boy, 
said Mr. Povey. “ Promptness. Never be late cither in going 
to school or in coming home. And in order that you may 
have no excuse ” — Mr. Povey pressed on the word ‘ excuse, as 
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tlioiigli condemning Cyril in advnncc — “here’s something for 
yon ! ’’ He said tlic Inst words quickly, witli a sort of modest 
shame. 

It was a silver watch and chain. 

Cyril was staggered. .So also was Constance, for Mr. Povey 
could keep his own counsel. At long intervals lie would prove, 
thus, that he was a mighty soul, capable of sublime deeds. The 
watch was the iiiiicjuc Howcriiig of Mr. Povey’s ])rofound but 
harsh aflcction. It lay on the table like a miracle. This day 
was a great <l.ay, a supremely exciting day in Cyril's history, 
aiul not less .so in llie liistory of his jinrents. 

I !■«" its owner n pp i-li tf 

Routine was ignored tliat morning. Father did not go 
back into tlic .shop. At length the moment came wlicn father 
put on his hat and overcoat to lake Cyril, and Cyril’s watch 
and satchel, to the l'.ndowcd School, which had quarters in 
the \^'edg^vood Institution close by. A solemn departure, and 
Cyril could not pretend by his ilcmcnnour that it was not! 
Constance desired to kiss him, but refrained. He would not 
Jiave liked it. She watched them from the window. Cyril was 
nearly ns tall as his father; that is to say, not nearly os tall, 
hut creeping up his father’s shoulder. She felt tliat the eyes 
ol the town must he on the pair. She was very happy, and 
iicnous. 

At dinner-time n triumph seemed probable, and at tea-time, 
when Cyril came home under a mortar-board hat and with a 
satchel full of new books and a licad full of new ideas, the 
triumph was actually and definitely achieved. He had been 
put into the third form, and he announced that he should 
soon he at the top of it. He was cnchniited with the life of 
school; he liked the other hoys, and it appeared that the 
other hoys liked liiiii. The fact was that, with a new silver 
watch and a packet of sweets, he had begun his new career in 
the most advantageous circumstances. Moreover, he possessed 
qualities which ensure success at school. He was big, and 
easy, with n captivating smile and a marked aptitude to learn 
those things which boys insist on teaching to their new com- 
rades. He had muscle, a brave demeanour, and no conceit. 

During tea the parlour began to accustom itself to a new 
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voc«bulnrv, containing such words as ‘ fellows/ ‘ kept in/ ' lincs> 
'rot/ ‘recess/ 'jolly/ To some of these words the parents, 
especially Mr. Povey, had an instinct to object, but they could 
not object, somehow they did not seem to get an opportunity 
to object; they were carried away on the torrent, and after 
all, their excitement and pleasure in tlie exceeding romantic 
novelty of existence were just as intense and nearly as ingenuous 
ns their son’s. 


He demonstrated that unless he was allowed to stay up 
later than aforeliine he woidd not be able to do his home-work, 
and hence would not keep that place in the school to which 
his talents entitled him. Mr. Povey suggested, but only with 
half a heart, that he should get up earlier in tlic morning. 
The proposal fell flat. K very bod y kn^' and admitted that 
nothing save the scorpions of absolute necessity, or a tremendous 
occasion sucb as that 2)articu]ar morning’sj_ would^ dri ve Cyr il 
Ptom lus J)cd until the. smell— of bocon ros e t o him from the 
kitcren* The parlour table w.as consecrated to his lessons. 
It became generally known that * Cyril was doing his lessons.' 
His father scanned the new text-books wliilc Cyril con- 
descendingly explained to lum that all ethers were superseded 
and worthless. His father contrived to maintain an .air of 
preserving his mental equilibrium, but not his mother; slic gave 
it up, she who till that day had under his father's direction 
taught him nearly all that he knew, and Cyril passed above 
her into regions of knowledge where she made no pretence of 
being able to follow him. 

^Vhen the lessons were done, and Cyril had wiped his fingers 
on bits of blotting-paper, and his father had expressed 
qii.alificd approval and had gone into the shop, Cyril said to 
his mother, with that delicious hesitation which overtook him 
sometimes: 

" Mother/' 

Well, my pet/' 


ti 


tt 
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I want you to do something for me*'* 
Well, what is it?" 

No, you must promise." 

I'll do it if I can." 

But you can. It isn’t doing. It's not 


doing.' 
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" Come. Cyril, out willi it.” 

I don't want you to come in and look at roe after I'm 
asleep any more.” 

” But, you silly boy, M’liat dilTerencc can it make to you if 
you’re asleep ? ” 

I don't want you to. It’s like ns if I was a baby. You'll 
have to stop doing it some day, and so you may as well stop 
now.” 

It was thus that he meant to turn his back on his youth. 

She smiled. She was incomprehensibly liappy. She continued 
to smile. 

■■ Now you'll promise, won't you, mother?” 

She rapped him on the head with her thimble, lovingly. He 
took tlic gesture for consent. 

” You arc a baby,” she murmured. 

*' Now I shall trutt you,” he said, ignoring this. ” Say 
‘ honour bright.’ ” 

“ Honour bright.” 

With wlmt a long caress her eyes followed him, as he went 
up to bed on his great sturdy legs 1 She was thankful that 
school had not contaminated her adorable innocent. If she 
could have been Amc for twenty-four hours, she perhaps would 
not have hesitated to put butter into his mouth lest it should 
melt. 

•Mr. Povey and Constance talked late and low that night. 
They could neither of them sleep; they had little desire to 
sleep. Constance’s face said to her husband: ” I’ve always 
stuck up for that boy, in spite of your severities, and you see 
how right I was!” And Mr. Povey 's face said: "You see now 
the brilliant Success of my system. You see how my educa- 
tional theories have justified themselves. Never been to a 
school before, except that wretched little dame’s school, and 
he goes practically straight to the top of the third form — at 
nine years of age!” They discussed his future. There could 
be no sign of lunacy in discussing his future up to a certain 
point, but each felt that to discuss the ultimate career of a 
child nine years old would not be the net of a sensible parent; 
only foolish parents would be so fond. Yet each was dying 
to discuss his ultimate career. Constance yielded first to the 
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tccDptalion^ as became her. Mr. Povey scoffed, aud then, to 
humour Constance, yielded also. The matter was soon fnirly 
on the carpet. Constance was relieved to find that Mr. 
Povey had no thought whatever of putting Cyril in the shop. 
No; Mr. Povey did not desire to chop wood with a razor. 
Their son must and would ascend. Doctor! Solicitor! Bar- 
rister! Not barrister — barrister was fantastic. When they had 


IUk 


N^odv really thouaht that this almost idea 


argued for about half an hour Mr. Povey intimated suddenly 
tluit the conversation was unworthy of their practical coiumou- 
sense, and went to sleep. . 

cy-rii 

N^ody really thought that this almost ideal condition of 
things would persist: an enterprise conjmonccd in such glory 
must surely traverse periods of difficulty and even of temporary 
disaster. But no! Cyril seemed to be made specially for 
scliooh Before Mr. Povey and Constance had quite accus- 
tomed themselves to being the parents of ‘a great lad,^ before 
Cyril had broken the glass of his miraculous watch more than 
onec, the summer term had come to a end and there arrived 


the e.tcit;itions of the prize-giving, as it was called; for at that 
epoch the smaller schools had not found the e ffronte ry to dub 
the breaking-up ceremony a * speech-day.’ This prize-giving 
furnished a particular joy to Mr. and Mrs. Povey. Although 
the prizes were notoriously few in number — partly to add to 
tljeir significance, and partly to diminish their cost (the foun- 
dation was poor) — Cyril won a prize, a box of geometrical 
instruments of precision; also he reached the top of his form, 
and was marked for promotion to the formidable Fourth. 
Samuel and Constance were bidden to the large hall of the 
Wedgwood Institution of a summer afternoon, and they snw 
the whole Board of Governors raised on a rosttuui, and in the 
middle, in front of what he referred to, in liis aristocratic 
London accent, as * a beggarly array of rewards,’ the aged and 
celebrated Sir ThAmAo W’ilbrahnm, ex-M.P., Inst 

respectable member of his ancient line. And Sir Thomas 
^ gave the box of instruments to Cyril, and shook hands witl* 
him. >Aiid everybody was very well dressed . Samuel, wb^ ^ 

WiX 'rJ- To 
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had never attended anytliing but a National School, recalled 
the simple rigours of his own boyhood, and swelled. For cer- 
tainly, of all the parents present, he was among the richest. 
When, in the informal promiscuities which followed the prize 
distribvition, Cyril joined his father and mother, sheepishly, they 
<luly did their best to make light of his achievements, and f.ailed. 
'i'he walls of the hall were covered with specimens of the ))upils’ 
skill, and the headmaster was observed to direct the attention 
of the mighty to a map done by Cyril. Of course it was a 
map of Ireland, Ireland being the map chosen by every map- 
drawing schoolboy who is free to choose. For a third-form hoy 
it was considered a masterpiece. In the shading of mountains 
Cyril was already a p mtligy . Never, it was said, had the Mac- 
gillycuddy Reeks been indicated by a member of that school with 
a iiio^c amazing subtle refinement than by tbc young Fovey. 
From a proper pride in themselves, from a proper fear lest 
they should be secretly accused of ost entati on by other parents, 
Samuel and Constance did not go near that map. For the rest, 
they had lived with it for weeks, and Samuel (who, after all, 
was determined not to be dirt under his son’s feet) had scratched 
a blot from it with a completeness that defied inquisitive examina- 
tion. - 

Tlic fame of this map, added to the box of compasses and 
Cyril’s own desire, pointed to an artistic career. Cyril had 
always drawn and daubed, and the drawing-master of the En- 
dowed School, who was also headmaster of the Art School, had 
suggested that the youth should attend the Art School one night 
B week. Samuel, however, would not listen to the idea; Cyril 
was too young. It i.s true that Cyril was too young, but Sam- 
uel's real objection was to Cyril’s going out alone in the evening. 
■Dn that he was a daman t. ' 

The Governors had recently made the discovery that a 
sports department was necessary to a good school, and hod 
rented a field for cricket, football, and rounders up at Blcak- 
ridge, an Innovation which demonstrated that the town was 
moving with the rapid times. In June this field was open oftcr 
school hours till eight p.m. ns well as on Saturdays. The Squire 
learnt that Cyril had a talent for cricket, and Cyril wished to 
practise in the evenings, and wos quite ready to bind himself' 
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witu Bible oaths to rise at no matter what hour in the morn- 
ing for the purpose of home lessons. He scarcely cxi)icli(l 
his father to say ' Yes/ as bis father never did say * 'iO,' 
but he was obliged to ask. Samuel n onplusse d him by replying 
that on fine evenings, when he could spare time from the shop, 
lie would go up to Blcakridge with his son. Cyril did not like 
this in the Jeast. Still, it might be tried. One evening tliev 
went, actually, in the new steam-car which had superseded the old 
horse-cars, and which travelled all the way to Longshaw, a place 
that Cyril had only heard of. Samuel talked of the games 
jilayrd in the Five Towns in his day, of the Titanic sport of 
prison-bars, when tlic team of one "bank* went forth to the 
cliallcngc of anotlicr ^ bank/ preceded by a druni-and-fifc band^ 
and when, in the heat of the chase, a man might jmup into the 
canal to escape his pursuer; Samuel had never played at cricket. 

Samuel, with a very young grandson of Fan (deceased), sat 
in dignity on the grass and watched his cricketer for an liour 
and a half (wdiile Constance kept an eye on the shop and superin- 
tended its closing), Samuel then conducted Cyri! home again. 
Two days later the father of his own accord offered to rejM'^t 
the experience, Cyril refused. Disagreeable insinuations that 
he was a baby in arms had been made at school in the meantime. 

Nevertheless, in other directions Cyril sometimes surprisingly 
conquered. I’or instance, h: came home one day with the infur- 
matioD that a dog that was not a bull-terrier was not worth calling 
a dog. Fan's grandson had been carried off in earliest prime 
by a chicken-bone that had pierced his vitals, and Cyril did indeed 
persuade his father to buy a bull-terrier. The animal was a 
superlative of forbidding ugliness, but father and son vi ^ w ith 
each other in stern critical praise of bis surpassing beauty, and 
Constance, from good nature, joined iu the pretence. He was 
called Lion, and the shop, after ooc or two untoward episodes, 
was absolutely closed to him. 

^^ut the most striking of Cyril's successes had to do with the 
question of the annual holiday. He spoke of the sea soon after 
becoming a schoolboy. It appeared that his complete ignorance 
of the sea prejudicially affected him at school. Further, he had 
always loved the sea; he had drawn hundreds of three-masted 
ahipj with studding-sails set, and knew the difference between a 
^4 
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brig and a brigan tine^ When he first said: “ I sac, mother, why 
can't we go to Llandudno instead of Buxton this year?" his 
mother thought he was out of bis senses. For the idea of going 
to any place other than Buxton was inconceivable! Had they 
not always been to Buxton? What would their landlady say? 
How could they ever look her in the face again? Besides « . • 
well . . .! They went to Llandudno, rather seared, and 

hardly knowing how the change had come about. But they went. 
And it was the force of Cyril's will, Cyril the theoretic cypher, 
that look then..^ 

OIL- 


11 ^ 


III 


, yn-j'i’hc removal of the Endowed Seltool to more commodious 


premises in the shape of Shnwport Hall, an ancient mansion 
with fifty rooms and five acres of land round about it, was not 
a change that quite pleased Samuel or Constance. They admit- 
ted the hygienic advantages, but Shnwport Hall was tlirce-quar- 
ters of a mile distant from St. Luke’s Square — in the hollow 
that separates Burslcy from its suburb of Ilillport; whereas the 
Wedg^vood Institution was scarcely a minute away. It was ns 
if Cyril, when he set off to Shnwport Hall of a morning, passed 
out of their sphere of influence. He was leagues off, doing they 
knew not what. Further, his dinner-hour was cut short by the 
extra time needed for the journey to and fro, and he arrived 
late for tea; it may be said that he often arrived very late for 
ten; the whole machinery of the meal was disturbed. These mat- 
ters seemed to Samuel and Constance to be of tremendous import, 
seemed to threaten the very foundations of existence.' Then they 
grew accustomed to the new order, and wondered sometimes, when 
they passed the Wedgwood Institution and the in salubr jpus Cock 
Yard — once sole playground of Uic boys — that th^T^ool could 
ever have * managed ‘ in the narrow quarters once allotted to it. 

Cyril, though constantly successful at school, a rising man, 
an infallible bringcr-homc of exccUcnt reports, and a regular 
taker of prizes, became gradually less satisfactory in the house. 
He was ’ kept in ’ oecasionally, and although his father pre* 
tended to hold that to be kept in was to sjur the honour of a 
spotless family, Cyril continued to be kept in; a hardened sinner^ 
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lost to shame. But this was not the worst. The worst undoubt- 
edly was that Cyril was ‘ getting rough.' No definite accusation 
could be laid against him; the offence was general, vague, ever- 
lasting; it was in all he did and said, in every gesture and move- 
ment. He shouted, whistled, sang, stamped, stumbled, lunged. 
He omitted sucli empty rites as saying ' Yes ’ or ‘ Please,' and 
wiping his nose. He replied gruffly and non chalan tly to polite 
questions, or he didn't reply until the questions were repeated, 
and even then with a ‘ lost ' air that was not genuine. His shoe- 
laces were a sad sight, and his finger-nails no sight at all for a 
decent woman; his hair was as rough as his conduct; hardly at 
the pistol's point could he be forced to put oil on it. In brief, 
he was no longer the nice boy that he used to be. He had unmis- 
takably deteriorated. Grievous ! But what can you expect when 
yoMT boy is obliged, month after month and year after vear to 
associate with other boys.> After all, he was a good bov, said 
Constance, often to herself and now and then to Samuel'. For 
Constance, his charm was eternally renewed. His smile ins fre- 
cpient ...genuousness, Lis funny self-conscious gesture when he 
wanted to get round ' her -these characteristics remained; and 
h.s pure heart remained; she could read that in his eyes. Samuel 
as H^cal to Ins tastes for sports and his triumphs therein. 
But tonstanee had pnde in all that. She liked to feel him and 

gaze at him, and to smell that faint, unclcanlv odour of sweat 
that hung in his clothes. ' 

In Uiis condition he reached the advanced age of thirteen 
eoncoivrf l„ be .IMl purTLST’ 

of corruption. ‘‘"riblc moss 

BUrtling spccUcle \nd i! school-hours is a 

Bens.ition as yyhen o give you the same uncanny 

thing move wbiob »-= 

Mr. Pove, ho7, 

hands ond drew Ih. h^'d* *7” tuhbed his 

hi. dek was * corner where 

..id to the .,ood-m?7r In h;d''r T 

asier. Uut he did not say it. boot was 



212 


THK OLD WIVES’ TALE 


ctjiplidtically not on that leg. Tlic head-master talked to Mr. 
I’ovey, in tones carefully low, for about a quarter of an hour, 
and then he closed the interview. Mr. Eovey escorted him across 
the shop, .and the head-master said with ordinary loudness: "Of 
course it’s nothing. But my experience is that it’s just ns well 
to he on the safe side, and I thought I’d tell you. Forewarned 
i g loro^iiied . 1 have other parents to sec.” They shook hands 
at llie door. Then Mr. Povey stepped out on to the pavement 
and, in front of the whole Square, detained an unwilling head- 
master for quite another minute. 

llis face was deeply fiiishcd as he returned into the shop. The 
assistants bent closer over their work. He did not instantly rush 
into the parlour and communicate with Constance. He had 
dr<)|>pcd into a way of conducting many operations by his own 
unaided brain. His coiitidcnee in his skill had increased with 
years. I'urthcr, at the hack of his mind, there h.ad established 
itself a vision of Mr. Povey ns the scat of government and of 
Constance and Cyril ns a sort of permanent opposition. He 
would not have admitted that he saw such a vision, for he was 
utterly loyal to his wife; but it was there. This unconfessed 
vision was one of several causes which had contributed to in- 
tensify his inherent tendenry towards Mneliinvcllianism and 
sccrclivcncss.w He said nothing to Constance, nothing to Cyril; 
but, happening to encounter Amy in the showroom, be was in- 
spired to interrogate her sharply. Tlic result was that they 
descended to the cellar together, Amy weeping. Amy was com- 
manded to hold her tongue. And as she went in mortal fear of 
Mr. Povey she did hold her tongue. 

Nothing occurred for several days. And then one morning 
— it was Comstance’s birthday: children arc nearly always hor- 
ribly unlucky in their choice of days for sin — Mr. Povey, hoving 
executed mysterious movements in Uie shop after Cyril's de- 
parture to school, jammed his hat on his head and ran forth 
in pursuit of Cyril, whom he intercepted with bvo other boys, 
at the corner of Oldcastic Street and Acre Passage. 

Cyril stood as if turned into salt. “ Come ba^ home! ’* said 
Mr. Povey, grimly; and for the sake of the other boys: " Please.” 

“ But I shall be late for school, father,” Cyril weakly urged. 

Never mind.” 
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They p«issed tlirougli the shop together, causing a terrific con- 
cealed emotion, and then they did violence to Constance by aj)- 
pearing in the parlour* Constance was engaged in cutting 
straws and ribbons to make a straw-frame for a water-colour 
drawing of a moss-rose which her pure-hearted son had given 
her as a birthday present, 

“Why — what — ? '' she exclaimed* She soid no more at the 
moment because she was sure, from the faces of her men, that* 
the time was big with fearful events. 

“ Take your satchel off,'* Mr* Povey ordered coldly* “ And 
your mortar-board/' he added with a peculiar ialonatinn, as if 
glad thus to prove that Cyril wfis one of those rude boys who 
have to be told to take their hats off in a room* 

“ Whatever’s amiss?" Constance murmured under her breath, 
as Cyril obeyed the command. “Whatever’s amiss?" 

Mr. Povey made no immediate answer. He w.is in charge of 
these proceedings, and was very anxious to conduct them with 
dignity and with complete effectiveness. Little fat man over 
fifty, with a wizene d face, grey-haired and grey-bearded, he was 
os nervous as a youth. His heart beat furiously. And Con- 
stance, the portly matron who would never see forty again, was 
just os nervous as a girl. Cyril had gone very white. Ail three 
felt physically sick. 

“What money have you got in your pockets?" Mr. Povey 
demanded, as a commencement* 

Cyril, who had had no opportunity to prepare his ease, offered 

no reply* 

“ You heard what I said," Mr. Povey thundered. 

“ Tve got three-halfpence," Cyril murmured glumly^ looking 
down at the floor. His lower lip seemed to hang precariously 
away from his gums. 

“ Where did you get that from? " * 

“ It's part of what mother gave me," said the boy. 

" I did give him o threepenny bit last week," Constance put 
in guiltily* " It was a long time since he had had any money." 

“ If you gave it him, that's enough," said Mr. Povey, quickly, 
and to the boy: "That's all you've got?" 

“ Yes, father," said the boy. 

"You're sure?" 
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"Yes, f.-iUier.” 

Cyril wns playing a hazardous game for the highest stakes, 
and under grave disadvantages; and he acted for the best. He 
guarded his own interests as well as he could. 

Mr. Povey found himself obliged to take a serious risk. 
“ Eniply your pockets, then.” 

Cyril, perceiving that he had lost that particular game, emptied 
his pockets. 

Cyril,” said Constance, ” how often have I told you to change 
your handkerchiefs oftener! Just look at this!” 

Astonishing creature! She was in the seventh hell of sick 
apprehension, and yet slic said that! 

After the handkerchief emerged the common schoolboy stock 
of articles useful nn<l magic, and then, last, a silver fl orinj 

Mr. Povey felt relief. 

” Oh, Cyril!” whimpered Constance. 

" Give it your mother,” said Mr. Povey. 

The boy stepped forward awkwardly, and Constance, weeping, 
took the coin. 

” Please look at it, mother,” said Mr. Povey, ” And tell me 
if tlu-re's a cross marked on it.” 

Constance’s tears blurred the coin. She had to wipe her eyes. 

” Yes,” she whispered faintly. ” There’s something on it.” 

I thought so,” said Mr. Povey. ” Where did you steal it 
from?” he demanded. 

” Out of the till.” answered Cyril. 

” Have you ever stolen anything out of the till before? ” 

” Yes.” 

" Yes, what.” 

”Ycs, father.” 

” Take your hands out of your pockets and stand up straight, 
if you can. How often?” 

” I — I don’t know, father.” 

”I blame myself,” said Mr. Povey, frankly. "I blame my- 
self. Tlic till ought always to be locked. All tills ought always 
to be locked. But we felt we could trust the assistants. If 
anybody had told me that I ought not to trust you, if anybody 
had told me that my own son would be the thief, I should hove — 
well, I don't know what I should have said I ” 
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Mr. PoTey was quite justified in blamlDg himself. The fact 
was that the functioning of that till was a patriarchal survival^ 
which he ought to have revolutionized^ but which it had never 
occurred to him to revolutionize, so accustomed to it was he. In 
the time of John Baines, the till, with its three bowls, two for 
silver and one for copper (gold had never been put into it), was 
invariably unlocked. The i)crson in charge of the shop took 
change from it for the assistants, or temporarily authorized an 
assistant to do so. Gold was kept in a small linen bag in a 
locked drawer of the desk. The contents of the till were never 
checked by any system of book-keeping, as there was no system 
of book-keeping; M'hcn all transactions, wliether in payment or 
receipt, arc in cash — the Baineses never owed a penny save the 
quarterly wholesale accounts, which were discharged instantly to 
the travellers — a system of book-keeping is not indispensable. 
The till was situate immediately at the entrance to the shop from 
tlic house; it was in the darkest part of the shop, and the unfor- 
tunate Cyril had to pass it every day on his way to school. The 
thing was a perfect device for the manufacture of young crim- 
inals. 

And how have you been spending this money?** Mr. Povey 
inquired. 

Cyril's hands slipped into his pockets again. Then, noticing 
the lapse, he dragged them out. 

Sweets,^* said he. 

Anything else? ** 

“ Swee ts and things.** 

“Oh!** said Mr. Povey. “Well, now you can go down into 
the cindcr-ccllar and bring up here all the tilings there arc in 
that little bor in the corner. Off you go!** 

And off went CyriL He had to swagger tiirough tlie 
kitchen. 

“ Wliat did I tell you. Master Cyril?** Amy unwisely asked 
of him. “ You've cogggd R finely this time.’* 

^ Copped * was a word which she had learned from Cyril. 

“ Go on, you old bitch ! ** Cyril growled. 

As he returned from the cellar, Amy said angrily: 

** I told you I should tell your father the next time you called 
me that, and I shall. You mark my words.** 
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‘‘Cant! cant!^’ lie retorted. “Do you tliiok I don^t knos? 
who’s been canting.^ Cant! cant!” 

Upstairs in the parlour Samuel was explaining the matter to 
his wife. There Imd been a perfect epidcioic of smoking in the 
sctiooh The licad-inastcr had discovered it and, he hoped, 
stamped it out. What had disturbed the hcad^master far more 
than tlic smoking was the fact that a few boys bad been found 
to possess somewhat costly pipes, cigar-holders, or cigarctlo- 
holdcrs* The head-master, wily, had not conhscated these ar- 
ticles; he had merely informed the parents concerned. In his 
opinion the articles came from one single source, a generous 
thief ; he left the parents to ascertain which of them had 
brought a thief into the world. 

Further information Mr. Fovey had cujicd from Amy, and 
there could remain no doubt that Cyril had been providing his 
chums with the utensils of smoking, the till supplying the means. 
He had told Amy that the things which he secreted in the cellar 
had been presented to him by blood-brothers. But Mr. Povey 
did not believe that. Anyhow, he had marked every silver coin 
in the till for three nights, and had watched the till in the morn- 
ings from behind the merino-pile; and the florin on tlic parlour- 
table spoke of his success as a detective. 

Constance felt guilty on behalf of Cyril. As Mr. Povey out- 
lined his case she could not free herself from on entirely irra- 
tional sensation of sin; at any rate of special responsibility. 
Cyril seemed to be her boy and not Snmuers boy at oil. She 
avoided her husband^s glance. This was very odd. 

Then Cyril returned, and his ])arcnt5 composed their faces 
and he deposited, next to the florin, a sham meerschaum pipo 
in a ease, a tobacco-pouch, a cigar of which one end had been 
charred but the other not cut, and a half-empty packet of 
cigarettes without a label. 

Nothing could be hid from Mr. Povey. The details were 
distressing. 

“ So Cyril is a liar and a thief, to say nothing of this smok- 
ing! Mr. Povey concluded. 

He spoke AS if Cyril had inVented strange and monstrous 
sins. But deep down in his heart a little voice was telling him, 
as regards the smoking, that he had set the example. Mr* 
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Baint-s had never smoked. Mr. Critchlow never smoked. Only 
men like Daniel smoked. 

Thus far Mr. Povey had conducted the proceedings to his 
own satisfaction. He had proved the crime. He had made 
Cyril confess. The whole affair lay revealed. Well — what 
next? Cyril ouglit to have dissolved in repentance; something 
dramatic ought to have occurred. But Cyril simply stood with 
hanging, sulky head, and gave no sign of proper feeling. 

Mr. Povey considered that, until something did happen, he 
must improve the occasion. 

" Here wc have trade getting worse every d.ay,” said he (it 
was true), “ and you are robbing your parents to make a beast 
of yourself, and corrupting your companions ! I wonder your 
mother never smelt you ! ” 

“ I never dreamt of such a thing! *’ said Constance, grievously. 

Besides, a young man clever enough to rob a till is usually 
clever enough to fin<l out that the secret of safety in smoking 
is to use and not to keep the stuff in your jmckets a 

minute longer than you can help. 

'* There's no knowing how much money you have stolen," 
said Mr. Povey. “A thief!" 

If Cyril hod stolen cakes, jam, string, cigars, Mr. Povey would 
never have said ‘ thief ' ns he did say it. But money ! Money 
was different. And a till was not a cupboard or a larger. A 
till was a till. Cyril had struck at the very basis of society. 

"And on your mother's birthday!” Mr. Povey said fiirllicr. 

“ There’s one thing I can do! " he said. “ 1 can burn all this. 
Built on lies! How dared you.^" 

And lie pitched into the fire — not the apparatus of crime, but 
the water-colour drawing of a moss-rose and the straws and the 
blue ribbon for bows ut the corners. 

” How dared you? " he repeated. 

" You never gave me any money,” Cyril muttered. 

He thought the marking of coins a mean trick, and tlic drag- 
ging-in of bad trade and his mother’s birthday roused a familiar 
devil that usually slept quietly in his breast. 

“ Whot’s that you say?” Mr. Povey almost shouted. 

" You never gave me any money,” the devil repeated in a 
louder tone than Cyril had employed. 
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(It wns true. But Cyril * liad only to ask/ and he would have 
received all that was good for him.) _ 

Mr. Povey sprang up. Mr. Povey also had .1 devil. The 
two devils gazed at each other for an instant; and then, noticing 
that Cyril's head was above Mr. Povey's, the elder devil con- 
trolled itself. Mr. Povey had suddenly had as much drama as 
he wanted. 

"Get away to bed!" said he with dignity. 

Cyril went, defiantly. 

“ He's to have nothing but bread and water, mother,” Mr. 
Povey finished. He was, on the whole, pleased with himself. 

Later in the day Constance reported, tearfully, that she had 
been up to Cyril and that Cyril had wept. WMiicli was to Cyril’s 
credit But all felt that life could never be the same again. 
During the remainder of existence this unspeakable horror would 
lift its obscene form between tlicm. Constance had never been 
so unhappy. Occasionally, when by herself, she would rebel for 
a brief moment, ns one rebels in secret against a mummery which 
one is obliged to treat seriously. "After nil,” she would whis- 
per, " suppose he hat taken a few shillings out of the till ! What 
then? What does it matter? ” But these moods of moral insur* 
rectinii against society and Mr. Povey were very transitory. 
They were come and gone in a fiosb. 
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Okp niglit — it wa5 late in the afternoon of the same year, about 
six months after the tragedy of the florin — Samuel Povey was 
wakened up by a band on bis shoulder and a voice that whispered; 

rather ' 

The thief a nd the li ar was standing in his night-shirt by the 
bed. Samuel's sleepy eyes could just descry him in the thick 
gloom. 

** What — what?^* questioned the father, gradually coming to 
consciousness. What are you doing there? 

** I didn't want to wake mother up/' the boy whispered. 

There's someone been throwing dirt or something at our win- 
dows, and has been for a long time." 

Eh, what?" 

Samuel stared at the dim form of the thief and liar. The 
boy was tall, not in the least like a little boy; and yet, then, 
he seemed to his father as quite a little boy, a little ' thing * 
in a night-shirt, with childish gestures and childish inflections, 
and a cliildisb, delicious, quaint anxiety not to disturb his mother, 
who had lately been deprived of sleep owing to an illness of 
Amy's which had demanded nursing. His father had not so 
perceived him for years. In that instant the conviction that 
Cyril was permanently unfit for human society finally expired 
in the father's mind. Time had already weakened it very con- 
siderably. The decision that, bj Cyril what he might, the summer 
holiday must be taken as usual^ dealt it a fearful blow. 
And yet, though Samuel and Constance had grown so occustomed 
to the companionship of a criminal that they frequently lost 
memory of bis guilt for long periods, nevertheless the convention 
of his leprosy had more or less persisted with Samuel until tliat 
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iiioincnt: whvw it vanisliccl with btrangc suddenness, to SamucLs 
conscious relief. 

Tliere was n rain of p< ^U^3 on llic window, 

“ Hear that? " diinandcd Cyril, wliispering dramatically* 
An<l it’s been like that on rny \vin<low too.” 

Samuel arose. Go back to your room!” be ordered in the 
same dramatic wliisper; but not as fatlicr to son — rather as com 
s{)ir.alor to conspirator, 

Constance slept. They could hear her regular breathing. 

Ilarefootcil, the rlderl}* gowned figure followed the younger, 
and one after the other they creaked down the two steps which 
separated Cyril’s room from bis parents'. 

” Shut the door quietly!” said Samuel. 

Cyril obeyed. 

And then, having lighted Cyril’s gas, Samuel drew the b lindj_ 
unfastened t!ic catch of the window, and began to open it with 
many precautions o{ silence. All the s ashes in that house were 
ditticult to manage. Cyril stood close to Tiis fatlicr, shivering 
without knowing that he shivered, astonished only that his father 
had not tohl him to get back into bed at once. It was, beyond 
doubt, the proudest hour of CyriLs career. In addition to the 
my.stcrious circumstances of the night, there was in the situation 
that thrill which always communicates itself to a father and son 
when they arc afoot together upon an enterprise unsuspected by 
the woman from whom their lives have no secrets. 

Samuel put his head out of the M'indow. 

A man was standing there. 

That you, Samuel?” The voice came low. 

Yes,” replied Samuel, cautiously. ” It s not Cousin Daniel^ 
is it? ” 

” I want ye,” said Daniel Povey, curtly. 

Samuel paused. ” I'll be down in a minute,” he said. 

Cyril at length received the command to get back into bed 
at once. 

Whatever’s up, father?” he asked joyously. 

I don't know. 1 must put some things on and go and 
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He shut down the window on all the brecses that were pouring 
into the room* 
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“ Now quick; before I turo Ibe gas out! ” he admonished, his 
hand on the gas-tap. 

“ You’ll tell me in the morning, won't you, father? ” 

" Yes,” said Mr. Povey, conquering bis habitual impulse to 
* * 
say rs 0. 

lie crept back to the large bedroom to grope for clothes. 

When, having descended to the parlour and lighted tlio gas 
there, he opened the side-door, expecting to let Cousin Daniel 
in, there was no sign of Cousin Danich Presently he saw a 
figure standing at the corner of the Square. He whistled — 
Samuel had a singular faculty of whistling, the envy of his son 
— and Daniel beckoned to him. He nearly extinguished the 
gas and then ran out, hatlcss. He was wearing most of his 
clothes, except his linen collar and necktie, and the collar of liis 
coat was turned up. 

Daniel advanced before him, without waiting, into the con- 
fectioner's shop opposite. Being part of the most modern build- 
ing in tlie Square, Daniel's shop was provided with the new 
roll-down iron shutter, by means of which you closed your cslab- 
lisliineiit with a motion similar to the winding of a large clock, 
instead of putting up twenty separate shutters one by one as 
in the sixtcentli century. The little portal in the vast sheet of 
armour was ajar, and Daniel had ]>asscd into the gloom beyond. 
At the same moment a policeman came along on his beat, cutting 
ofi' Mr. Povey from Daniel. 

Good-night, officer! Brrr!'' said Mr. Povey, gathering his 
dignity about him and holding himself as though it was part of 
Ills normal habit to take exercise bareheaded and collarlcss in St. 
Lukes Square on cold November nights. He behaved so be- 
cause, if Daniel had desired the services of a policeman, Daniel 
would of course have spoken to this one. 

Goo night, sir/* said the policeman, after recognizing him. 
What time is it? asked Samuel, bold. 

A quarter-past one, sir." 

The policeman, leaving Samuel at the little open door, went 
forward across the lamplit Square, and Samuel entered his 
cousin's sliop. 

Daniel Povey was standing behind the door, and as Samuel 
came in he shut the door w'ith a startling sudden movement* 
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Save for llic twinkle of gas, the shop was In darkness. It had 
the empty appearance wliich a well-managed confectioner’s and 
baker's always lias at night. The large brass scales near the 
flour-hins gUnted ; and tlie glass cake-stands, with scarce a tart 
among thena^ also cauglit tlic faint flare of the gas. 

'■ Wliat's the matter, Daniel.^ Anything wrong?” Samuel 
.asked, feeling boyish ns he usually did in the presence of Daniel. 

Tim well-favoured white-haired man seized him with one hand 
by the shoul«ler in a grip that convicted Samuel of frailty. 

" Look here, Snm’l,” said he in his low, pleasant voice, some- 
what altered by exeitcinent. "You know as my wife drinks?” 

He stared dcflaritly at Samuel. 

” N — no,” said Samuel. "That is — no one’s ever said — ” 

This was true. He did not know that Mrs. Daniel Povey, at 
the age of fifty, had definitely taken to drink. There had been 
rumours that she enjoyed a glass with too much gusto; but 
' drinks ’ meant more than that. 

" She drinks,” Daniel Povey continued. " And has done this 
last two year! ” 

" I'm very sorry to hear it,” said Samuel, tremendously .shocked 
by this brutal rending of the cloak of decency. 

Always, everybody had feigned to Daniel, and Daniel Imd 
feigned to everybody, that his wife was as other wives. And 
now the man himself had torn to pieces in n moment the veil 
of thfrty years' weaving. 

"And if that was the worst!” Daniel murmured reflectively, 
loosening his grip. 

Samuel was excessively disturbed. His cousin was hinting 
at matters which he himself, at any rate, had never hinted nt 
even to Constance, so abhorrent were they; matters unutterable, 
which hung like clouds in the social atmosphere of the town, 
and of which at rare intervals one conveyed one’s cognizance, 
not by words, but by something scarce perceptible in a glance, 
an accent. Not often is a town such os Bursicy starred with 
such a woman os Mrs. Daniel Povey. 

W 

"But what's wrong?” Samuel asked, trying to be firm. 

And, " ^Vhat is wrong?” he asked himself. "What does all 
this mean, at after one o’clock in the morning?” 

" Look here, Som'I,” Daniel recommenced, seizing his sbouldet 
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again. ** I went to Liverpool corn market to-day, and missed 
ihc last train, so I came by mail from Crewe. And what do I 
iiudr I find Dic)^ sitting on the stairs in the dark pretty nigli 
naked.*' 

“ Sitting on the stairs? Dick? ** 

'*Ay! This is what I come home to!*' 

‘‘ But—' 

Hold on! He's been in bed a couple of days with a feverish 
cold, caught through lying in damp sliccts as bis mother had 
forgot to air. She brings him no supper to-nigbt. He calls out. 
No answer. Then he gets up to go down-stairs and see what's 
happened, and he slips on th' stairs and breaks his knee, or puts 
it out or summat. Sat there hours, seemingly! Couldn't walk 
neither up nor down." 

"And was your — wife — was Mrs. — ? ** 

" Dead drunk in the parlour, Sam'I." 

" But the servant?" 

" Servant! " Daniel Povey laughed. " We can't keep our serv- 
ants. They won't stay. You know that" 

He did. Mrs. Daniel Povey *s domestic methods and i diosyn- 
c rasies c ould at any rate be freely discussed, and they were. 

" And what have you done? '* 

"Done? Why, I picked him up in my arms and carried him 
upstairs again. And a line job 1 bad too! Here] Come here! " 

Daniel strode impulsively across the shop — the counterfiap 
was up — and opened a door at the back. Samuel followed. 
Never before had he penetrated so far into Ins cousin's secrets. 
On the left, witihn the doorway, were the stairs, dark; on the 
right a shut door; and in front an open door giving on to a yard. 
At the extremity of the yard he discerned a building, vaguely 
lit, and naked figures strangely moving in it. 

"What's that? Who's there?" he asked sharply. 

" That's the bakehouse/* Daniel replied, as if surprised at 
such a question. " It's one of their long nights." 

Never, during the brief remainder of his life, did Samuel cat 
a mouthful of common bread without recalling that midnight 
apparition. He had lived for half a century, and thoughtlessly 
eaten bread as though loaves grew ready-made on trees. 

"Listen!" Daniel commanded him. 
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He his car, and caught a feeble, complaining wail from 

an upper floor. 

" That’s Dick! That is! ” said Daniel Povcv. 

It sounded more like the distress of a child than of an adven- 
turous young man of twenty-four or so. 

“Put is he ill pain? Haven’t yon fetched the doctor?” 

” .Not yet,” answered Daniel, with a vacant stare. 

Samuel gazed at him closely for a second. And Daniel seemed 
to him very old and helpless and pathetic, a man unequal to the 
situation in which he found himself; and yet, despite the dignified 
snow of his age, wistfully boyish. Samuel thought swiftly: 
“ This has been too much for him. He’s almost out of his mind. 
That’s the explanation. Some one’s got to t.akc charge, and I 
^ml^t.” And all the courageous resolution of bis character braced 
it.sclf to the crisis. Being without a collar, being in slippers, 
ainl his suspenders imperfectly fastened anyhow, — these things 
scenu'd to be a part of the crisis. 

■■ I’ll just run upstairs and have a look at him,” said Samuel, 
in a niattcr-of-facl tone. 

Daniel did not reply. 

There was a glimmer at the top of the stairs. Samuel mounted, 
found the gas-jet, and turned it on full. A dingy, dirty, untidy 
passage was revealed, the very antechamber of discomfort 
Guided by the moans, Samuel entered a bedroom, which was in 
n shameful condition of neglect, and lighted only by a nearly 
expired candle. Was it possible that a house-mistress coold so 
lose her self-respect? Samuel thought of his own abode, metieu* 
Iqusjy and impeccably ‘ kept,' and a hard bitterness against Mrs. 
Daniel surged up in his soul. 

” Is that you, doctor? ” said a voice from the bed; the moans 
ceased. 

Samuel raised the candle. 

Dick lay there, his face, on which was a beard of several 
days’ growth, distorted by anguish, sweating; his t on.ded brown 
hair was jimp, with sweat. ’ 

Where the hell’s the doctor?" the young mao demanded 
b roaqu ely. Evidently he had no curiosity about Samuel's pres- 
ence; the one thing that struck him was that Samuel was not 
the doctor. 
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He's coming, hc‘s coming,*' said Samuel, soothingly. 

** Well, if he isn’t liere soon I shall be damn \7ell dead/' said 
Dick, in feeble resentful anger. ‘ I can tell you that." 

Samuel deposited the candle and ran downstairs. " I s.iv, 
IJanicl/' he said, roused and hot, " this is really ridiculous. 
Why on earth didn't you fetch the doctor while you were waiting 
for me? Where's the missis?" 

Daniel Povey was slowly emptying grains of Indian corn out 
of his jacket-pocket into one of the big receptacles behind the 
counter on the baker's side of the shop. He had provisioned 
liiniself with Indian corn as ammunition for SaQ)uers bedroom 
window; he was now returning tlio surplus. 

" Arc ye going for Horrop? " he questioned hesitatingly. 

" \\'hy, of course! " Samuel exclaimed. " Where's the missis? *' 
" Happen you'd better go and have a look at her," said Daniel 
Povey. " She's in th' parlour." 

lie preceded Samuel to the sliut door on the right, ^Vhcn 
lie opened it the parlour appeared in full illumination, 

*‘ Here ! Go in ! " said Daniel* 

Samuel went in, afraid. In a room as dishevelled and filthy 
08 the bedroom, Mrs. Daniel Povey lay stretched awkwardly 
on a worn horse-hair sofa, her head thrown back, her face dis- 
coloured, her eyes bulging, her mouth wet and yawning: a sight 
Jiorribly oflensive. Samuel was frightened; lie was struck with 
fear and with disgust. Tlic singing gas beat down ruthlessly 
on that dreadful figure. A wife and mother! The lady of a 
house! The centre of order! The fount of healing! The halm 
for worry, and the refuge of distress! Slic was vile. Her 
scanty yellow-grey hair was dirty, her hollowed neck all g rimc » 
her hands abominable, her black dress in decay. She was the 
dishonour of her sex, her situation, and her years. She was a 
fouler o bscen ity than the inexperienced Samuel bad ever con- 
ceived. And* by the door stood her husband, neat, spotless, almost 
stalely, the man who for thirty years had marshalled all his 
immense pride to suffer this woman, the jolly man who had 
laughed through thick and thin ! Samuel remembered when they 
were married. And he remembered when, years after their mar- 
riage, she was still as pretty, artificial, coquettish, and adamantine 
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in her caprices as a young with a fool at licr feet. Time 

and the slow wrath of God had changed her. 

He remained master of himself and approached her; tlicn 
stopped. 

*' But — he stammered. 

Av, Sain'I, lad! said the old man from the door. “ I doubt 
l'\c Uillcd her! I doubt I've killed her! I took and shook her. 

I fjot her hy the neck. And before I knew wlicrc I was, I'd 
ilonc it. Slic'll never drink brandy again. This is what it’s 
come to ! ” 

He moved away. 

All Saimiel's flesh tingled ns a heavy wave of emotion rolled 
throiigli his being. It was just as if some one had dealt him 
a blow unimaginably tremendous. His heart shivered, as a ship 
shivers at the mountainous crash of the waters. He was nmnUed* 
He wanted to weep, to vomit, to die, to sink away. But a voice 
was whispering to him: " You >vill have to go through with this 
You ore in charge of this." He thought of his wife and child, 
innocently asleep in the cleanly i)urcncss of his home. And he 
felt the rtmghncss of his coat-collar round his neck and the 
insecurity of his trousers. He passed out of the room, shutting 
tlic door. And across the yard he had a momentary glimpse 
of those nude nocturnal forms, unconsciously altitudinissing in 
the bakehouse. And down the stairs came the protests of Dick, 
driven by pain into a monotonous silly blasphemy. 

*' I’ll fetch Hnrrop ." he said, meinneholily, to his cousin. 

The doctor's house was less than fifty yards off, and the doctor 
had o night-bell, which, though he was a much older man than 
his father had been at his age, he still answered promptly. No 
need to bombard the doctor’s premises with Indian corn! While 
Samuel was parleying with the doctor through o window, the 
question ran incessantly through his mind: “What about telling 
the police?” ' “ 

But when, In advance of old Harrop, he returned to Daniel’s 
shop, lol the policeman previously encountered had returned upon 
lus beat, and Daniel was talking to him in the little doorway. 
No other soul was about. Down King Street, along Wedgwood 
Street, up the Square, towards Brougham Street, nothing but gas* 
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lamps burning with their everlasting patience, and the blind 
f^jades of shops. Only in the second storey of tlie Bank Build- 
ing at the top of the Square a light showed mysteriously through 
a blind. Somebody ill there! 

The policeman was in a high state of nervous excitement. 
That liad happened to him which had never happened to him 
before. Of the si.xty policemen in Burslcy, i^st he had been 
chosen by fate to fit the socket of destiny. He was startled. 

•‘What’s this, what’s this, Mr. Povey.^” he turned hastily 
to Samuel. “ What’s this as Mr. Councillor Povey is a-telling 
me ? 


” You come in, sergeant," said Daniel. 

” If I come in," said the policeman to Samuel, “you mun’ 
go along Wcdg^^•ood Street, Mr. Povey, and bring riiy mate. 
He should be on Duck Bank, by rights." 

It was astonishing, when once the stone had begun to roll, 
how quickly it ran. In half an hour Samuel had actually parted 
from Daniel at the police-office behind the Shambles, and w.is 
hurrying to rouse his wife so that she could look after Dick 
Povey until he might be taken off to Pirehill Infirmary, as old 
Ilarrop bad instantly, on seeing him, decreed. 

“Ah!" he reflected in the turmoil of his soul: “God is not 
mocked I ” That was his basic idea : God is not mocked ! Daniel 
was a good fellow, honourable, brilliant; a figure In the world. 
But what of his licentious tongue What of his frequenting of 
bars.^ (How had he come to miss that train from Liverpool? 
How?) For many years he, Samuel, had seen in Daniel a living 
refutation of the authenUcity of the old Hebrew menaces. But 
he had been wrong, after all ! God is not mocked ! And Samuel 
was aware of a madaion in himself towards that strict c odified 
god iness from which, in thought, he Imd perhops been slipping 
away. 

And with it all he felt, too, a certain officious self-importance, 
as he woke bis wife and essayed to break the news to her in a 
manner tactfully calm. He had assisted at the most overwhelm^* 
ing event ever known in tlie history of the to\7n. 
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"Your muffler — I’ll get it/* said Constanc^ 'Cyril, run 
ii|)slair?i and gtt father’s muffler. Y’ou know the drawer.** 

( ynl ran. It behoved everybody, that morning, to be prompt 
nrul elhcicnt. 

" I don’t nerd any muffler, thank you,** soid Samue), coughing 


and smothering tl)c cough. 

" Oh! But, Snm — ** Constance protested. 

*’ Now please don’t worry me!** said Samuel with 
finality. " I’ve got quite enough — ! ’* He did not finish. 

(‘onslancc sighed as her husband stepped, nervous and self'* 
important, out of the .side-door into the .street. It was early, 
nut yet eight o'clock, and the shop still unopened. 

*' Your father couldn’t wait/* Constance said to Cyril when 
he had thundered down the stairs in his heavy schoolboy boots* 


frigid 


'* Give it to me.** She went to restore llic muffler to its place. 

The whole house was upset, and Amy still an invalid ! Ex- 
istence was disturbed; there vaguely seemed to be a thousand 
novel things to be done, and yet she could think of nothing 
whatever that she needed to do at that moment; so she occupied 


herself with the muffler. Before she reappeared Cyril had gone 
to school, he who was usually a laggard. The truth was that 
he could no longer contain within himscFf a recital of the night, 
and in particular of the fact that he had been the first to hear 
the summons of the murderer on the window-pane. This im-» 
perious news had to be imparted to somebody, ns a preliminary 
to the thrilling of the whole school; and Cyril had issued forth 
in search of an appreciative and worthy confidant. He was 
scarcely five minutes after his father. 

In St. Luke's Square was a crowd of quite two hundred per* 
sous, standing moveless in the November mud. The body of 
Mrs. Daniel Povey liad already been taken to the Tiger Hotel, 
and young Dick Povey was on his way in a covered wagonette 
to Pireliill Infirmary on the other side of l^Qypc. The shop of 
tlic crime was closed, and the blinds drawn at the upper windows 
of tiiT^iousc. There was absolutely nothing to be seen, not 
even a policeman. Nevertheless the crowd stared with an ei;* 
traordinary obstinate attentiveness at the fatal building in Boulton 
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Te rra ce. Hypnotized b}' lliis tacc ol bricks and mortar, it Jiad 
apparently forgotten all earthly tics, and, regardless of breakfast 
and a livelihood, was determined to stare at it till the house fell 
down or otherwise rendered up its secret. Most of its compo- 
neiit individuals wore neither overcoats nor collars, but were kept 
warm by a scarf round the neck and by dint of forcing their 
lingers into the furthest inch of their pockets. Then they would 
slowly lift one leg after the other. Starers of inlirm purpose 
would occasionally detach themselves from the throng and sitllc 
away, ashamed of their fickleness. But reinforcements were con- 
tinually arriving. And to these new-comers all that had been 
said in gossii> had to be repeated and repeated: the same <pies- 
tions, the same answers, the same exclamations, the same jiro- 
verhial philosophy, the s.imc prophecies recurred in all parts of 
the Square with an u ncann y itetaflcc. Well-dressed men spoke 
to mere professional loiterers; for this unparalleled and glorious 
sensation, who.se uiii(|ucncss grew every instant more impressive, 
brought out the essential brotherhood of mankind. All had a 
peculiar, feeling th at the day was jieithcr Sunday nor wcoEnEy7 
buL. snmn f i gl ith jl.iy of the week.. Yet in the *St. Imke’s CoU 
cred Market close by, the stall-kccjicrs were preparing their stalls 
just as though it were Saturday, just as_tho«.gli a Town Coun- 
cillor hadjiot murdered liis wife — at last! It w.ns stated, and 
rc.statcd infinitely, that the Povey baking had been taken over 
by Brindley, the second-best baker and confectioner, who had 
a stall in the market. And it was asserted, as a philosu|)liical 
truth, and reasserted infinitely, that there would have been no 
sense in wasting good food. 

Samuels emergence stirred the multitude. But Samuel passed 
up the Square with a rapt expression; he might have been under 
an illusion, caused by the extreme gravity of his preoccupations, 
that he was crossing a deserted Square. He hurried past the 
Bank and down the Turnliill Road, to the private residence of 
Young Lawtan/ son of the deceased ' Lawyer Lawton.’ Young 
Lawton followed his father’s profession ; 'Im wus, as his father 
had been, the most successful solicitor in the town (though re- 
puted, by his learned rivals to be a fool), but the custom of calling/ 
men by their occupations had died out with liorsc-cars. Samucll 
caught young Lawton at his breakfast, and presently drove withj 
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him, in the Lawton buggy, to the police-station, where their 
arrival electrified a crowd as large os that in St. Luke s Square. 
Later, they drove togctlicr to Hanbridgc, informally to brief a 
barrister; and Samuel, not permitted to be present at the first 
part of the interview between the solicitor and the barrister, was 
liumblcd before the pomposity of legal etiquette. 

It seemed to Samuel a game. The whole ri gmaro le of police 
and i)olicc-cells and formalities seemed insincere. His cousin’s 
ease was not like any other case, and, though formalities might 
be necessary, it was rather absurd to pretend that it was like 
any other case. In what manner it differed from other cases 
.Samuel did not analytically inquire. He thought young Lawton 
was self-important, and Daniel too bumble, in the co ^ociuv of 
these two, and be endeavoured to indicate, by the dignity of his 
own demeanour, that in his opinion the proper relative tones had 
not been set. He could not understand Daniel’-s attitude, for he 
lacked imagination to realize what Daniel had been through. 
After nil, Daniel was not a murderer; his wife’s death was due 
to accident, was simply n mishap. 

But in the crowded and stinking court-room of the Town Hall, 
Samuel began to feel o ualnis . It occurred that the Stipendiary 
Magistrate was sitting that morning at Burslcy. He sat alone, 
as not one of the Borough Justices cared to occupy the Bench 
while a Town Councillor was in the dock. The Stipendiary, 
recently appointed, was a young man, from the southern part 
of the county; and a Town Councillor of Burslcy was no more 
to him than a petty tradesman to a man of fashion. He was 
youthfully enthusiastic for the majesty and the impartiality of 
English justice, and behaved os Ihougli llic entire responsibility 
for the safety of that vast fabric rested on his shoulders. He 
and the barrister from Hanbridgc had had a historic quarrel at 
Cambridge, and their behaviour to each other was a lesson to the 
vulgar in the art of chill and consummate politeness. Young 
Lawton, having been to Oxford, secretly scorned tbc pair of them, 
but, as be had engaged counsel, he of course was pr ecluded from 
adding to the eloquence, which chagrined him. These three were 
the aristocracy of the court-room ; they knew it; Samuel Povey 
knew it; everybody knew it, and felt it. The barrister brought 
an uncxccpttonoblo zeal to the performance of his duties; he 
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referred in suitable terms to Daniel’s character and liigli posi- 
tion in the town, but nothing could hide tlie fact that for him 
too his client was a petty tradesman accused of simple murder. 
Naturally the Stipendiary was bound to show that before Uic 
law all men arc equal — the Town Councillor and the common 
tippler; he succeeded. The policeman gave his evidence, and 
the Inspector swore to what Daniel Povey had said when charged. 
The hearing proceeded so smoothly and quickly that it seenud 
naught but an empty rite, with Daniel as a lay ligurc in it. 
The Stipendiary achieved roar>-eDously the illusion that to him 
a murder by a Town Councillor in St. Luke’s Square was quite 
an cvcryd.ay matter. Bail was inconceivable, and the barrister, 
being unable to suggest any reason why the Stipendiary should 
grant a remand — indeed, there was no reason — Daniel Povey 
was committ^ to the Stafford Assizes for trial. The Stipendiary 
instantly turned to the consideration of an alleged offence against 
the Factory Acts by a large local Srm of potters. The young 
magistrate had mistaken his vocation. With his steely calm, with 
bis impert urbc tblc detachment from weak humanity, he ought to 
have been a General of the Order of Jesuits. 

Daniel was removed^— he did not go: he was removed, bv 
two bare-headed constables. Samuel w.antcd to have .speech with 
him, and could not. And later, Samuel stood in the porc h of 
the Town Hall, and Daniel appeared out of a corridor, still 
in the keeping of two iioliccmen, hclmctcd now. And down 
below at the bottom of the broad flight of steps, up wliich passed 
dancers on the nights of subscription balls, was a dense crowd, 
held at bay by other policemen; and beyond the crowd a black 
van. And Daniel — to his cousin a sort of Christ between 
thieves^ was hurried past the privileged loafers in the corridor, 
and down the broad steps. A murmuring wave agitated the 
crowd. U nkem pt idlers and nc’cr-do-wells in c orduroy leaped 
up like tigers in the air, and the policemen fought them back 
furiously. And Daniel and his guardians shot through the little 
living lane. Quick! Quick! For the captive is more sacred 
even than a mcssiali. The law has him in charge! And like a 
feat of pr cstj^JgltaUon Daniel disappeared into the blackness 
of the van. A door slimmed loudly, triumphantly, and a whip 
cracked. The crowd had been l^nlkcd. It was as though the 
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crowd liad jelled for Daniel s blood and bones, and the faithful 
constables had saved biiu from tlicir lust. 

Yes, Samuel hail ejiialins. He bad a sickness in the stomach. 

Tile aged Superintendent of Police walked by, with the aged 
Keelor. The Hector was Daniel's friend. Never before had 
the Hector spoken to tlic Nonconformist Samuel, but now he spoke 
to him; lie s<iueezeti his hand. 

“All. Mr. Povey!” he ejaculated grievously. 

I — Tin afraid it's serious! ’’ Samuel stammered. He hated 
to admit that it was serious, hut the words came out of hU 
tuoulh. 

He looked at the Superintendent of Police, expecting the 
Superintendent to assure him that it was not .serious; but the 
SupiTintendent only raised his small white-bearded chin, saying 
nolliing. The Rector shook liis head, and shook a syiile tear out 
of his eye. 

After another chat with young Lawton, Samuel, on behalf 
of Daniel, dropped his pose of the righteous man to whom a 
mere mislia)) has occurred, and wlio is determined, with the lofty 
pride of innocence, to indulge all the whims of the law, to be 
more royalist tlian the king. He perceived that the l ay mus t 
he fought with its own wciyions, that no advantage must be 
sunTiuIcred, and every possible advantage seized. He was truly 
astonished at himself that such a jiosc had ever been adopted. 
His ej’cs were opened; he saw things ns they were. 

Ho returned lionic through a Square that was more interested 
than ever in the fa^jndc of his cousin's house. People were be- 
ginning to come iTom Hnnbridgc, Knype, Longslmw, Turnhill, 
and villages such os Moorthornc, to gaze at that facade. And 
the fourth edition of the Signal, containing a full report of 
what Uic Stipendiary and the barrister had said to each other, 
was being cried. 

Ill bis shop he found customers, as absorbed in the trivialities 
of purchase as though nothing whatever had happened. He was 
shocked; he resented their callousness. / 

" I’m too biKsy now,” he said curtly to one who accosted him. 

” Sam ! " his wife called him in a low voice. She was standing 
behind the till. 

“What is it?” He was ready to crush, and especially to 
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crush indiscicct babble in the shop. He thouglit she was going 
to viiDt her womanly curiosity at once. 

“ Mr. Huntbach is waiting for you in the parlour,'' said Con* 
stance. 

’‘Mr. Huntbach.^'* 

“ Yes, from Longsliaw." She whispered, “ It's Mrs. Povey's 
cousin. He's conic to see about the funeral and so on, tlie — 
the inquest, I suppose." 

SamuH paused. " Oli, has he!" said he defiantly. ''Well, 
I'll see him. If he rvants to see me. Til see him." 

That evening Constance learned all that was in his mind of 
bitterness against tlic memory of the dead woman whose failings 
had brought Daniel Povey to Staff ord gaol and Dick to the Pire- 
hill Infirmary. Again and again, in the ensuing days, he re- 
ferred to the state of foul discomfort which he had discovered 
in Daniel's house. lie nursed a feud against all her relatives, 
and when, after the inquest, at winch he gave evidence full of 
resentment, she was buried, he vented an angry sigh of relief, 
and said: "Well, she*s out of tlie way!" Thenceforward lie 
had a mission, religious in its solemn intensity, to defend and 
save Daniel. He took the enterprise upon himself, spending tlie 
whole of himself upon it, to the neglect of his business and tlie 
scorn of his health. He lived solely for Daniel's trial, pouring 
out money in prepavation for it. He thought and spoke of 
nothing else. The aff‘air was his one preoccupation. And us 
the weerks passed, he became more and more sure of success, 
more and more sure that he would return with Daniel to Burslcy 
in triumph after the assiz e. He was convinced of the impos- 
sibility that ‘ anything should happen^ to Daniel; the circum- 
stances were too clear, too overwhelmingly in Daniel's favour. 

When Brindley, the second-best baker and confectioner, made 
an oifer for Daniel's business as a going concern, he was indig- 
nant at first. Then Constance, and the lawyer, and Daniel 
(wliom he saw on every penuitted occasion) between them per- 
suaded him that if some arrangement was not made, and made 
quickly, the business would lose all its value, and he consented, 
on Daniel's behalf, to a temporary agreement under which 
Brindley should reopen the shop and manage it on certain terms 
until Daniel regained his freedom towards the cod of January. 
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He would not listen to Daniel's plaintive insistence that he would 
never care to be seen in Burslcy again, lie pooh-poohed it. 
He protested furiously that the wliolc town was s eeth ing with 
syinj)athy for Daniel; and this was true. He became Daniers 
defending angel, rescuing Daniel from Daniers own weakness 
and apatliy, lie became, indeed, Daniel. 

One morning the shop-shutter was wound up, and Brindley, 
inhaled with t!ic importance of controlling two establishments! 
stmlli'd in and out under the sign of Daniel Povey. And tratfic 
in l>rca<l and cakes and flour >vas resumed. Apparently the sea 
of time had risen and covered Daniel and all that was his; 
for his wife was under earth, and Dick lingered at Pirchill, 
unable to stand, and Daniel was locked away. Apparently, in 
the regular flow of the life of the Square, Daniel was forgotten* 
But not in Samuel Povey’s heart was he forgotten ! There, 
before an altar erected to the martyr, the sacred flame of a new 
faith burned with fierce consistency. Samuel, in his greying 
middle-age, had inherited the eternal youth of the apostle. 

it- Xu i)Xi K 




v)n the dark Winter morninir wlicn Samurl set off to llie 


f^rnnd assize, Constance did not ask liis views as to what pro- 
tection lie M’ould adopt against the weather. She silently ranged 
speeiiil underclothing, and by the warmth of the fire, which for 
days she had kept ablaze in the bedroom, Samuel silently donned 
the special underclothing. 0\'cr that, with particular f a ^tidious 
care, he ]>ut his best suit. Not a word was spoken. Constance 
and he were not estranged, but the relations between them were 
in a sbilc of feverish excitation. Samuel had had a cold on his 
dnt chest for weeks, and nothing that Constance could invent 
would move it. A few days in bed or even in one room at a 
uniform temperature would hove surely worked the cure. Sam- 
uel, however, would not stay in one room; he would not stay in 
the house, nor yet in Burslcy. He would take his 
cough on chilly trains to Stafford. He had no cars fo^ reason ; 
he simply could not listen; he was in a dream. After Christmas 
a crisis came. Constance grew desperate. It was a battle be- 
tween her will and his that occurred one night when Constance^ 
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marsballing all her forces, suddenly insisted that he must go 
out no more until he was cured. In tlie fight Constance was 
scarcely recognizable. She deliberately gave way to hysteria ; 
she was no longer soft and gentle; she flung bitterness at him 
like v itriol : she shrieked like a common shrew.;? It seems almost 
incredible that Constance should have gone so far; but she did. 
She accused him, amid sobs, of putting his cousin before liis 
wife and son, of not caring whether or not she was left a widow 
us the result of this obstinacy. And she ended by crying pas- 
sionately that she might as well talk to a post. She might just 
us well have talked to a post. Samuel .answered quietly und 
coldly. He told her that it was useless for her to put herself 
about, as he should act as be thought tit. It was a most extraor- 
dinary scene, and quite unique in their annals. Constance was 
beaten. She accepted the defeat, gradually controlling her sobs 
and changing her tone to the tone of the vanquished. She kissed 
him in bed, kissing the rod. And he gravely kissed her. 

Hcncefonvord she knew, in practice, what the inevitable, 
when you have to live with it, may contain of anguish wr< lchcd 
und humiliating. Her husband was risking his life, so she was 
absolutely convinced, and she could do nothing; she had come 
to the bed-rock of Samuel’s character. She felt that, for the 
time being, she had a madman in the house, who could not be 
treated according to ordinary principles. The continual strain 
aged her. Her one source of relief was to talk with Cyril. 
She talked to him without reserve, and the words ’your father,’ 
* your father,' were everlastingly on her complaining tongue. 
Ves, she was utterly changed. Often she would weep when alone. 

Nevertheless she frequently forgot that she had been beaten. 
She had no notion of honourable warfare. She wus always be- 
ginning again, always firing under a flag of truce; und thus 
she constituted a very inconvenient opponent. Samuel was 
obliged, while hardening on the main point, to compromise on 
lesser questions. She too could be formidable, and when her 
lips took a certain pose, and her eyes glowed, he would have put 
on forty mufflers had she commanded. Thus it was she who 
arranged all the details of the supreme journey to Stafford. 
S.amuel was to drive to Knype, so as to ovoid the rigours of the 
Loop Line train from Bursley and the waiting on cold platforms. 
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At Knypc lie was to take tlic express, and to travel first-class. 

After he was dressed on that gas-lit morning, lie learnt bit 
by bit the extent of her elaborate preparations. The breakfast 
was a special breakfast, and he had to cat it all. Then the 
cab eaine, ami he saw Amy put hot bricks into it. Constance 
herself put g oIo.siic .s over his boots, not because it >vas damp, 
but because i mliarubb cr keeps the feet warm. Constance her- 
self bandaged 'jiis nccTi, and unbuttoned his waistcoat and stuck 
.'in extra flannel under his dickey. Constance herself wanned 
his woollen gloves, and enveloped him in his largest overcoat. 

Samuel then saw Cyril getting ready to go out. *' Where 
•are you ofl ? ” he demanded. 

" He’s going with you as far as Knypc,” said Constance grimly. 
•'He’ll see you into the train and then come back here in the 
cal)/' 

Slic had sprung this indignity upon him. She glared. Cyril 
glanced with timid bravado from one to the other. Samuel bad 
to yield. 

Tims in the winter darkness — for it was not yet dawn — 
Samuel set forth to the trial, escorted by his son. The reverbera- 
tion of his appalling cough from the cab was the last thing that 
Constance heard* 

During most of the day Constance sat in ‘ Miss Insull’s cor- 
ner in the shop. Twenty years ago this very corner had been 
hers. But now, instead of large xnillincry-boxcs enwrapped in 
brown paper, it was shut off from the rest of the counter by a 
rich screen of mahogany and ground-glass, and within the en- 
closed space all the apparatus necessary to the activity of Miss 
Insiill had been provided for. However, it remained the coldest 
part of the whole shop, ns Miss Insult’s fingers testified, Con- 
stance established herself there more from a desire to do some- 
thing, to interfere in something, than from n necessity of super- 
vising the shop, though she had said to Samuel that she would 
keep an eye on the shop. Miss Insull, whose throne was 
usurped, had to sit by the stove with less important creatures; 
she did not like it, and her underlings suffered accordingly. 

It was n long day. Towards tea-time, just before Cyril was 
due from school, Mr. Critchlow came surprisingly in. That is 
to say, his arrival was less of o surprise to Miss Insull ond the 
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rest of the staff than to Constance. Tor he had lately formed 
an irregular habit of popping in at tea-time, to chat with Miss 
Insull. Mr. Critchlow was still defying time. He kept his long, 
thin figure perfectly erect. His features had not altered. His 
hair and beard could not have been whiter than they had been 
for years past. He wore his long white apron, and over tlnat a 
thick rcj^fcr jacket. In his long, knotty fingers he carried a 
copy of the Signal. 

Evidently he had not expected to find the corner occupied by 
Constance. She was sewing. 

“ So it's you!’" he said, in his unpleasant, grating voice, not 
even glancing at Miss Insull. He had gained tl)c reputation of 
being the rudest old man in Bursley. But Ins general demeanour 
expressed indifference rather than rudeness. It was a manner 
tliat said: “ You've got to take me as I am. I may be an egotist, 
bard, mean, and convinced; but those who don't like it can luuip 
it. I'm indifferent." 

He put one elbow on the top of the screen, showing the 
Signal. 

“Mr. Critclilow!" said Constance, primly; she had acquired 
Samuel's dislike of him. 

“ It's begun!" he observed with mysterious glee. 

“Has it?" Constance said eagerly. "Is it in the paper 
already ? " 

She had been far more disturbed about her Inisbniul s health 
than about the trial of Daniel Povey for murder, but her interest 
in the trial was of course tremendous. And this news, th.it it 
liad actually begun, thrilled her. 

“ Ay!" said Mr. Critchlow. " Didn't yc hear the Signal boy 
l iollcripj r just now all over the Square?" 

“ No," said Constance. For her, newspapers did not exist. 
She never had the idea of opening one, never felt any curiosity 
which she could not satisfy, if she could satisfy it at all, without 
the powerful aid of the press. And even on this day it had 
not occurred to her that the Signal might be worth opening. 

" Ay! " repeated Mr. Critchlow. " Seemingly it began at two 
o'clock — or thereabouts.^^ He gave a moment of his attention 
to a noisy gas-jet, which he carefully lowered. 

"What docs it say?" 
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Nolliing yet!” s.iid Mr. Critclilow; and they read the fc^ 
brict sentences, under their big heading, wliich described tlic 
formal commencement of the trial of Daniel Povey for the 
murder of his wife. ” There was some as said," he remarked, 
pushing uj) bis spectacles, “that grand jury would Alter the 
ch.arge, or siimmat! ” He laughed, grimly tolerant of the ex- 
treme absurdity. “Ali!” he added contemjilativcly, turning liis 
head to see if the assistants were listening. They were. It 
would have been too much, on such a day, to expect a strict 
adherence to the etiquette of the shop. 

t onstance had been hearing a good deal lately of grand juries, 
but she had understood nothing, nor had she sought to under- 
6tnnJ. 


■■ I’m very glad it's come on so soon,” she said. " In a sense, 
that is! I was afraid Sam might be kept at Stafford for days. 
Do you think it will last long.!*” 

."Not it!” said Mr. Critclilow, positively. ” There's naught 
in it to spin out." 

TIk ii a silence, punctuated by the sound of stitching. 

fonstance would really have preferred not to eonver.se with 
the old man; but the desire for rrn.ssurnncc, for the calming of 
her own fears, forced her to speak, though she knew well that 
-Mr. Crilehlow was precisely the last man in the town to give 
moral nssist.ance if he thought it was wanted. 

" I do hope everything will be all right!” she murmured. 

” Everylliing'U be all right!” he said gaily. ” Evcrytliing'll 
be all right. Only it’ll be oil wrong for Dan.” 

” Whatever do you mean, >fr. Critchlow? ” she protested. 
Nothing, she refleeted, could rouse pity in that heart, not even 
a tragedy like Daniel s. She bit her lip for having spoken. 

Well, lie said in loud tones, frankly addressing the girls 
round the stove ns miicli as Constance. ** I’ve met with some 
rare good ‘a+gumcnls this new year, no mistake I There’s been 
some ns say that Dan never meant to do it Thai’s os may be. 
But it it’s a good reason for not hanging, there’s an end to 
capital punishment in this country. ‘Never meant’! There’s 
a lot of cm as ‘never meant’! Then I’m told as she was a 
g allivanting woman and no housekeeper, and as often drunk as 
sober." i d no call to be told that. If strangling is a right pun- 
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ishment for a wife as spends hef'time in drinking brandy instead 
of sweeping floors and airing sheets, tlien Dan’s safe. But 1 
don’t seem to see J udge JLindle v telling the jury os it is. I've 
been a juryman under Judge Lindley myself — and more than 
once — and I don’t seem to see him, like ! ” He paused with liis 
mouth open. " As for all them nobs,” he eontinued, ” including 
th’ rector, as have gone to Staflord to kiss tlie hook and swear 
tlint Dan’s reputation is second to none — if they could ha 
sworn as Dan wasn’t in th’ house at all that night, if they 
could ha’ sworn lie was in Jericho, thcre’d ha’ heen some sense 
in their going. But as it is, they’d ha’ done better to slo|> 
at home and mind their business. Bless us ! Sam wanted me 

to go! “f // ^ ' 

He Innghcd- again, in t he faces 

women. A / ' / 

'• I’m surprised at you, Mf.'Crifchlow! I really am!” Con- 

etance exclaimed. 

.'\iid the assistants inarticulately sujjported her with vague 
sounds. Miss Insull got up and poked tlie stove. Every 
soul in the establishment was loyally convinced that Daniel 
Povey would be acquitted, and to breathe a doubt on the 
brightness of this certainty was a hideous crime. Ihc con- 
viction was not within the domain of reason; it was an act 
of faith; and arguments merely fretted, without in the slightest 
degree disturbing it. 

” Yc may he ! ” Mr. Critchlow gaily concurred. He was very 
content. 

Just as he shuffled round to leave the shop, Cyril entered. 
Good afternoon, Mr. Critchlow,” said Cyril, sheepishly po- 

itc. 

Mr. Critchlow gazed hard at the hoy, then nodded his liead 
several times rapidly, as though to say: "Here’s another fool 
in the making! So the generations follow one another! He 
made no answer to the salutation, and departed. 

Cyril ran round to his mother’s corner, pitching his hag on 
to the showroom stairs as he passed them. Taking off his hat, 
lie kissed her, and she unbuttoned his overcoat with her cold 

hands. 

” What’s old Methuselah after? ” he demanded. 
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“IIusli!” Constance softly corrected him. “He came in to . 
tell me the tri.nl had sl.nrtcd.'' 

“Oil, I knew that! A hoy bought a paper and I saw it 
I say, mother, will father be in the paper?” And then in a 
different tone: " I say, mother, nvlnt is there for tea? ” 

^\■llcn his stomach had learnt exactly what there was for 
tea. the boy began to show an immense and talkative curiosity 
in the trial. He would not set himself to his home-lessons. ^ 
“ It’s no use, mother,” he said, “ I can't.” They returned to 
the shop together, and Cyril would go every moment to the 
door to listen for the cry of a newsboy. Presently he hit upon 
the ide.a that perhaps newsboys might be crying the s)»ccinl ' ' 
edition of the Signal in the market-place, in front of tlic Town ^ 
Hall, to the neglect of St. Luke's Square. And nothing would * 
satisfy him but he must go forth and see. He went, vithout 
his overcoat, promising to run. The shop waited with a 
strange anxiety. Cyril had created, by his restless iuovcincnt5 
to and fro, an atinosjiherc of strained expectancy. It seemed 
now ns if the whole town stood with heating heart, fearful of 
tidings and yet burning to get them. Constance pictured 
Stafford, which she had never seen, and a court of justice, 
whicli she had never seen, and her husband and Daniel in it. 
And she waited. 

Cyril ran in. “No!” he announced breathlessly. ” Noth* 
ing yet.” 

’■ Don't take cold, now you're hot,” Constance advised. 

Hut he would keep near the door. Soon he ran olf again. 

And perhaps fifteen seconds after he had gone, the strident 
cry of a Signal boy was heard in the distance, faint niuTindi** "j 
tiiiet at first, then dearer and louder. ( 

"There’s a paper!” said the apprentice. 

“ Sh I ” said Constance, listening. 

“Sb!” echoed Miss Insull. 

“Yes, it is!” said Constance. “Miss Insull, just step out 
and get a paper. Here’s a halfpenny.” ^ , 

Tlic halfpenny passed quickly from one thimblcd hand to J 
anotlicr. Miss Insull s currie d. 

She came in triumphanUy with the sheet, which Constance 
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tremblingly took. Constance could not find the report at first. 
Miss Insult pointed to it^ and read — 

' Summing up ! ’ Lower down, lower down I ' Al ter an 
absence of thirty-fire minutes the jury found the prisoner guilty 
of murder, with a recommendation to mercy. The judge* as- 
sumed the black cap and pronounced sentence of deaths spy- 
ing that be would forward the recommendation to the ])r<»ptr 
quarter/ 

Cyril returned. Not yet!’^ he was saying — when he saw 
the .paper lying on the counter. His crest fell. 

Long after the shop was shut, Constance and Cyril wailed 
in the parlour for the arrival of the master of the house. Con- 
stance was in the blackest despair. She saw notliing but death 
around lier. She thoug]it>fBJisfortunes never come singly. 
Why did not Samuel come? 'All was ready for him, everything 
that her imagination could suggest, in the way of food, remedirs, 
and the moons of warmth. Amy was not allowed to go to Ix d, 
lest she might be needed. Constance did not even hint that 
Cyril should go to bed. The dark, dreadful minutes ticked 
themselves off on the mantelpiece until only five minutes sei)a- 
rated Constonce from the moment when she would not know 
W'hat to do next. It was twenty-five minutes past eleven. If 
ct half-past Samuel did not appear, then he could not come 
that night, unless the last train from Stafford was inconceivably 
late. 

The sound of a carriage! It ceased at the door. Mother 
and son sprang up. « 

Yes, it w'as Samuel! iSlic beheld him once more. And 
the sight of his condition, fiioral and physical, terrified her. 
His great st upin g son and Amy helped him upstairs. Will 
he ever come down those stairs again?'' This thought lanced 
Constance's heart. The pain was come and gone in a moment, 
but it had surprised her tranquil commonsense, which was 
naturally opposed to, and gently scornful of, hysterical fears. 
As she puifcd> with her stoutness, up the stairs, that bland 
cheerfulness of hers cost her on immense effort of will. Slie 
was profoundly troubled; great disasters seemed to be slowly 
approaching her from all quarters. 
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Sliould she send for the doctor? Xo. To do so would 
only be a concession to tlie panic instinct. She knew exactly 
what was tijc matter with Samuel: a severe cough persistently 
neglected, no more. As she had c.xprcsscd herself many times 
to intjuirers, “lie's never been what you may call ill." 
Nevertheless, as she laid him in bed and po^^tted him, how 
frail and fragile he looked! And he was so c'xliaustcd that he 
would not even talk about the trials * 

If he’s not better to-morrow I shall send for the doctor!” 
slje said to herself. As for his getting up, she swore she would 
keej) him in bed by force if necessary. 

lUK, U 

The next njorning she was glad and proud that she had nr 
yielded to h scare. For he was most strangely and obviousl; 
better. He had slept heavily, and she had slept a little. True 
that Daniel was condemned to death! Leaving Daniel to his 
fate, she was conscious of joy .springing in her heart. How 
nb.siird to have asked herself: Will he ever come down those 

stairs ngain.^”! 

A message reached her from the forgotten shop during the 
Biorning, that Mr. Lawton had called to see Mr. Povey. 
Already Samuel had wanted to arise, but she had forbidden it 
in the tone of a woman who is dangerous, and Samuel had 
been very reasonable. He now said that Mr. Lawton must b** 
asked ijp. She glanced round the bedroom. It was ‘ done 
it was faultlessly correct as a sick chamber. She agreed to t’ 
introduction into it of the man from another sphere, and aft 
II preliminary minute she left the two to talk together. Th 
visit of young Lawton’s was a dramatic proof of Samuel’ 
importance, and of the importance of the matter in hand 
The august occasion demanded etiquette, and etiquette said tha 
a wife should depart from her husband when he had to transne*. 
affairs beyond the grasp of a wife. 

I The idea of d petition to the Home Secretary took shape 
at this interview, and before the day was out it had spread 
over the town and over the Five Towns, and it was in Uie 
Signal. The Signal spoke of Daniel Povey as 'the condemned 
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man.* And the phrase startled the .whole district into 
indignant agitation for his The district woke up to 

he fact that a Town Councillor^ a figure in* the world, nn 
loncst tradesman of unspotted character, was co opcej solitary 
n a little cell at Stafford) waiting to be hangedby the lu'ck 
ill he was dead* The district determined tlmt this must not 
ind sliould not be. WhyJ Dan Povey had actually once 
Dccn Chairman of the ^urslcy i^iety for the Prosecution ot 
Felons, that association for annual eating and drinking, whoso 
members humorously called each other ' felons*! Impos- 
sible, monstrous, that an ex-chairman of the ‘ Felons ’ should 
c a sentenced criminal! 

However, there was nothing to fear. No Home Secretary 
ould dare to run counter to the jury’s tcconimcndation and 
MC expressed wish of the wliole district. Besides, the Home 
vecrcUry's nephew was M.I». for the Knype . division. Of 
course a verdict of guilty had been inevitable. Everybody 
recognized that now. Even S-muel and all the hottest 
parlis.ins of Daniel Povey rtcognized it. Thev talked as if 
they had always foreseen it, directly contradicting all that tliey 
had said on only the previous day. Without any sense of ; 
inconsistency or of shame, thev took up an absolutely r 
position. The structure of blind faith had once again crumbled 
ot the assault of realities, and unhealthy, un-English truths, 
the statement of which would have meant o stracism twentv-foul 
hours earlier, became suddenly the platitudes of the Square 
'nd the market-place. 

,1 Despatch was necessary in the alTair of the petition, for 
pclay at the beg.nn.ng, because neither young Lawton nnr any 
petition to the Home Secretary for the reprieve of n criminal 

Z 'Lr young Law,o„ 
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Most Noble the Marquis of K.C.IL, May it please 

^ur Lordship,” and end U, “ And your petitioners will ever 
pray!” and insert between those phrases a simple appeal for 
the reprieve, with a statement of reasons. No! the formula 
consecrated by tradition must be found. And, after Daniel 
hod arrived a day and a half nearer death, it was found. A 
lawyer at Alnwick had the draft of a petition which had 
.secured for a murderer in Northumberland twenty years’ penal 
.servitude instead of sudden death, and on request he lent it to 
younf? Lawton. The prime movers in the petition felt that 
Daniel Povey was now as good ns saved. Hundreds of forms 
were printed to receive signatures, and these forms, together 
with copies of the petition, were laid on the counters of all the 
principal shops, not merely in Burslcy. but in the other towns. 
They were also to he found at the ofliccs of the Signal, in rail- 
way waiting-rooms, and in the various reading-rooms; and on 
the second of Daniels three Sundays they were exposed in the 
porelics of chiirclies and chapels. Chapel-kccpcrs and vergers 
would come to Samuel and ask with the heavy inertia of their 
-stupidity: “About pens and ink, sir?” These ofticiaU had 
tlx- air of audaciously distiirhing the s acrosanc t routine of 
centuries in order to confer a favour. “ 

Samuel continued to improve. His cough shook him less, 
liuil his appetite increased. Constance allowed him to 
istablish himself in the drawing-room, which was next to the 
bedroom, and of which the grate was particularly cflicicnt. 
Merc, in an old winter overcoat, he directed the vast affair of 
the petiUon, which grew daily to vaster proportions. Samuel 
dreamed of twenty thousand signatures. Each sheet held 
twenty signatures, and several times a day he counted the 
sheets; the supply of forms actually failed once, and Constance 
herself had to hurry to the printers to order more. Samuel 
was put into a passion by this carelessness of the printers. 
He offered Cyril sixpence for every sheet of signatures which 
the boy would obtain. At first Cyril was too shy to canvass, 
but his father made him blush, and in a few hours Cyril had 
developed into an eager canvasser. One whole day he stayed 
aw.iv 'from school to canvas. Altogether he earned over 
fifteen shiHlngs, quite honestly except that be got a companion 
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to forge A couple of signatures with addresses lacking at the 
cud of a last sheet, generously rewarding him with si\|K rice, 
the value of the entire sheet. 

When Samuel had received a thousand sheets with twciitv 
thousand signatures, be set bis heart on twenty-live tliouiand 
signatures. And he also announced his firm intention of 
accompanying young Lawton to London with the jxtition. 
The petition had, in fact, become one of the most remarkable 
petitions of modern times. So the Hignat said. The Hignal 
gave a daily account of its progress, and its progress was 
astonisliing. In certain streets every householder had signed 
it. The first sheets had been reserved for the signatures of 
members of Parliament, ministers of religion, civic dignitaries, 
justices of the peace, etc. These sheets were nobly filled, 'fhe 
aged Rector of Burslcy signed first of all; after him the Mayor 
of Bursley, as was riglil; then sundry M.P.'s. 

, Samuel emerged from the drawing-room. He went into 
the parlour, and, later, into the shop; and no evil consequence 
followed. His cough was nearly, but not quite, cured, 'i'he 
weather was extraordinarily mild for the season. He repealed 
that he should go with the petition to London; and he went; 
Constance could not validly oppose the journey. She, too, 
was a little intoxicated by the petition. It weighed consider- 
ably over a hundredweight The crowning signature, that of 
the M.P. for Knype, was duly obtained in London, and 
Samuel’s one disappointment was that liis hope of twenty-five 
thousand signatures had fallen short of realization — by only a 
few score. The few score could have been got had not lime 
urgently pressed, He returned from London a man of mark, 
full of confidence; but his cough was worse .again. 

His confidence in the power of public opinion and the 
inherent virtue of justice might have proved to be well placed, 
had not the Home Secretary happened to be one of your 
humane officials. The Marquis of Welwyn was celebrated 
through every strat um of the governing classes for bis humane 
instincts, wliich were continually fighting against his sense of 
duty. Unfortunately his sense of duty, which he bad inherited 
from several centuries of ancestors, made havoc among' his 
humane instincts on nearly every occasion of conflict. It was 
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reported that he suffered liorribly in consequence. Others 
.also suffered, for he was never known to advise a remission of 
a sentence of flogging. Certain capital sentences he had 
c oinnn itcd, but he did not commute Daniel Povey’s. He 
could not permit himself to be influenced by a wave of popular 
sentiment, and assuredly not by his own nephew’s signature. 
He gave to the case the patient, remorseless examination which 
he gave to every ease. He spent a sleepless night in trying to 
discover .a reason for yielding to his humane instincts, but 
without success. As Judge Lindley remarked in his confi- 
dential report, the sole arguments in favour of Daniel were 
provocation and his previous high clmractcr; and these were 
no sort of an argument. The provocation was utterly inadequate, 
.and the previous high character was quite too ludicrously be- 
side the point. So once more the Marquis’s humane instincts 
averc routed and he suffered horribly. 




On the Sunday morninjt after the d/iy on afhich the Signal 
had printed the ni^u of Daniel Povey’s supreme breakfast, 
and the exact length of the ‘ drop ’ which the executioner had 
administered to him, Constance and Cyril stood together at 
the window of the large bedroom. 'Phe boy was in his best 
clothes; but Constance’s garments gave no sign of the Sabbath. 
She wore a large apron over an old dress that wos rather tight 
for her. She was pale and looked ill. 

"Oh, mother!” Cyril exclaimed suddenly. “Listen! I'm 
sure I can hear the band.” 

Slic checked him with a soundless movement of her lips; 
and they both glanced anxiously at the silent bed, Cyril with 
a gesture of apology for having forgotten that he must make 
no noise. 

The strains of the band came from down King Street, in 
the direction of St. Luke’s Church. The music appeared to 
linger a long time in the distance, and then it approached, 
growing louder, and the Burslcy Town Silver Prize Band passed 
under the window ot the solemn pace of Handel’s ” Deed 
Morch.” The effect of that rc^miem, heavy with its own 
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inherent beauty and with the vast weight of harrowing tradition, 
was to wring the tears from Constance's eyes; they fell on 
her aproned bosom, and she sank into a chair. And though 
the cheeks of the trumpeters were puffed out, and though the 
drummer had to pr otrud e his stomach and arch his s pine back- 
wards lest he should tumble over his drum, there was majesty 
in the passage of the band. The boom of the drum, desolating 
the interruptions of the melody, made sick the heart, but with 
a lofty grief; and the dirge seemed to be weaving a purple 
jjall tliat covered every meanness. 

The bandsmen were not all in black, but they all wore crape 
on their sleeves and their instruments were knotted with crape. 
Thev carried in their hats a black-cdged card. Cyril held one 
of these cards in his hands. It ran thus: 

sAcnen to the ^iemory of 
DANIEL POVEY 

A TOWN COUNCILLOR OF THIS TOWN 
JUDICIALLY MURDERED AT 8 o'cLOCK IN THE MORNINQ 

8TI1 FEBRUARY 1888 

HE WAS MORE SI.SNED AGAINST THAN SINNING." 

In the wake of the band came the aged Rector, bare-headed, 
and wearing a S brplic c over his overcoat; his thin wliitc hair 
was disarranged by the breeze that played in the chilly sun- 
shine; his hands were folded on a gilt-edged book. A curate, 
churchwardens, and sidesmen followed. And after these, 
tramping througli the dark mud in a procession that had 
a]>parcntly no end, wound the unofficial male multitude, nearly 
all in mourning, and all, save the more aristocratic, carrying 
the memorial card in their hats. Loafers, women, and children 
had collected on the drying pavements, and a window just 
opposite Constance was ornamented with the entire family of 
the landlord of the Sun Vaults, In the great bar of the Vaults 
a ba rman w as craning over the pitchpine screen that secured 
privacy to drinkers. The procession continued without break, 
eternally rising over the verge of King Street ' bank,' and 
eternally vanishing round the corner into St. Luke's Square; 
at intervals it wos punctuated by a clergyman, a Nonconformist 
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minister, a town crier, a group of foremen, or a few Rifle 
\’o)unteers. The watching crowd grew as the procession 
lengthened. Then another band was heard, also playing the 
march from Saul. The first band had now reached the top of 
the S<juarc, and was scarcely audible from King Street. The 
reilentcd glitter in the sun of memorial cards in hats gave 
tile fanciful illusion of an impossible whitish snake that was 
across the town. Three-quarters of an hour clajiscd 
before the tail of the snake came into view, and a rabble of 
un kemp t boys closed in upon it, filling the street. 

I shall go to the drawing-room window, mother,” said 
Cyril. 

She nodded. He crept out of the bedroom. 

St. Luke s Square was a sea of hats and memorial cards. 
Most of the occupiers of the Square had hung out flags at half- 
mast, and a flag at half-mast was flying over the Town Hall in 
the distance. Sightseers were at every window. The two bands 
had united at the lop of the Square; and behind them, on 
a North StalTordsliirc Railway lorry, stood the whitc-clnd Rector 
and several black figures. The Rector was speaking; but only 
those close to the lorry could hear his feeble treble voice. 

Such was the massive protest of Burslcy against what 
Burslcy regarded as a callous injustice. The execution of 
Daniel Povey had most genuinely excited the indignation of 
the town. That execution was not only an injustice; it was 
nil insult, a humiliating simb. And the worst was that the 
rest of the country had really discovered no sympntlicUc 
interest in the nfTnir. Certain London papers, indeed, in 
commenting casually on the execution, had slurred the morals 
and manners of the Five Towns, professing to regard the 
district as notoriously beyond the realm of the Ten Command- 
ments. I his had helped to render furious the townsmen. 
This, ns much as anything, had encouraged the spontaneous 
outburst of feeling which had c ulminated in a St Luke’s 
Square full of people with memorial cards in their haU. The 
demonstration had scarcely been organised; it hod somehow 
organi^iod itself, employing the places of worship and a few 
clubs as centres of gathering. And it proved on immense 
success. )Therc were seven or eight thousand people in the 
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Square, and the pity was that England as a whole could not 
have had a glimpse of the spectacle. Since the execution ot 
the elephant, nothing had so profoundly agitated Eursley. 
Constance, wlio left the bedroom momentarily for the drawing- 
room, reflected that the death and burial of Cyril’s honoured 
grandfather, though a resounding event, had not caused onc- 
tenth of the stir which she beheld. But then John Baines had 
killed nobody. 

The Rector spoke too long; every one felt that. But at 
length he finished. The bands performed the Doxology, and 
the immense multitudes began to disperse by the eight streets 
that radiate from the Square. At the same time one o’clock 
struck, and the public-houses opened with their customary 
admirable promptitude. Respectable ])crsons, of course, 
ignored the public-houses and hastened liomcwards to a 
delayed dinner. But ic a town of over thirty thousand souls 
there arc sufficient dregs to fill all the public-houses on an 
occasion of ceremonial excitement. Constance saw the bar of 
the Vaults crammed with individuals whose sense of decent 
fitness was imperfect. The barman and the landlord and the 
principal members of the landlord’s family were hard put to 
it to quench that funereal thirst. Constance, os she ate a 
little meal in the bedroom, could not but witness the orgy. 
A bandsman with his silver instrument was prominent at"!^ 
counter. At five minutes to three the Vaults spewed forth a 
squirt of roysterers who walked on the pavement as on a 
tight-ropc; among them was the bandsman, his silver instrument 
only half enveloped in its bag of green serge. He established 
an equilibrium in the gutter. It would not have mattered so 
seriously if he had not been a bondsman. The barman and 
tlie landlord pushed the ultimate sot by force into the street 
and bolted the door (till six o'clock) just as a policeman 
strolled along, the first policeman of the day. It became 
known that similar scenes were enacting at the thresholds of 
other inns. And the judicious were sad. 
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/Utcrcnlion bclwcen the policeman and the 
musician in tlic guttcT was at its hciglit, Samuel Po%’cy became 
restless; but since he had scarcely stirred through the per- 
formanccs of the bands^ it was probably not the cries of the 
<lrunkard that had aroused him. 

He had shown very little interest in the preliminaries of 
tlic great demonstration. The flame of his passion for the 
ease of Daniel Povey seemed to have shot up on the day 
before the execution, and then to have expired. On tliat day 
he went to Stafford in order, by permit of the prison governor, 
to see liis cousin for the last time. His condition then was 
undoubtedly not far removed from monomania. ' Unhinged ’ 
was the conventional expression which frequently rose in 
Constance’s mind as a description of the mind of her hus- 
band; but she fought it down; she would not have it; it was 
too crude — with its associations. She would only admit that 
the ease had ’ got on * his mind, A startling proof of this was 
that he actually suggested taking Cyril with him to see the 
condemned man. He M*ishcd Cyril to see Daniel; he said 
gravely that he thought Cyril ought to see him. The pro- 
posal was monstrous, inexplicable — or explicable only by the 
assumption that his mind, while not unhinged, l)ad temporarily 
lost ^ its bal'nec. Constance opposed an absolute negotive, 
and 'Samuel being in every way enfeebled, she overcame. As 
for Cyril, he was divided between fear and curiosity. On the 
whole, perhaps Cyril regretted that he would not be able to 
soy at school that he had had speech with the most celebrated 
killer of the age on the day before his execution. 

Samuel returned hysterical from Stafford. His account of 
the scene, which he gave in a very loud voice, was a most 
absurd and yet pathetic recital, obviously distorted by memory. 
When he come to the point of the entrance of Dick Pove y* 
who was still at the hospital, and who had been specially 
driven to Stafford and cat^d into the prison, he wept 
without restraint His hysteria was painful in a very high de* 
grcc. 
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He went to bed — of liis own accord, for liis cougli bad 
improved again. And on the following day, the day of the 
execution, he remained in bed till the afternoon. In the 
evening the Rector sent for him to the Rectory to discuss 
the proposed demonstration. On the next day, Saturday, he 
said he should not get up. Icy showers were sweeping the 
town, and his cough was worse after the evening visit to thc 
Rcctor. Constance had no apprehensions about him. Tlie most 
dangerous part of the winter was over, and there was nothing 
now to force him into indiscretions. She said to herself calmlv 
that lie should stay in bed as long as he liked, that he could 
not have too much repose after the cruel fatigues, physical 
and spiritual, which he had suffered. His cougli was short, but 
not as troublesome as in the past; his face flushed, dusky, and 
settled in gloom; and he was slightly feverish, with quick pulse 
and quick breathing — the symptoms of a renewed cold. He 
passed a wakeful night, broken by brief dreams in which he 
talked. At dawn he had some hot food, .asked what day it 
was, frowned, and seemed to doze off at once. At eleven o'clock 
he had refused food. And he had intermittently dozed during 
the progress of the demonstration ond its orgiastic sequcL 

Constance had food ready for his waking, ond slic npiiroachcd 
tljc bed and leaned over him. The fever had increased some- 
wjiat, the breathing was more rapid, and his lips were covered 
with tiny purple pimples. He feebly shook his head, with a 
disgusted air, at her mention of food. It was this obstinate 
refusal of food which first alarmed her. A little uncomfortable 
suspicion shot up in her: Surely there's nothing the matter 
with him? 

Something — impossible to say what — caused licr to bend 
still lower, and put her car to his chest. She heard within 
that mysterious box a rapid succession of thin, dry, crackling 
sounds: sounds such as she would have produced by rubbing 
her hair between her fingers close to her car. The ci; £i)ita - 
t^onwased, then recommenced, and she perceived that it coindJed 
wjtli>hc intake of liis breath. He coughed; the sounds were 
intensified; a spasm of pain ran over his face; and he put his 
damp hand to his side. 

Pain in my side! he whispered with difficulty. 
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Constance stepped into the drawing-room, where Cvril was 
ikctching by tlie fire. 

Cyril,” she said, '' go across and ask DrJIatiajp to come 
round at once. And if he isn’t in, then his new partner.” 

■■ Is it for father. > ” 


* * 


• » 

cs. 


Wliat’s the matter? ” 

Now do as I say, jilcasc,” said Constance, sliarply, adding: 
” I d«»n't know what’s the matter. IVrliaps nothing. But Tin 
not satisfied." 

Tlic venerable Harrop pronounced the word ' pneumonia.’ 
It was acute double pneumonia that Samuel had got. During 
the three worst months of the year, he had escaped the fatal 
perils which await a man with a flat chest and a chronic cough, 
wl>o ignores his condition and defies the weather. But a 
journey of five hundred yards to the Rectory had been one 
journey too many. The Rectory was so close to the sliop 
that he had not troubled to wrap himself up as for an excursion 
to Stafford. He survived the crisis of Uie disease and then 
died of to xemia , caused by a heart that would not do its duty 
by the blood. A casual death, scarce noticed in the reaction 
after the great febrile demonstration! Besides, Samuel Povey 
never could iiiipo^ himself on the burgesses. He lacked 
individuality. He was little. I have often laughed at Samuel 
Povey. But I liked and respected him. He was a very honest 
man. I have always been glad to think that, at the end of his 
life, destiny took hold of him and displayed, to the obsen'ant, 
the vein of greatness which runs through every soul without 
exception. He I»nybrae«^ d a cause, lost it^ nnd died of it. 


CHAPTER VI 


THE WIUUW ^ ^ 

ci»^ 'r\4' io^ . 

Constance, alone m tife j 
tca-tnblc. She was not wearing weeds; her mother and shc^ 
on the death of her father, had talked of the various disadvan- 
tages of weeds; her mother had worn them unwillinglv, and 
only because a public opinion not sufficiently advanced hud 
iiitiuiidated her. Constance had said: "If ever I’m a widow 
I won’t wear them," positively, in the lone of youth; and Mrs. 
Raines had replied: "I hope you won’t, my dear." That was 
over twenty years ago, but Constance perfectly remembered. 
And now, she was a widow! How strange and bow impressive 
was life! And she had kept her word; not positively, not 
without hesitations; for though times were changed, Biirsley 
was still llurslcy; but she had kept it. 

This was the first Alonday after Samuel’s funeral. Exist- 
ence in the house had been resumed on the plane whicli would 
henceforth be the normal plane. Constance had put on for 
tea n dress of black silk with a jet brooch of her mother’s. Her 
hands, just me ticulo usly washed, had that feeling of being dirty 
which comes trom roughening of the epidermis caused by 
. a day spent in fingering stuffs. She had bceiP^oing through ’ 
Samuels things, and her own, .and ranging all anew. It was 
astonishing how little the man had collected, of ‘ things,’ in the 
course of over half a century. All his clothes were contained 
in two long drawers and a short one. He had the least 
^ possible quantity of haberdashery and linen, for he invariably 
took from the shop such articles as he required, when lie 
i required them, and he would never preserve what was done 
^with. .He possessed no jewellery save a set of gold studs, a 
scarf-ring, and a wedding-ring; the wedding-ring was buried 
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witli lum- Once, when Constance had ofTcrrd liiin her father’s 
gold wntci) and chain, he liad politely refused it, saying that he 
|)rcferred liis own — a silver watch (with a black cord) which 
kept excellent time; he had said later that she might save 
the gold watch and chain for Cyril when he was IwetUy-oiie. 
Heyoiui these trifles and a half-empty box of cigars and a pair of 
spectacles* he left nothing personal to himself. Some men leave 
behind thdii a l itter which takes months to sift and distribute. 
Hilt S limn 1 ha<l not the mania for owning. Constance put his 
dollies in a box, to be given away gradually (all except an 
overcoat and harulkcrchiefs which might do for Cyril) ; she 
locked op the walcli and its black cord, tlic spectacles and the 
.scarf-ring; she gave the gold studs to Cyril; she climbed on a 
chair and hi<l the cigar-box on the top of her wardrobe; and 
.scarce a trace of Samuel remained! 

Hy his own wish the funeral had been os simple and private 
possible. One or two distant relations, whom Constance 
scarcely knew and who would probably not visit her again until 
she too was dead, came — and went. And lol the aflair was 
over. Tlie simple celerity of the funeral would have satisfied 
<‘ven Samud, whose tremendous self-esteem hid itself so 
<*llectually behind such externals that nobody had ever fully 
lurccivcd it. Not even Constance quite knew Samuel’s sixrret 
opinion of Samuel. Constance was aware that he had a ridicu- 
lous side, that his greatest lack had been a lack of spectacular 
dignity. Even in the coffin, where nevertheless most people 
arc finally effective, he had not been imposing — with his finicky 
little grey heard persistently sticking up. 

The vision of him in his coffin — there in the churchyard; 
just at the end of King Street! — with the lid screwed down on 
that unimportant beard, recurred frequently in the mind of the 
widow, as something untrue and misleading. She had to say 
to herself: "Yes, he is really therr! And that is why I hnve^ 
this particular feeling in my heart.** She saw him as an object 
pathetic and wistful, not majestic. And yet she genuinely 
thought thot there could not exist another husband quite so 
honest, quite so just, quite so reliable, quite so good, ns Samuel 
bad been. What a conscience he had! How he would try; 
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and try, to be fair with her ! Twenty years she could remember, 
of ceaseless, constant endeavour on Jiis part to behave rightly 
to her! She could recall many an occasion when he had 
obviously checked himself, striving against lus tendency to cold 
abruptness and to sullcnness, in order to give her the respect 
due to. a wife. What loyalty was his! How she could depend 

on him! How much better he was than herself (she thought 
with modesty) ! ® 


His death was an a mputatiop for her. But she faced it with 
calmness. She was not bowed with sorrow. She did not nurse 
the idea that her life was at an end; on the contrary, she 
obstinately put it away from her, dwelling on CyrU. She did 
not indulge in the eiier^-ating voluptuousness of grief. She had 
begun in tlir.fi rst hours of bereaveme nt by picturing herself ns 
onc^rked gut for__tjic blows of f.-it7. ShcJiad lost her fath'or 
and J i vr mother, and now Hcji^ustcex- .se, irnwH.; 

h e inmctm ^ hy in ternien ls. Bu L after .a while her gentle 
com^aonaargg^ini e to i nsist that most liumaii beings lose their" 
par en t s , and t hat e very ma rriagi- must end in either a widower 
o^ Widow, ajid_that_im careers are purii^iinlcd by intermenUs. 
Had she not had nearly twenty-one years of happy married lifr' 
(Twenty-one years — rolled up! The sudden thought of Ih.ir 
na.ve ignorance of life, hers and Ins. when they were first 
married, brought tears into her eyes. How wise and experienced 
she was now!) And had she not Cvril.> Compared to many 
women, she was indeed very fortunate. 

The one visitation which had been specially hers was the 
disappearance of Sophia. And yet even that’ was not worse 
«ian the death outright of Sophia, was perhaps not so bad. 
Jor Soplua might return out of the darkness. The blow of 
Sophia s flight had seemed unique when it was fresh, and long 
afterwards; had seemed to separate the Baines family from all 
other families in a particular shame. But at the age of forty- 
three Constance had learnt that such events are not uncommon 
in families, and strange sequels to them not unknown. Think- 
jng often of Sophia, she hoped wildly and frequently. 

She looked at the clock; she had a little spasm of nervous- 
ness lest Cyril might fail to keep his word on that first day of 
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their new regular life together. And at the instant he burst 
into the room, inv.ading it like .an armed force, having previously 

laid waste the shop in his passage. 

• Tn, not late, mother! I’m not late!” he cried proudly. 

She smiled w.-vrmty, happy in him, drawing out of him halm 
and solaeo. He did not know that in that stout familiar body 
before him was a sensitive, trembling soul tliat clutched at him 
ecstatieallv a.s the one reality in the universe. He did not know 
tliat that evening meal, partaken of without hurry after school 
had released him to her, was to be the ceremonial sign of their 
intimate unity and their interdependence, a tender and delicious 
proof that they were 'all in all to each other’: he s.aw only 
his ten, for which he was hungry — just ns hungry as though 
hi.s father were not scarcely yet cold in the grave. 

Ihit he saw obscurely that the occasion demanded some- 
thing not quite ordinary, and so exerted himself to be boyishly 
charming to his mother. She said to herself ‘ bow good he 
was. He felt at ease and confident in the future, brrausc he 
detected beneath her customary judicial, impartial mask a clear 
desire to spoil liiin* 

After Ua, she regretfully left him* at his home-lessons* in 
order to go into the shop. The shop was the great unsolved 
question. What was she to do with the shop? Wa.s she to 

continue the business or to sell it? With the fortunes of her 

father and her aunt, and the economies of twenty years, she 
had more than sufficient means. She was indeed rich, accord- 
ing to the standards of the Square; nay, wealthy! Therefore 

she was under no material compulsion to keep the shop. 
Moreover, to keep it would mean personal superintendence and 
the burden of responsibility, from which her calm lethargy 
shrank. On the other hand, to dispose of the business would 
mean the breaking of ties and leaving the premises: and from 
this also she shrank. Young Lawton, without being asked, 
had advised her to sell. But she did not want to sell. She 
wanted the impossible; that matters should proceed in the future 
as in the post, that Samuel’s death should change nothing save 
In her heart 

In the meantime Miss Insull was priceless. Constance 
thoroughly understood one side of the shop; but Miss InsoU 
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understood toth, and the finance of it also. Miss Insull could 
have directed the establishment with credit, if not with brilliance. 
She was indeed directing it at that moment Constance, how- 
ever, felt jealous of Miss Insull; she was conscious of a slight 
aiitipathv towards the faithful one. She did not care to be in 
the liands of Miss Insull. * 

There were one or two customers at the millinery counter. 
They greeted her with a deplorable copiousness of tact. Most 
tactfully they avoided any reference to Constance’s lo.ss; but 
bv their tone, tlicir glances, at Constance and at each other, 
and tlieir Jieroically restrained sighs, they spread desolation 
as though they had been spreading ashes instead of butler on 
bread. The assistants, too, bad a special demeanour for the 
poor lone widow which was excessively trying to her. She 
wished to be natural, and she would have succeeded, had they 
not all of them apparently conspired together to make her t.ask 

She moved away lo the other side of the shop, to Sanuicl s 
desk, at which he used to stand, staring absently out of the 
little window into King Street, while ^ murmurously casting 
figures. She lighted the gas-jet there, arranged the light 
exactly to suit her, and then lifted the large dap of the desk 
and drew forth some account books. 

** Miss Insull!'* she called, in a low, clear voice, with a 
touch of haughtiness and a touch of command in it. The pose, 
a comical contradiction of Constance's benevolent character, 
was deliberately adopted; it illustrated the cfTects of jealousy 
on even the softest disposition. 

Miss Insull responded. She had no Alternative but to re- 
spond. And she gave no sign of resenting her employer s 
Attitude. But then Miss Insull seldom did give any sign of be- 
ing human. 

The customer; departed, one after another, obs equious ly 
sped by the assistants, who thereupon lowered the gases some- 
what, according to s gciilar r ule: and in the dim eclipse, as 
they restored boxes to shelves, they could bear the tranquil, 
regular, half-whispered conversation of the two women at the 
desk, discussing accounts; and then the chink of gold. 

Suddenly there was on irruption. One of the assistants sprang 

17 ^ 
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inslinctivcly to the gas; but on perceiving that the disturber 
of peace was only a slat^ly girl, hatlcss and imperfectly 
clean, she decided to leave the gas as it was, and i>ut on a 
condescending, suspicious demeanour. 

"If you please, can I speak to the missis?" said the eirl. 
breathlessly. 

She seemed to be about eighteen years of age, fat and plain. 
H« r blue frock was torn, and over it she wore a rough brown 
apron, caught up at one corner to the waist. Her bare fore- 
arms Were of brick-red colour. 

" What is it?” demanded the assistant. 

Miss Insull looked over her shoulder across the shop. *' It 

must be Mag^cX— 4i:rsJ^ins’s daughter!” said Miss Insull 
under her breath. 

"W’hat can she want?” said Constance, leaving the desk 
instantly; and to the girl, who stood stoir^v holding her own 

against the group of assistants: ” You arrM^s. Hollins’s daugh- 
ter, aren't you? ” ® 

»> 

1 cs, mum. 

"What's your name?” * 

Maggie, mum. And, if you please, mother's sent me to 
ask if you'll kindly give her a funeral card.” 

“ A funeral card? ” 

>;es. Of Mr. Povey. She's been expecting of one, and 
she thought as how pcrliap.s you'd forgotten it, especially as 
-slic wasn't asked to the 'funeral.” 

The girl stopped. 

Constance perceived that by mere negligence she had seriously 
wounded the feelings of Maggie, senior. The truth was, she 
had never thought of Maggie. She ought to have remembered 
that funeral cards were almost the sole ornamentation of Maggie’s 
abominable cottage. 

‘ Certainly,” she replied after n pause. “ Miss Insull, there 
arc a few cards left in the desk, aren’t there? Please put me 
one in an envelope for Mrs. Hollins.” 

She gave the heavily bordered envelope to the ruddy wench, 

who enfolded it in her apron, and with hurried, shy thanks 
ran off. ' 
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" Tell your mother I send her a card with pleasure/’ Con- 
stance called after the girl. 

The strangeness of the hazards of life made her thovii;litl iil. 
She, to whom Maggie had always seemed an old woman, was 
a widow, but Maggie’s husband survived as a lusty invalid. And 
she guessed that Maggie, vilely struggling in squalor and poverty, 
was somehow happy in her fro^jsy, careless way. 

She went back to the accounts, dreaming. 

-Y' -6^- 

the shop had been closed, under her own critical 
and precise superintendence, she extinguished the last gas in 
it and returned to the parlour, wondering where she might 
di.scover some entirely reliable man or boy to deal with the 
shutters night and morning. Samuel liad ordinarily dealt with 
the shutters himself, and on extraordinary occ.asions and 
during holidays Miss Insull and one of her subordinates 
had struggled with their unwieldiness. But the extraordinary 
occasion had now become ordinary, and Miss Insull could not 
be expected to continue indefinitely in the functions of a male. 
Constance had a mind to engage an errand-boy, a luxury against 
wbieh Samuel bad always set his face. She did not dream of 
asking the herculean Cyril to open and shut shop. 

He had apparently finished his home-lessons. The books 
were pushed aside, and he was sketching in Icnd-iiencil on a 
drawing-block. To the right of the fireplace, over the sofa, 
there hung an engraving after I.andsecr, showing a lonely stag 
paddling into a lake. The stag at cve had drunk or was about 
to drink his fill, and Cyril was copying liim. He had already 
indicated a flight of birds in the middle distance; vague birds 
on the wing being easier than detailed stags, he had begun 
with the birds.* 

Constance put a hand on his shoulder. “ Finished your 
lessons?” she murmured caressingly. 

Before speaking, Cyril gazed up at the picture with a frown- 
ing, busy expression, and then replied in an absent-minded voice; 

" Yes.” And after a pause: ” Except my arithmetic. I shall 
do that in the morning before breakfast.” 

A 




f 
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Oil, Cyril) ” she protested. 

It had been a positive ordinance, for a long time past, that 
there shourd be no sketching until lessons were done. In his 
father s lifetime Cyril hud never dared to break it. 

He bent over his block, feigning an intense absorption. Con- 
slanec s hand slipped fro,., his shoulder. She wanted to com- 
mand him form.aily to resume his lessons. But she could not. 
Mie leand an argument; she mistrusted herself. And, more- 
over, it was so soon after his father's death! 

\ou know you won't have time to-morrow morning!” she 
said wcakiv, ® 

“ oil, mother ! ” he retorted superiorly. ” Don’t worry.” And 

then, in a cajoling tone; ” I’ve wanted to do that slag for 
ages. “ ® 

.She sighed and sat down in her rocking-chair. He went 
on sketching, rubbing out, and making queer cxposlulatory 
noises against hi.s pencil, or against the difficulties /u^dlesslv 
invented by Sir Edwin Landseer. Once he rose and changed 
the position ot the gas-bracket, staring fiercely at the engraving 
as though It h.id committed a sin. 

Amy rame to lay the supper. He did not acknowledge that 
slir existed. ” 

" Now. .Master Cyril, after yon with that table, if vou please ' ” 
febr nmiounced herself brj^uely. will, the j.rivilege of an old 
servant and a woman who wolH,! never see thirty again 
•• Wml „ „ui,„„cc you «re, Amy ! •• |,c 

tl, , .1 7"’."' •-J' 'loti' "iTlhot Imlf of 

tiK obic? I m nght II, c mid, lie of my drowiug. There’, 
plenty of room there for two.” “ 

He seeyd not to be aware that, in the phrase ‘ plenty of 
n,o,n for two, he had made n callous reference to their bss. 
ihc fact was, there was plenty of room for two 

Constance said quickly: “Very well, Amy. For this once." 
Amy grunted, but obeyed. 

Conrlunee Imd to summon him Irriee from urt to nourish- 

with h„lf-,hut, seorelung eyes. When he Imd finished, he re- 
filled hr, glass „.th wnler, and put it next to his sketohing-blodi. 
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“ You surely aren’t thinking of beginning to paint at this 
time of night!” Constance exclaimed, astonished. 

"Oh yes, mother!” he fretfully .appealed. “It’s not late." 

Another positive ordinance of his fatlier’s had been that tln re 
sliould be nothing after supper except bed. Nine o’clock Mas 
the latest permissible moment for going to bed. It was now 
le.ss than a quarter to. 

“ It only wants twelve minutes to nine,” Constance pointed 

* 

out. 

Well, what if it docs? 

•• Now, Cyril,” she said, ” I do hope you are going to be 
a good boy, and not cause your mother anxiety.” 

But she said it too kindly. 

He said sullenly: ” I do think you might let me finish it. 
I’ve begun it. It won't take me long.” 

She made the mistake of leaving the main point. “ How 
can you possibly choose your colours i)roperly by gas-light?” 
she said. 

■■ I'm going to do it in s cy|a ,” he replied in triumph. 

" It mustn’t occur again,” she said. 

He thanked God for a good supper, and s|>rnng to the 
harmonium, where his paint-box was. Amy cleared away. 
Constance did crochet-work. There was silence. The clock 
struck nine, and it also struck half-past nine. She warned him 
repeatedly. At ten minutes to ten she said persuasively: 

” Now, Cyril, when the clock strikes ten I shall really put 
the gas out.” 

The clock struck ten. 

" Half a mo, half a mo! ” he cried. “ I’ve done ! rvedone!” 

Her hand was arrested. 

Another four minutes elapsed, and then he jumped up. 
" There you are! ” he said proudly, showing her the block. And 
all his gestures were full of grace and ca jolery . 

” 'Yes, it's very good,” Constance said, rather indifferently. 

“I don’t believe you care for it!” he accused her, but with 
a bright smile. 

" I care for your health,” she said. ” Just look at that 
ch>ck ! ” 
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He sat down in the other rocking-chair, deliberately. 

" Now, Cyril ! ” 

"Well, mother, I suppose you'll let me take my bools off!'* 
He said it with teasing good-humour. 

When he kissed her good niglit, she wanted to cling to him, 
so affeclion.ale was his kiss; but she could not throw off the 
h;il)its of restr.aint which she had been originally taught and 
had all her life practised. She keenly regretted the inability. 

In her bedroom, alone, she listened to his movements as 
he undressed. The door between the two rooms was un- 
latched. She had to control a desire to open it ever so little 
ami peep at him. He would not have liked that. He could 
liavc enriched her heart beyond all hope, and at no cost to 
himself; but he did not know his power. As she could not 
cling to him with her hands, she clung to him with that heart 
of hers, while moving sedately up and do\7n the room, alone. 
And her eyes saw him tITrough the solid wood of the door. 
At last she got heavily into bed. She thought with placid 
anxiety, in the dark: "I shall have to he firm with Cyril.” 
And she thought also, simultaneously: "He really must be a 
goo<l boy. He must.’’ And clung to him passionately, with- 
out shame! Lying alone there in the dork, she could be ns 
unrestrained and girlish ns her Iicnrt chose. When she 
loosed her hold she instantly saw the boy’s father arranged in 
his coffin, or flitting about the room. Then she would hug that 
vision too, for the pleasure of the pain it gave hc^ 

Cur* f ^C**ft**^ ^ ^ 

AVm ^ li.' 

^ ' fvU/' ett ' A* 

She WAS reassured as to Cyril during the next few days. 
He did not attempt to repent his ingenious naughtiness of the 
Monday evening, and he came directly home for tco; more- 
over he had, as a kind of miracle performed to dasslc her, 
actually arisen early on the Tuesday morning and done his 
arithmetic. To express her satisfaction she had manufactured 
a specially elaborate straw-frame for the sketch after Sir Edwin 
^ndscer, and had hung it in her bedroom: an honour which 
t yril appreciated. She was ns happy as a woman suffering 
from a recent amputation can J)e; and compared with the loDjQ 
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nightmare created hy Samuel’s monomania and illness, her 
existence seemed to be now a beneficent calm. 

Cyril, she thought, had realized the importance in her eyes 
of tea, of that evening hour and that companionship which 
were for her the flowering of the day. And she had such con- 
fidence in his goodness that she would pour the boiling water 
on the Horniman tea-leaves even before he arrived: certainty 
could not be more sure. And then, on the Friday of the first 
week, he was late! He bounded in, after dark, and the state 
of his clothes indicated too dearly that he liad been playing 
football in the mud that was a grassy field in summer. 

“ Have you been kept in, my boy? ” she asked, for the sake 

of form. 

“ No, mother,” he said casually. ” We were just kicking the 

ball about a bit Am I late? ” 

” Better go and tidy yourself,” she said, not replying to his 
question. ” You can’t sit down in that stale. And I'll have 
some fresh tea made. This is spoilt. 

” Oh, very well ! ” 

Her sacred tea — the institution which she wanted to 
hallaiv by long habit, and which was to count before every- 
thing with both of them — had been carelessly sacrificed to the 
kicking of a football in mud! And his father buried not ten 
days! She was wounded: a deep, clean, dangerous wound 
that would not bleed. She tried to be glad that he had not 
lied; he might cosily have lied, saying that he had been 
detained for a fault and could not help being late. No! He 
was not given to lying; he would lie, like any human being, 
when a great occasion demanded such prudence, but he was 
not a liar; he might fairly be called a truthful boy. She 
to be glad, and did not succeed. She would have preferred 
him to have lied. 

Amy, grumbling, had to boil more water. 

When he returned to the parlour, superficially cleaned, 
Constance expected him to apologize in his roundabout boyish 
way; at any rate to woo and w heedl e her, to show by some 
gesture that he was conscious of having put an aSItfljit on her. 
But his attitude was quite otherwise. His attitude was rather 
brusque and overbearing and nuisy. He ate a very consider- 
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able uinount of jam, far too quickly, and tlicn asked for more, 
in a tone of a inonarcli who calls for Ins own. And ere tea 
was finished he said boldly, apropos of nothing: 

“ 1 say, mother, you'll just have to let lue go to the School 
of Art after Easter.” 

And stared .at her with a fixed challenge in his eyes. 

He meant, by the School of .\rt, the evening classes at the 
School of Art. His father had decided absolutely against the 
project. His father had said that it would interfere with his 
lessons, would keep him up too late at night, and involve 
absence from home in the evening. The Last had always been 
the real objection. His father had not been able to believe 
tliat Cyril's desire to study art sprang purely from his love 
of art; he couUl not avoid suspecting that it was a plan to 
obtain freedom in the evenings — that freedom which Samuel 
had invariably forbidden. In all Cyril’s suggestions Samuel 
had been ready to delect the same scheme lurking. He hod 
finally .said that when Cyril left school and took to a vocation, 
then he could study art at night if he chose, but not before. 

■‘You know what your father said!” Constance replied. 

Hut, mother! That’s all very well! I'm sure father would 
have agreed. If I’m going to take up drawing I ought to do 
it at once. That’s what the drawing-master says, and 1 sup- 
pose he ought to know.” He finished on a tone of insolence. 

I can’t allow you to do it yet,” said Constance, quietly. 
“It’s quite out of the question. Quite!” 

He uonte d and then he sulk ed. It was war between them. 
At times he was the image of his Aunt Sophia. He would 
not leave the subject alone; but he would not listen to Con- 
8lancc'.s reasoning. He openly accused lier of harshness. He 
asked her how she could expect him to get on if she thwarted 
him in his most earnest desires. He pointed to other boys 
whose parents were wiser. 

” It’s all very fine of you to put it on fatlier!” lie observed 
sarcastically. 

He gave up his drawing entirely. 

When she hinted that if he attended the School of Art she 
would be condemned to solitary evenings, he looked at her as 
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though saving: “Well, and if you arc ?” He seemed to 

liavc no heart. 

After several weeks of intense unhappiness she said: “ How 
many evenings do you want to go?" 

The war was over. 

He was charming again. When she was alone she could 
cling to him again. And she said to herself: “If we can be 
happy together only when I give way to him, I must give way 
to him." And there was ecstasy in her yielding. “ After all. ’ 
she said to herself, “ perhaps it’s very important that he should 
go to the School of Art.” She solaced herself with such thoughts 
on three solitary cveniugs a week, wailing for him to come 
home. 


CHAPTER VII 


BIUCKS AND MORTAR 




Im the Slimmer of th.it year the occurrence of a white rash 
of posters on hoardings and on certain houses and shops, was 
symptomatic of organic change in the town. The posters were 
i^.iUuus of a mysterious nniiounccincnt and summons, which 
hcjalt with the august words: “ By Order of the Trustees of 
the late William Clews Mcricarp, Esq.” Mcricarp had been 
a considerable owner of property in Burslc\':~^fter a pro- 
longed residence at Southport, he had died, at the age of 
righty-lwo, leaving his property behind. Tor sixty years he 
had been a name, not a figure; and the news of his death, 
which was assuredly an event, incited the burgesses to gossip, 


- ytf. 


for they had come to regard him ns one of the invisible 
immortals. Constance was shocked, though she had never seen 
Mcricarp. ("Everybody dies nowadays!” she thought.) He 
owned the Baincs-Povey shop, and also Mr. Critchlow’s shop. 
Constance knew not how often her father and, later, her husb.ind, 
had renewed the lease of those premises that were now hers; 
but from her earliest recollections rose n vague memory of her 
father talking to her mother about ‘ Mcricarp’s rent,’ which 
was and always had been a hundred a year. Mcricarp had 
earned the reputation of being ' a good landlord.’ Constance 
said sadly: "We shall never have another ns good!” When 
a lawyer’s clerk called and osked her to permit the exhibition 
of a poster in each of her shop-windows, she had misgivings 
for the future; she was worried; she decided that she would 
determine the lease next year, so ns to be on the safe side; but 
immediately afterwards she decided that she could decide noth- 
ing. 

The posters continued: "To be sold by auction, at the 


265 


BRICKS AND MORTAR 


1367 


Tiger Hotel at six-thirty for seven o'clock precisely/* What 
six-thirty had to do with seven o'clock precisely no one knew. 
Then, after stating the name and credentials of the auctioneer, 
the posters at length arrived at the objects to be sold: ** All 
those f rcchold messuages and shops and copyhold tenements 
namely." Houses were never sold by auction in Burslcy. At 
moments of auction burgesses were reminded that the creetjons 
they lived in were not houses, as they had falsely supposed, but 
messuages. Having got as far as ‘ namely ' the posters ruled 
a line and began afresh: Lot 1. All that extensive and 

commodious shop and messuage with the offices and a ppurte- 
thereto belonging situate and being No. 4< St. l.uke's 
Square in the parish of Bursley in the County of Stafford and 
at present in the occupation of Mrs. Constance Povey widow 
under a lease expiring in September 1889/' Thus clearly as- 
serting that all Constance’s shop was for sale, its whole en- 
tirety, and not a fraction or slice of it merely, the posters 
]>ruceeded: "Lot 2. All that extensive and commodious shop 
and messuage with the offices and appurtenances thcTcto be- 
longing situate and being No. S St. Luke's Square in the parish 
of Bursley in the County of Stafford and at present in the 
(K‘cu])ation of Charles Critchlow chemist under an agreement 
for a yearly tenancy." The catalogue ran to fourteen lots. 
The posters, lest any one should foolishly imagine that a non- 
legal intellect could have achieved such explicit and comprehen- 
sive clarity of statement, were sig^ned by a powerful firm of 
solicitors in llanbridgc. Happily in the Five Towns there were 
no metaphysicians; oUierwisc the firm might have been expected 
to explain, in the * further particulars and conditions ' which 
the posters promised, how even a messuage could ' be ' the thing 
at which it was ^ situate/ 

Within a few hours of the outbreak of the rash, Mr. Critcli- 
low abruptly presented himself before Constance ot the mil- 
linery counter; he was waving a poster* 

"Wcll!^' he exclaimed grimly. " W'liat next, eh?** 

Yes, indeed! ** Constance responded. 

"Are ye thinking o* buying?" he asked. All the assistants, 
including Miss Insull, were in hearing, but he ignored their 
presence. 
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"Buying!'' repeated Constance. Not me! I’ve got quite 
cnougli liousc properly as it is.** 

Like all owners of real property, she usually adopted towards 
licr possessions an attitude ini])]ying that she wotild be willing 
to pay somebody to take them from her. 

"Shall youf ** she added, with Mr. Critchlow's own brusque- 
ness. 

"Me! Buy property in St. Luke's Square!" Mr. Critchlow 
sneered. And then left the shop as suddenly as he had entered 
it. 

'rhe sneer nt St. Luke’s Square was his charaelcrislio express 
sion of nn opinion which had been slowly forming for some 
Years. The Square was no longer what it had been, though in** 
dividual businesses might be as good as ever. Por nearly twelve 
months two shops had been to let in it. And once, bankruptcy 
had stained its annals. The tradesmen had naturally searched 
for a cause in every direction save the right one, the obvious 
one; and naturally they had found a cause. According to the 
♦radesinen, the cause was ’this football.* The Ihirslcy Football 
Club had recently swollen into a genuine rival of the ancient 
supremacy of the celebrated Knype Club. It bad transfonned 
itself into a limited company, and rented a ground up the Moor- 
Ihorne Road, and built a grand stand. The Burslcy F.C. bad 
* tied * with the Knype F.C. on the Knype ground — a prodi^ 
gious achievement, an achievement which occupied a column of 
the Nfm$ one Monday morning! But were the trades* 

men ei vicallv proud of this glory? No! They said that 'this 
football ' drew people out of the town on Saturday afternoons, 
to the complete abolition of shopping. They said also tlmt 
people thought of nothing but 'this football;' and, nearly in 
the same breath, that only roughs and good-for-nothings could 
possibly be interested in such a barbarous game. And they 
.spoke of gate-money, gambling, and professionalism, and the 
end of all true sport in England. Id brief, something new 
had come to the front and was submitting to the o rdcaj o f the 
curse. 

The sale of the Mericarp estate had a particular interest for 
respectable stakc-in-thc-town persons. It would indicate to what 
extent, if at all, ' this football * was ruining Bursley. 
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Constance mentioned to Cyril that she fancied she might like 
to go to the sale, and as it was dated for one of Cyril's oH- 
nighls Cyril said that he fancied he might like to go too. So 
tluy weut together; Samuel used to attend property sales, but 
he had never taken his wife to one. Constance and Cyril ar- 
rived at the Tiger shortly after seven o'clock, and were directed 
to a room furnished and arranged as for a small public meeting 
of pliilanthropists* A few gentlemen were already present, but 
not the instigating trustees, solicitors, and auctioneers. It ap- 
peared that ' six-thirty for seven o'clock precisely ’ meant seten- 
fifteen. Constance took a Windsor chair in the corner nearest 
tlic door, and motioned Cyril to the next chair; they dared not 
speak; they moved on tiptoe; Cyril inadvertently dragged his 
chair along the floor, and produced a scrunching sound; he 
blushed, as though he had desecrat ed a chur^,1ind his mother 
made a gesture of horror. The remainder of the company 
gbinced at the corner, apparently pained by this negligence. 
Some of them greeted Constance, but sclf-consciously, with a 
sort of shamed air; it might have been that they had all ne- 
fariously .gathered together there for the committing of a crime. 
Fortunately Constance's widowhood had already lost its touch- 
ing novelty, so that the greetings, if sclf-conscious, were at 
any rate given without unendurable commiseration and did not 
cause awkwardness, ’ ^ 

\\ lien the offleial world arrived, fussy, bustling, bearing docu- 
inruts and a hammer, the general feeling of guilty shame was 
intensified. Useless for the auctioneer to try to dissipate the 
gloom by means of bright gestures and quick, cheerful remarks 
to ills supporters! Cyril had an idea that the meeting would 
open with a hymn, until the apparition of a tapster with wine 
showed him his error. The auctioneer very particularly en- 
joined the bipstcr to sec to it that no one lacked for his thirst, 
and the tapster became self-consciously energetic. He began 
by choosing Constance for service. In refusing wine, she 
blushed; then the fellow offered a glass to Cyril, who went 
scarlet, and mumbled ‘ No* with a lump in his throat; when the 
tapster s back was turned, he smiled sheepishly at his mother. 
Tlie majority of the company accepted and sipped. The 
tioneer sipped and loudly smacked, and said; ** AhT* 
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Mr. Critclilow came in. 

And the auctioneer said again: “ All! I’m always glad when 
the tenants come. That’s always a good sign.” 

He glanced round for npiiroval of this sentiment. Hut every- ’ 
body seemed too stiff to move. Even the auctioneer was self- 
conscious. 

Waiter! Offer wine to Mr. Critclilow! ” he exclaimed bullv- 
jngly, ns if saying: “ Man! what on earth are you thinking of, 
to neglect Mr. Critclilow.^” 

\ cs, sir; yes, sir, said the waiter, who was dis]ieiisiiig 
wine as fast as a waiter can. 

The auction commenced. 

Seizing the hammer, the auctioneer gave a short biography 
of W’illiam Clews Mericarp, and, this pious duty accomplished, 
called upon a solicitor to read the conditions of sale. The 
solicitor complied and made a distressing exhibition of self- 
conseiousness. The conditions of sale were very lengthy, and 
apparently composed in a foreign tongue; and the audience lis- 
tened to this elocution with a sAfiicaL pretence of breathless inter- 
est. 

Then the auctioneer put up all that extensive and commodious 
messuage and shop sitimlc and being No. 4, St. Luke’s Square. 
Constance and Cyril moved their limbs surreptitiously, ns though 
being at last found out. The nuctionecf~Tofcrrcd to John 
Haines and to Samuel Povey, with a sense of personal loss, and 
then expressed his pleasure in the presence of 'the ladies;’ he 
iiicunt Constance, who once more had to blush. 

” Now, gentlemen,” said the auctioneer, ” what do you say 
lor these famous premises.^ I think I do not exaggerate when 
I use the word ‘ famous.’ ” 

Some one said a thousand pounds, in the terrorized voice of 
a 

” A thousand pounds,” repeated the auctioneer, paused, sipped, 
and smacked. 

” Guineas,” said another voice self-accused of iniquity. 

” A thousand and fifty,” said the auctioneer. 

Then there was a long interval, an interval that tightened 
the nerves of the assembly. 

“ Now, ladies and gentlemen,” the auctioneer adjured. 
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The first voice said sulkily: ** Eleven hundred/* 

And thus the bids, rose to fifteen hundred, lifted bit bv bit, 
as it were, by the magnetic force of the auctioneer's jicrsonalily. 
The man was now standing up, in domination. He bent down 
to the solicitor's head; they whispered together. 

*' Gentlemen/* said tlie auctioneer, " I am happy to inforui 
you that the sale is now open/’ His tone translated better than 
words his calm professional beatitude. Suddenly in a voice of 
wrath he hissed at the waiter: Waiter, why don't you serve 

these gentlemen ? '* 

“ Yes, sir; yes, sir/' ^ 

The auctioneer sat down and sipped at leisure, chatting with 
his clerk and the solicitor and the solicitor's clerk. 

When he rose it was as a conqueror- *' Gentlemen, fifteen 
hundred is bid. Now, Mr, Critchlow." 

Mr. Critclilow shook his head. The auctioneer threw a cour- 
teous glance at Constance, who avoided it. 

Alter many adjurations, he reluctantly raised his hammer* ' 
pretended to let it fall,’ and saved it several times. 

And then Mr. Critchlow said: And fifty." 

fifteen hundred and fifty is bid," the auctioneer informed 
the company, electrifying the waiter once more. And when he 
liad sipped he said, with feigned sadness: " Come, gcntlcm<*n» 
you surely don't mean to let this magnificent lot go for fifteen 
hundred and fifty pounds?" 

But they did mean that. 

llic hammer fell, and the auctioneer's clerk and the solicitor's 
clerk took Mr. Critchlow aside and wrote with him. 

Nobody was surprised when Mr, Critchlow bought Lot No. 
2, lus own shop- 

Constance whispered then to Cyril that she wished to leave. 
They left, with unnatural precautions, but instantly regained 
their natural demeanour in the dark street. 

Well, I never! Well, I never!" she murmured outside, 
astonished and disturbed. 

She hated the prospect of Mr. Critchlow as a landlord. And 
yet she could not persuade herself to leave the place, in spite 
of decisions. ^ 

The sale demonstrated that football Imd not entirely under- 
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mined tlie commercial tnsis ot 'society in Bursley; only two 
Lots b.d lo b. w,.hdr,™ ,i,.a^icAJLu 

- /A* Y ^ ^ 

^V.'L^'T^ ^ r ..VY' '<1 '^r -'^' 

^ ''’'OA 'i'lnirsday afternoon of the same week the youlli whom Lon- 
stance had ended by hiring lor the manipulation of shutters and 
oilier jobs unsuitable for fragile women, was closing the shop. 
The clock had struck two. All the shutters were up except the 
hast one, in the midst of the doorway. Miss Insull and her 
mistress were walking about the darkened interior, putting dust- 
slieels well over the edges of exposed goods; the otlicr assistants 
had just left. The bull-terrier had wandered into the shop as 
he almost invariably did at closing time — for he slept there, 
.an efficient guard — and had lain down by the dying stove; 
though not venerable, he was stiffening into age. 

'* You can shut,” said Miss Insull to the youth. 

But ns the final shutter was ascending to its position, Mr. 
Critchlow appeared on the pavement. 

"Hold on, young fellow!” Mr. Critchlow commanded, and 
stepped slowly, lifting up his long apron, over the horizontal 
sliuttcr on which the perpendicular shutters rested in the door- 
way. 

” Shall you he long, Mr. Critchlow?” the youth asked, posing 

the shutter. “Or am I to shut?” 

“Shut, lad,” said Mr. Critchlow, briefly. ” I’U go out by 

th’ side door.” 

” Here’s Mr. Critchlow!” Miss Insull called out to Constance, 
in a peculiar tone. And a flush, scarcely perceptible, crept very 
slowly over her dark features. In the twilight of the shop, lit 
only by a few starry holes in the shutters, and by the small side- 
window, not the keenest eye could have detected that flush. 

“Mr. Critchlow!” Constance murmured the exclamation. 
She resented his future ownership of her shop. She tlmagbt he 
was come to play the landlord, and she determined to let him 
see that her mood was independent and free, that she would as 
lief pvc up the business as keep it In particular she meant 
to accuse him of having deliberately deceived her as to hia inten- 
tions on his previous visit 
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" Well, missis! *' the aged mai, greeted her. " ^Vc'vc made it 
up bet^7ccn us. Happen some folk’ll think we’ve taken our time, 
but 1 don't know as that’s their affair.” 

His little blinking eyes had a red border. The skin of his 
j}aIo .small face was wrinkled in millions of minute creases. Ilis 
arms and legs were marvellously thin and sharply angular. Tiie 
corners of his li Hiotro pe lips were turned down, as usual, in a 
nivsterious commit on the world; and his smile, as he fronted 
Constance with his excessive height, crowned the mystery. 

Constance stared, at a loss. It surely could not after all be 
true, tlie substance of the rumours that had floated like vapours 
in the Square for eight years and more! 

"What . . slic began. 

" Me, and her!” He jerked his head in tlic direction of Miss 


Insull. 

The dog had leisurely .strolled forward to inspect the edges 
of the futuce’t trousers. Miss Insull summoned the animal with 
a noise of fingers, and then bent down and caressed it. A 


strange gesture proving the validity of Charles Critchlow’s dis- 
covery that in Maria Insull a human being was buried! 

Miss Insull was, os near as any one could gurss^ forty years 
of age. For twenty-five years she had served in the shop, pass- 
ing about twelve hours a day in the shop; attending regularly ^ 
at least three religious services at the Wesleyan Chapel or School 
on Sundays, and sleeping with her mother, whom she kept. She 
had never carnrcl more than thirty shillings a week, and yet her 
situation was considered to be exceptionally good. In the eternal 
fusty dusit of the sliop she had gradually lost such sexual clinr- 
a^ristics and charms as she had once possessed. She was ns 
thin and flat as Charles Critchlow himself. U vma_as-.Uu»ugh 
h ^r bosom had suffered from a prolonged drougl iL qL a sus - 
cepti ble period of development, a n d had pcv c^ rccov'c rcd. Tlic 
one proof that blood ran in her veins was the pimply quality 
of her ruined complexion, and tlie pimples of that brickish ex- 
panse proved that the blood was thin and bad. Her hands and 
feet were large and ungainly; the skin of the fingers was rough- 
ened by coarse contacts to the texture of emery-paper. On six 
days a week she wore black; on the seventh a kind of discreet 
half-mourning. She was honest, capable, and industrious; and 
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brvoncl tbe eonfincs of her occupation she had no curiosity, no 
intelligence, no ideas. Superstitions and prejudices, deep and 
violent, served her for ideas; but she could incomparably sell 
silks and bonnets, braces and oilcloth; in widths, lengths, and 
j)riccs she never erred; she never annoyed a customer, nor fool- 
ishly promised what could not be performed, nor was late nor 
negligent, nor disrespectful. No one knew .anything about her, 
tieeausc there was nothing to know. Subtract the shop-assistant 
from her, and naught remained. Benighted and spiritually 
dead, she existed by habit. 

But for Charles Critchlow she happened to be an illusion. 
He had cast eyes on her and had seen youth, innocence, vir- 
ginity. During ei ght years t he moth Charles had flitted round 
the lamp of her brilliance, .•ind was n ow singed past escape. 
He might treat her witli'wlml casualncss he chose; he might 
ignore her in public; he might talk brutally about women; he 
1 might leave her to wonder dully what he meant, for months 
1 at a stretch: but there emerged indisputable from the sum of 
his conduct the fact that he wanted her. He desired her; she 
cjianned him; she was something orna ment al and luxur ious for 
^v] ^h he wa s ready to pay — a nd to commit follies. He had 
hreii a widower since before she was born; to him sh e was a slip 
of~a girl. 'All is 'dative in this world. As for her, she was 
too indifferent to refuse him. Why refuse him? Oysters do 
not refuse. 

“ I'm sure I congratulate you both,” Constance breathed, 
realizing the import of Mr. Critchlow 's laconic. words. "I'm 
sure I hope you'll be happy." 

” That'll be all right,” said Mr. Critchlow. 

” Thank you, Mrs. Povey,” said Maria Insull. 

Nobody seemed to know what to »ny next ” It’s rather sud- 
den,” was on Constance's tongue, but did not achieve utterance, 
being patently absurd. 

"Ah!” exclaimed Mr. Critchlow, as though himself contem- 
plating anew the situation. 

Miss Insull gave the dog a final pat. 

” So that's settled,” said Mr. Critchlow. " Now, missis, ye 
want to give up this shop, don’t ye?” 

" I'm not s» sure about that,” Constance answered uneasily. 
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" Don't tell me ! he protested, " Of course yc want to give 
□p the shop." 

" I’ve lived here all my life," said Constance. 

“ YeVe not lived in th’ shop all ye’re life. I said th’ shop. 
Listen here!" he continued. "I've got a proposal to make to 
you. You can keep on the house, and I’ll take the shop off 
ye’re hands. Now?" He looked at her inquiringly. 

Constance was taken aback by the brusqueness of the sug- 
igestion, which, moreover, she did not understand. 

" But how " she faltered. 

" Come here," said Mr. Critchlow, impatiently, and he moved 
towards the house-door of the shop, behind the till. 

"Come where? ^^^lat do you wont?" Constance demanded 

in a maze. 

" Here!" said Mr. Critchlow, with increasing impatience. 
" Follow me, will ye?" 

Constance obeyed. Miss Insull sidled after Constance, and 
the dog after Miss Insull. Mr. Critchlow went through the 
doorway and down the corridor, past the cutting-out room to 
his right. The corridor then turned at a right-angle to the 
left and ended at the parlour door, the kitchen steps being to 
the left. 

Mr. Critchlow stopped short of the kitchen steps, and ex- 
tended his arms, touching the walls on either side. 

" Here ! " he said, tapping the walls with his bony knuckles. 

Here ! Suppose I brick yc this up, and th’ same upstairs 
between th* sbowroom and th’ bedroom passage, ye've got your 
house to yourself. Ye say yeVc lived here all your life. Well, 
what’s to prevent yc finishing up here? The fact is," he added, 
" it would only be making into two houses again what was two 
houses to start with, afore your time, missis." 

" And what about the shop? *’ cried Constance. 

" Yc can sell us th’ stock at a vaj^uaiinn." 

Constance suddenly comprehended the scheme. Mr. Critch- 
low would remain the chemist, while Mrs. Critchlow became the 
head of the chief drapery business in the town. Doubtless they 
would knock a hole through the separating wall on the other 
side, to balance the bricking-up on this side. They must bare 
thought it all out in detail. Constance revolted* 
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■'Yes!” slic said, a little disdainfully. ‘‘And my goudwill? 
Sli.ill you take tli.it at a valuation loo? ” 

Mr. Critclilow glanced at the creature for whom he was rcadv 
to scatter thousands of pounds. She might have been a Pbry ne 
and he the intatuated fool. He glanced at her as if to say: 
” We expected this, and this is where we agreed it was to 
stop.” 

.\y ! he said to Constance. ” Show me your goodwill. 
Lap it up in a hit of paper and hand it over, and I'll take it 
at a valuation. Hut not afore, missis! Not afore! I’m mak- 
ing ye a very good oJfcr. Twenty pound a year, I’ll let ye 
th' house for. And take th’ stock at a valuation. Think it 
over, my lass.” 

Having said what he had to say, Charles Critclilow departed, 
.according to his custom. He unceremoniously let himself out 
by tlic side door, and jiasscil with wavy apron round the corner 
of King Street into the Square and so to his own shop, which 
ignored the Thursday half-holiday. Miss Insull left soon after- 
wards. 


lo IIl'^ 

Constance's pride urged her to refuse the offer. But in truth 
her sole objection to it wns Ihot she had not thought of the 
scheme herself. For the scheme really reconciled her wish to 
remain where she was with her wish to be free of the shop. 

I shall make him put me in a new window in the parlour 
— one that will open ! she said positively to Cyril, who ac- 
cepted Mr. Critchlow's idea with fatalistic indifference. 

Aftci stipulating for the new window, she closed with the 
offer. Then there was the stock-taking, which endured for 
weeks. And then a carpenter came and measured for the win- 
dow, And a builder and a mason came and inspected doorways, 
and Constance felt that the end was upon her. She took up 
the carpet in the parlour and protected the furniture by dust- 
sheets. She and Cyril lived between bare boards and dust- 
sheets for twenty days, and neither carpenter nor mason reap- 
peared. Then one surprising day the old window was removed 
by the carpenter's two journeymen, and late in the afternoon 
the carpenter brought the new window, and the three men 
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worked till ten o’clock at night, fixing it. Cyril wore liis caj) 
and went to bod in his cap, and Constance wore a Paisley shawl. 
A painter had hound himself beyond all possibility of failure 
to paint the window on tlie morrow. He was to begin at six 
a.m., and Amy’s alarm-clock was altered so that she might be 
up and dressed to admit him. He came a week later, admin 
istered one coat, and vanished for another ten days. 

Then two masons suddenly came with heavy tools, and were 
shocked to find that all was not prepared for them. (After 
three carpctlcss weeks Constance bad relaid her floors.) They 
tore ofl' wall-paper, sent c ascade s of plaster down the kitchen 
steps, withdrew alternate courses of bricks from the walls, and, 
sated with destruction, hastened away. After fo«ir days new 
red bricks began to arrive, carried by a quite guiltless hi^ntan 
who liad not visited the house before. The hodman met the full 
storm of Constance’s wrath. It was not a vicioiis ^VTatll, rather 
a good-humoured wrath; but it impressed tlic hodman. “ My 
house hasn’t been fit to live in for a month.” she said in fine. 
“If these walls ai-cn’t built to-morrow, upstuir.s anil down — 
to-inorrow, mind! — don’t let any of you dare to show yovar 
noses here again, for 1 won’t have you. Now you’ve brought 
your bricks. Off with you, and tell your master what I say! ' 
It was cfl'ectivc. The next day subdued and plausible work- 
men of all sortS'-awokc the house with knocking at six-thirty 
precisely, and the two doorways were slowly bricked up. The 
curious thing was that, when the barrier was already a foot 
high on the ground-floor Constance remembered small posses- 
sions of her own which she had omitted to remove from the 
cutting-out room. Picking up her skirls, she stei>ped over into 
the region that was no more hers, and stepped back with Uie 
goods. She had a bandanna round her head to keep the thick 
dust out of her hair. She tvas very busy, very preoccupied with 
nothings. She had no time for sentimentalities. Yet when the 
men arrived at the topmost course and were at last hidden be- 
hind their own erection, and she could see only rough bricks and 
mortar, she was disconcertingly overtaken by a misty blindness 
and could not even see bricks and mortar. Cyril, found her, 
with her absurd bandanna, weeping in a shcel-covercd rocking- 
clmir in the sacked parlour. He whistled uneasily, remarked: 

WIMATAP OOLLBGi. 
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I say, molher, wliat about tea?” anti then, hearing the heavy 
voices of workmen above, ran with relief upstairs. Tea had 
been set in tlie drawing-room, he was glad to learn that from 
Amy, who informed him also that she should ‘never get used 
to them there new walls,’ not as long as she lived. 

He went to the School of Art that night. Constance, alone, 
could find notliing to do. She had willed that the walls should 
be built, and they had been built; but days must elapse before 
they could be plastered, and after the plaster still more days 
before the papering. Not for another month, perhaps, would her 
house be free of workmen and ripe for her own labours. She 
could only sit in the dust-drifts and contemplate the havoc of 
change, and keep her eyes as dry as she could. The legal 
transactions were all but complete; little bills announcing the 
transfer of the business lay on the counters in the shop at the 
disixi.sal of customers. In two days Charles Critchlow would 
jiay the price of a desire realized. The sign was painted out 
and new letters sketched thereon in chalk. In future she would 
be compelled, if she wished to enter the shop, to enter it ns n 
customer and from the front. Yes, she saw that, though the 
house remained hers, the root of her life had been wrenched up. 

And the mess! It seemed inconceivable that the material 
mess could ever be straightened away! 

\ ct, ere the fields of the county were first covered with snow 
tlint season, only one sign survived of the devastating revolu- 
tion, and that was n loose sheet of wall-paper that had been too 
soon p.nstcd on to new plaster and would not stick. Maria Insull 
was Marin Critchlow. Constance had been out into the Square 
and seen the altered sign, and seen Mrs. Crilcblow’s taste in 
window-curtains, and seen — most impressive sight of all — 
that the grimy window of the abandoned room at the top of the 
abandoned staircase next to the bedroom of her girlhood, had 
been cleaned and a table put in front of it. She knew that the 
chamber, which she herself had never entered, was to be cm- - 
ployed as a storeroom, but the visible proof of its conversion 
so strangely affected her that she had not felt able to go boldly 
into the shop^ ns she had meant to do, and make a few purchases 
in the way of friendliness, '' Vm a silly woman she mut- 
tered. l#atcr> she did Tcnture, timidly abrupt, into the shop^ 
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ajid was received with Biting state by Mrs. Critchlow (as desic- 
cated as ever), who insisted on allowing her the special trade 
discount. And she carried her little friendly purchases round 
to her own door in King Street. Trivial, trivial event! Con- 
stance, not knowing whether to laugh or cry, did both. She 
accused herself of developing a hysterical faculty in tears^ and 
strove sagely against iU 
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THE I'ltOCUEtiT MOTllEE 

■^1 tS M, f n ^ 

In tlic year 1893 there was n new and strange man living at 
No. I, St. Luke's Square. Many people remarked on the phe- 
noiiicnou. Very few of his like had ever hevn seen in Burslcy 
before. One of the striking things about him was the eoinplcx 
way in which he secured himself by means of glittering chains. 
A chain slrctehed across his waistcoat, passing through a special 
button-hole, without a button, in the middle. To this cable 
w< re firmly linked a watch at one end and a pencil-case at the 
other; the chain also served as a protection against a thief who 
might attempt to .snatch the fancy waistcoat entire. Then there 
Were longer ch.iins, beneath the waistcoat, partly designed, no 
doubt, to deflect bullets, but serving mainly to enable the owner 
to haul np penknives, cigarette-cases, match-boxes, and key- 
rings from the profundities of hip-pockets. An essential por- 
tion of the man’s braces, visible sometimes when he played at 
tennis, consLsted of chain, and the upper and nether halves of 
his cuff-links were connected by chains. Occasionally he was 
to be seen chained to a dog. 

A reversion, conceivably, to a mcdiceval type! Yes, hut also 
the exemplar of the excessively modern ! Externally he was a 
consequence of the fact that, years previously, the leading tailor 
in Burslcy had permitted his son to be apprenticed in London. 
The father died; the son had the wit to return and make a for- 
tune while creating a new type in the town, n type of which 
imilUplc chains were but one feature, and that the least ex- 
pensive if the most salient. For instance, up to the historic 
year in which the young tailor created the type, any cap was a 
cap In Burslcy, and any collar was a collar. But thcncefot- 
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ward no cap was a cap, and no collar was a collar, wliicli did 
not exactly conform in shape and material to certain >acr<d 
caps and collars guarded by the young tailor in his back shop. 
None knew why these sacred caps and collars were saend, but 
they were; their sacrediicss endured for about six months, and 
then suddenly — again none knew why — they fell from their 
estate and became lower than for dogs, and were sup- 

planted on the altar. The type brought into existence by the 
young tailor was to be recognized by its caps and collars, and 
in a similar manner by every other article of attire, except 
its boots. Unfortunately the tailor <lid not sell boots, and so 
imposed on his creatures no mystical creed as to boots. Tliis 
was a pity, for the boot-makers of the town happened not to 
be inflamed by the type-creating passion as the tailor was, and 
thus the new type finished abruptly at the edges of the tailor’s 
trousers. 

1 he man at No. 4, St. Luke’s Square had comparatively small 
and narrow feel, wliich gave him an advantage; and as he was 
endowed witl> a certain vague general physical distinction he 
managed, despite the etcrn.al untidiness of his hair, to be emi- 
nent among the type. Assuredly the frequent sight of him in 
her house flattered the pride of Constance’s eye, which r« steil 
on him almost always with pleasure. He had come into the 
liouse with startling abruptness soon after Cvril left school and 
was indentured to the head-designer at " Peers," tliat classic 
earthenware manufactory. The presence of .a man in her abode 
disconcerted Const-ance at the beginning; but she soon grew 
accustomed to it, perceiving that a man would behave as a man, 
and must be expected to do so. This man, in truth, did what 
he liked in all things. Cyril having always been regarded by 
both his parents as enormous, one would have anticipated a 
giant in the new man; but, queerly, he was slim, and little above 
the average height. Neither in enormity nor in many other par- 
ticulars did he resemble the Cyril whom he had supplanted. 
His gestures were lighter and quicker; he had nothing of Cyril's 
ungatnlincss ; he had not Cyril’s limitless taste for sweets, nor 
Cyrils terrific haticd of gloves, barbers, and so.ap. He was 
much more dreamy than Cyril, and much busier. In fact, Con- 
stance only saw him at meal-times. He was at Peel’s in the 
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day and at ibc School of Art every night. He would dream 
during a meal, even; and, witliout actually saying so, he gave 
the impression that he was the busiest man in Burslcy, wrapped 
in occupations and preoccupations as in a blanket — a blanket 
which Constance had difficulty in penetrating. 

Constance wanted to please him; she lived for nothing but 
to please him; he w.as, however, exceedingly difficult to please, 
not in the least because he was hypercritical and exacting, but 
because lie was indifferent. Constance, in order to satisfy her 
<lesire of pleasing, had to make fifty efforts, in the hope that 
he might chance to notice one. He was a good man, amaz- 
ingly industrious — when once Constance had got him out of 
bed in the morning; with no vices; kind, save when Constance 
mistakenly tried to thwart him; charming, with a curious strain 
of Iiiiinour that Constance only half understood. Constance was 
utupiestionably vain about him, ond she could honestly find in 
him little to blame. Hut whereas he was the whole of her uni- 
verse, she was merely a dim figure in the background of his. 
Every now and then, with his gentle, elegant raillery, he would 
apparently rediseover her, as though saying: “Ah! You’re still 
there, are your’’ Constance could not meet him on the plane 
where his interests lay, and he never knew the passionate in- 
tensity of her absorjition in that minor part of his life which 
moved on her plane. He never worried about licr solitude, or 
guessed that in throwing her a smile and n word at supper he 
was paying her meagrely for three hours of lone rocking in a 
rocking-chair. 

The worst of it was Uiat she was quite incurable. No ex- 
perience would suffice to cure her trick of continually expecting 
him to notice things which he never did notice. One day he 
said, in the midst of a silence: “ By the way, didn’t father leave 
any boxes of cigars?” She liad the steps up into her bedroom 
and reached down from the dusty top of the wardrobe the box 
which she had put there after Samuel's funeral. In handing 
liim the box she was doing a great deed. His age was nineteen 
and she was ratifying liis precocious habit of smoking by this 
solemn gift. He entirely ignored the box for several days. 
She said timidly: " Have you tried those cigars? ” “ Not yet,” 

he replied. “ I’ll try ’em one of these days.” Ten days later. 
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on a Sunday ‘when he chanced not to Lave gone out witli his 
aristocratic friend Matthew Peel-Swynnerton, he did at length 
open the box and take out a cigar* Now," he observed 
roguishly, cutting the cigar, " we shall see, Mrs* Plover i " He 
often called her Mrs* Plover, for fun. Though she liked him to 
be sufficiently interested in her to tease her, she did not like 
being called Mrs. Plover, and she never failed to say: " I'm not 
Mrs. Plover*" He smoked the cigar slowly, in the rocking* 
chair, throwing liis head back and sending clouds to the ceiling* 
And afterwards he remarked; "The old man's cigars weren’t 
so bad/' "Indeed!" she answered tartly, as if njaternnlly re* 
senting this easy patronage. But in secret she was delighted. 
There was something in her son's favourable verdict on her 
husband's cigars that thrilled her* 

And she looked at hlra. Impossible to see in him any rcsem* 
blancc to his father! Oh! He was a far more brilliant, more 
advanced, more complicated, more seductive being than his homely 
father! She wondered where he had come from. And yet 
* . • ! If his father had lived, what would have occurred 

between them? Would the boy have been openly smoking cigars 
in the house at nineteen? 

She laboriously interested herself, so far as he would allow, 
in Ins artistic studies and productions* A back attic on the 
second floor was now transformed into a studio — a naked apart- 
ment which smelt of oil and of damp clay. Often there were 
traces of clay on the stairs. For working in clay he demanded 
of his mother a smock, and she made a smock, on the model of 
a genuine smock which she obtained from a country-woman wlio 
sold eggs and butter in the Covered Market. Into the shoulders 
of the smock she put a week's fancy-stitching, taking the pattern 
from an old book of embroidery* One day when he had seen her 
stitching morn, noon, and afternoon, at the smock, he said, as 
she rocked idly after supper: " I suppose you haven't forgotten 
all about the smock I asked you for, have j'ou, mater?" She 
knew tliat he was teasing her; but, while perfectly realizing how 
foolisli she was, she nearly always acted as though hts teasing 
was serious; she picked up the smock again from the sofa* 
When the smock was finished he examined it intently; then ex- 
claimed with an air of surprise: "By Jove! That's beautiful! 
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\N'hcrc did vou get this pattern? " He continued to stare at it, 
smiling in ))lcasurc. Ho turned over the tattered leaves of tlic 
rnibroidory-book with the same naive, charmed astonishment, 
and carried the book awar to the studio. I must show that 
to Swynnerton,'' he said. As for her, the epithet * beautiful ’ 
seemed a strange epithet to apply to a more piece of luinost 
slitclury <lonc in a pattern, and a slitcJi with which she had been 
familiar all her life. The fact was she understood his ‘art* 
less and less. The sole wall decoration of his studio was a 
Japanese print, wdiieh struck her as being entirely preposterous, 
consKhTid a.s .a picture. She much preferred his own early 
drawings of moss-roses and picturesque castles — things that he 
now inrreilessly contemned. Later, he discovered her cutting 
out another smock. “ Whal*s that for?*’ he inquired. '‘Well,’* 
she said, “ you can’t manage with one smock. What shall you 
do when that one has to go to the wash?” “Wash!” he re- 
peated vaguely. ” 'IJiere’s no need for it to go to the wash.” 
“Cyril*” she replied, “don’t try iny patience! I was thinking 
of making you half-a-dozen.” He whistled. “ With all tliat 
stitching? ” he questioned, amazed at the undertaking, “ W'hy 
not?” slic said. In her young days, no sempstress ever mule 
fewer than half-a-do/eii of anything, and it was usually a dozen; 
it was sometimes hnlf-a-dozcn dozen. “ Well,” he murmured, 
“you have got a nerve! I’ll say that.’* 

Similar things happened whenever he showed that he was 
pleased. If he said of a dish, in the local tongue: ”I could 
do a bit of that! ” or if he simply smacked liis lips over it, she 
would surfeit him with that dish. « 








Vv. 


On in August, just before they were to leave 

Bursley for a month in the Isle of Man, Cyril came home, pale 
and perspiring, and dropped on to the sofa. He wore a grey 
suit, and, except his hair, which in addition to being 
very untidy was damp with sweat, he was a masterpiece of 
slim elegance, despite the heat. He blew out great sighs, and 
rested his hoad on the antimaenssared arm of the sofo. 
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Well, mater,'' he said, iii a voice of factitious culm, ’ Tve 
got it." He was looking up at the ceiling. 

" Got what?" 

" The National Scholarship. Swynncrlon says it's a shier 
fluke. But I’ve got it. Great glory for the Burslcy School ol 
ArTT’ 

“ National Scholarship? " she said. ’* AVhat's that? W'hat 
is it?" 

"Now, mother!" he admonished her, not w'ithout tcstincss. 
" Don't go and say Tve never breathed a word about it!" 

He lit a cigarette, to cover his sclf*consciousncss, for he per- 
ceived that she w'as moved far beyond the ordinary. 

Never, in fact, not even by the death of her husband, had 
she received such a frightful blow as that which the dreamy 
Cyril had just dealt her. 

It was not a complete surprise, but it was nearly a complete 
surprise. A few months previously lie certainly had mentioned, 
iu his incidental way, the subject of a National SclH)l:irshij>. 
Apropos of o drinking-cup which he had designed, he had said 
that the director of the School of Art had suggested that it 
\vas good enough to compete for the National, and that as he 
was othenvisc qualified for the competition he might as well 
send the cup to South Kensington. He liad added that Peel- 
Swynnerton liad laughed at the notion as absurd. On that occa- 
sion she had comprehended that a National Scholarship involved 
residence in London. She ought to have begun to live in fear, 
for Cyril had a most disturbing habit of making a mere momen- 
tary reference to matters which he deemed very important and 
which occupied a large share of Ids attention. He was secretive 
by nature, and the rigidity of his father's rule had developed 
thi.s trait in his character. But really he had spoken of the 
competition with such an extreme cusualncss that with little 
eflort she had dismissed it from her anxieties as involving a 
contingency so remote as to be negligible. She had, genuinely, 
almost forgotten it. Only at rare inten'als had it wakened in 
her a dull transitory pain — like the herald of a fatal malady. 
Ajid, as a woman in the opening stage of disease, she had hastily 
rc;issurcd herself: "How silly of me! This can’t possibly be 
anything scrio'is J 
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And now she was condemned. She knew it. She knew there 
could be no appeal. She knew that she might as usefully have 
besought mercy from a tiger as from her good, industrious, 
dreamy son. 

" It means a pound a week,” said Cyril, his sclf-consciousncss 
ititensilii'd by her silence and by the dreadful look on her face. 
“ And of course free tuition.” 

■' For how long? ” she managed to say. 

■‘Well,” said he, "that depends. Nominally for a year. 
But if you behave yourself it’s always continued for three years.” 

If he stayed for three years he would never coiAc back: that 
was a certainty. 

How she rebelled, furious and despairing, against the ffittui* 
t^lUS cruelty of things ! She was sure that he had not, till then, 
thought seriously of going to London. But the fact that the 
Government would admit him free to its classrooms and give 
him a pound a week besides, somehow forced him to go to 
London. It was not the lack of means that would have pre- 
vented him from going. Why, then, should the presence of 
means induce him to go? There was no logical reason. The 
whole affair was disastrously absurd. The art-master at the 
Wcdg^vood Institution had chanced, merely chanced, to .suggest 
that the drinking-cup should be sent to Soutli Kensington. And 
the result of this caprice was that she was sentenced to solitude 
for life! It was too monstrously, too incredibly wicked! 

With what futile and bitter execration she murmured in her 
heart the word ‘If.’ If Cyril’s childish ])rcdilcclions had not 
been encouraged! If he had only been eontciiT^o follow his 
father’s trade! If she had flatly refused to sign his indenture 
at Peers and pay the premium! If he had not turned from 
colour to clay ! If the art-master had not had that fatal ‘ idea 
If the judges for the competition had decided otherwise! If 
only she had brought Cyril up in habits of obedience, sacrificing 
temporary peace to permanent security! 

For after all he could not abandon her without her consent. 
He was not of age. And he would want a lot more money, which 
he could obtain from none hut her. She could refuse. . . . 

No! She could not refuse. He was the roaster, the tyrant. 
For the sake of daily pleasantness she had wcaklv yielded to 
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him at the start! She hud behaved badlv to herself and to him. 
He was spoiled. She had spoiled him. And he was about to 
repay her with lifelong misery, and nothing would deflect luiu 
from his course. The usual conduct of the spoilt cliild! Had 
she not witnessed it, and moralized upon it, in other families? 

“You don't seem very chirpy over it, mater!'' he said. 

She went out of the room. His joy in the prospect of de- 
parture from the Five Towns, from her, though he masked it, 
was more manifest than she could bear. 

The Signal, the next day, made a special item of the news. 
It appeared that no National Scholarship had been won in the 
Five Towns for eleven years. The citizens were exhorted to 
remember that Mr. Povey had gained his success in ojjcn com- 
petition with the cleverest young students of the entire kingdom 
— and in a branch of ort M*hich he had but recently taken up; 
and further, that the Government oifored only eight scholarships 
each year. The name of Cyril Povey passed from lip to lij). 
And nobody who met Constance, in street or shop, could refrain 
from informing her that she ought to be a proud mother, to 
have such a sod, but that truly they were not surprised 
and how proud his poor father would have been ! A few sym- 
pathetically hinted that maternal pride was one of those lux- 
uries that may cost too dear. 

rvc c.<^vvv|:x^^^vv^ ^ th ilu. 

TJiC holiday in the Isle of Man was of course ruined for 
her. She could scarcely walk because of the weight of a 

that she carried in hcl^hosom. On the brightest days 
the lump of lead was always there. Besides, she was so oJ)esc. 
In ordinary circumstances they might have stayed beyond the 
month. An indentured pupil is not strapped to the wheel like 
a common apprcnOrc. Moreover, the indentures were to be 
cancelled. But Constance did not care to stay. She had to 
prepare for his departure to London. She bad to lay the fag- 
gots for her own martyrdom. 

In this business of preparation she showed as mueh silliness, 
she betrayed as perfect a lack of perspective, as the most superior 
son could desire for a topic of afi'ectionate irony. Her preoc- 
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cujKstion with petty tilings of no importnnee whatcrer was 
worthy of tlic finest traditions of fond inothcrliood. However, 
Cyril's careless satire had no effect on her, save that once she 
got angry, thereby startling him; he quite correctly and sagely 
laid this unprecedented outburst to the account of her wrought 
nerves, and forgave it. Happily for the smoothness of Cyril's 
translation to London, young Pccl-Swynncrlon was acquainted 
with the capital, had a brother in Chelsea, knew of reputable 
lodgings, was, indeed, an encyclopaedia of the town, and would 
liiinsi'lf spend a portion of the autunm there. Othcr^vise, the 
liri'liiinnaries which his mother would have insisted on by means 
of tears and hysteria might have proved fatiguing to Cyril. 

The day came when on that day week Cyril would be gone. 
Constance steadily fabricated cheerfulness against the prospect. 
.She said: 

".Suppose I come with you?” 

Me smiled in toleration of this joke .as being .a passable qual- 
ity of joke. And then slic smiled in the same sense, hastening 
In agree with him that as n joke it was not a bad joke. 

In tlic last week he was very loyal to his tailor. Many a 
young man would have commanded new clothes after, not before, 
his arrival in London. But Cyril had faith in his creator. 

On the day of departure the household, the very house itself, 
was in a stale of excitation. He was to leave early. He would 
not listen to the project of her accompanying him ns far ns 
Knype, where the Loop Line joined the main. She might go to 
Bursicy Station and no further. When she rebelled be disclosed 
the merest hint of his sullen -churli sh side, and she at once 
yielded. During breakfast she did not cry, but the aspect of 
lier face made him protest. 

” Now, look here, mater! Just try to remember that I shall 
bo back for Christmas. It’s barely three months.” And he lit 
a cigarette. 

She made no reply. 

Amy lugged a Gladstone bag down the crooked stairs. A 
trunk was already close to the door; it had wrinkled the carpet 
and deranged the mat. 

” You didn’t forget to pat the hair-brush in, did you, Amy? 
he asked. 
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" X — no, Mr. Cyril,'’ she blubbeifid. 

“Amy!*' ConsUince sharply corrected her, as Cyril ran up- 
stairs, “ I wonder you can’t control yourself better than that. ’ 

Amy weakly apologized. Although treated almost as one of 
the family, she ought not to have forgotten that she was a 
servant. What right had she to weep over Cyril’s luggage? 
This question was put to her in Constance's tone. 

The cab came. Cyril tumbled downstairs M’itU exaggerated 
carelessness, and with exaggerated carelessness he joked at the 
cabman. 

“Now, mother!'' he cried, when the luggage M'as stowed. 

Do vou want me to miss this train?" But he knew that the 
)nargin of time was ample. It was his fun! 

“Nay, I can’t be hurried!" she said, fixing her bonnet 
" Amy, as soon ns we arc gone you can clear this table." 

She climbed heavily into the cab. 

"That's it! Smash the springs!" Cyril teased her. 

The horse got a stinging cut to recall him to the seriousness 
of life. It was a fine, bracing autumn morning, and the driver 
felt the need of communicating his obundant energy to some 
one or something. They drove off, Amy staring after them 
from the door. Matters had been so marvellously well arranged 
that they arrived at the station twenty minutes before the train 
was due. 

" Never mind!" Cyril mockingly comforted his mother. 
** You'd rather be twenty minutes too soon than one minute 
too late, wouldn't you?" 

His high spirits had to come out somehow. 

Gradually the minutes passed, and the empty slate-tinted 
platform became dotted with people to whom that train was 
nothing but a Loop Line train, people who took that train every 
week-day of their lives and know all its eccentricities. 

And they heard tlie train whistle as it started from Turnhill. 
And Cyril had a final word with the porter who was in charge 
of the luggage. He made a handsome figure, and he had twenty 
pounds in his pocket. When he returned to Constance slic was 
sniffing, and through her veil he could see that her eyes were 
circled with red. But through her veil she could see nothing. 
The train roiled in, rattling to a standstill. Constance lifted 

^9 
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her veil and kissed him; and kissed her life out. He smelt the 
odour of licr crape. He was, for an instant, close to her, close; 
and he scctiicd to have an ovcrM'hcliningly intimate glimpse into- 
her secrets; he seemed to be choked in the sudden strong emo- 
tion of that crape. He felt queer. 

"Here you arc, sir! Second smoker!” called the porter. 

The daily frequenters of the train boarded it with their cus- 
tomary disgust. 

■' ril write ns soon as ever I get there!” said Cyril, of his- 
own accord. It was the best he could muster. 

With what grace he raised his hat! 

A sliding-away ; clouds of steam; and she shared the dead 
platform with milk-cans, two porters, and Smith’s noisy boy ! 

She walked home, very slowly and painfully. The lump of 
lead was heavier than ever before. And the townspeople saw 
the p roudest mother in Bursley walking home. 

"After all,” she argued with her soul angrily, petulantly, 
" could yon expect the boy to do anything else? He is*!! serious 
student, he has had a brilliant success, and is be to be tied to 
your apron-strings? 'fhe idea is preposterous. It isn’t as if 
he was an idler, or a bad son. No mother could have a better 
son. A nice thing, that he should stay all his life in Bursley 
simply because you don’t like being left alone I ” 

Unfortunately one might as well argue with a mule as with 
one’s soul. Her soul only kept on saying monotonously: ” I'm 
a lonely old woman now. I’ve nothing to live for any more, and 
I'm no use to anybody. Once I was voung and proud . And t his 
is what my life has come to! This is the end.! ” 

When she reached home, Amy had not touched the breakfast 
things; the carpet was still wrinkled, and tlic mat still out of 
place. And, through the desolating atmosphere of reaction after 
o terride crisis, she marched directly upstairs, entered his plun- 
dered room, and beheld the disorder of the bed in which he ba^ 
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CHAPTER I 


TUE EEOPKliEXT n ^ 

Uii*-' /' 

Heb soberly rich dress had a co na trifled air, as she waited, 
ready for the streets, in the bedroom'^oT" the London hotel on 
the afternoon of the first of Jnly, 1866; but there was nothing 
of the provincial in that beautiful face, nor in that bearing at 
once shy and haughty; and her eager heart soared beyond 
geographical boundaries^ 

It was the Hatfield Hotel, in Salisbury Street, between the 
Strand and the river. Both street and hotel are now gone, lost 
in the vast foundations of the Savoy and the Cecil; but the 
type of the Hatfield lingers with cver'increasing shabbiness in 
Jennyn Street. In 1866, with its dark passages and crooked 
stairs, its candles^ its carpets and stuffs which had outlived 
their patterns, its narrow dining-room where a thousand busy 
flies ate together at one long table, its yrid stagnant ctmospbcrc, 
and its disturbing sensation of dirt everywhere concealing itself, 
it stood forth in re^i^dc as a good average modem hotel. The 
patched and smile drabness of the bedroom made an environ- 
ment that emphasized Sophia’s flashing youth. She alone in it 
was unsullied. 

There was a knock at the door, apparently gay and jounty. 
But she thought, truly: ’’He’s nearly os nervous as I auH ” 
And in her sick nervousness she coughed, and then tried to 
take full possession of herself. The moment had at last come 
which would divide her life as a battle divides the history of 
a nation. Her mind in an instant swept backwards through 
an incredible three months. 

The schemings to obtain and to hide Gerald’s letters at the 
shop, and to reply to them! The far more complex and dan- 
gerous duplicity practised upon her majestic aunt at Axe! The 
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visits to tlie Axe post-office! Tlic three divine meetings with 
Gerald at early morning by the canal-feeder, when he had told 
her of his inheritance and of the harshness of his uncle B older o, 
and with a rush of words had spread before her the prospect 
of eternal bliss! The nights of fear! The sudden, dizzy acqui- 
escence in his plan, and the feeling of universal unreality which 
obsessed her! The audacious departure from her aunt’s, show- 
ering a cascade of appalling lies! Her dismay at Knype Sta- 
tion! IIcr'^IThish as she asked for a ticket to London! The 
ironic, sympatlictic glance of the porter, who took charge of her 
.runk! And then the thunder of the incoming train! Her re- 
newed dismay when she found that it was very full, and her 
distracted plunge into a compartment with six people already 
in it! And the abrupt reopening of the carriage-door and that 
c urt inquisition from an inspector: "Where for, please? Where 
for? Where for?" Until her turn was reached: "Where for, 
miss?” and her weak little reply: "Euston"! And more vio- 
lent blushes ! And then the long, steady beating of the train 
over the rails, keeping lime to tlie rhythm of the tinanswcrable 
voice within her breast: " W'hy arc you here? Why arc you 
here?” And then Kugby; and the awful ordeal of meeting 
(icrald, his entry into the compartment, tlie rearrangement of 
scats, and their cxcruclnti^ly jiainful attempts at commonplace 
conversation in the publicity of the carriage! (She had fejt 
that that part of the enterprise had not been very well devistd 
by Gerald.) And at last London; the thousands of cabs, fto 
fabulous streets, the general roar, all drcam-snrpassing, inten- 
sifying to an extraordinary degree the obsession of unreality, 
the illusion that she could not really have done what she had 
done, that she was not really doing what she was doing! 

Supremely and finally, the delicious torture of clutch of 
terror at her heart ns she moved by Gerald's side through the 
impossible adventure! Who was tliis rash, mad Sophia? Surely 
not herself! 

The knock at the door was impatiently repeated. 

" Come in,” she said timidly. 

Gerald Scales came in. Yes, beneath that mien of a com- 
mercial traveller who has been everywhere and tlirough every- 
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things he was very nervous. It was her privacy that, with her 
consent, he had invaded. He had engaged the bedroom only 
with the iotention of using it as u retreat for Sophia until the 
evening, wlien they were to resume their travels. It ought not 
to have had any disturbing significance. But the mere disorder 
on tlie wusbstand, a towel lying on one of the canc chairs, 
made him feel Uiat he was affronting decency, and so increased 
his jaunty nervousness. The moment was painful; the moment 
was di^cult beyond his skill to handle it naturally. 

Approaching her with f actitious case, he kissed her ilirongh 
her veil, which she then lifted with an impulsive movement, and 
he kisbvd her again, more ardently, perceiving that her ardour 
was exceeding his. This was the first time they had been alone 
together since her flight from Axe. And yet, with his worldly 
experience, he was naive enough to be surprised that he could 
not put all the beat of passion into his embrace, and he won* 
dcred why be was not thrilled at the contact with her! How* 
ever, the powerful clinging of her lips somewhat startled his 
senses, and abo delighted liim by its silent promise. He could 
smell the stuff of her veil, the si^^£anL.of her bodice, and, ns it 
were wrapped in these odours as her body was wrapped in its 
clothes, the faint fleshly perfume of her body itself. Her face, 
viewed 80 close that he could sec the almost imperceptible down 
on those fruit^like checks, was astonishingly beautiful; the dark 
eyes were exquisitely misted ; and he could feel the secret loyalty 
of her soul ascending to him. She was very slightly taller than 
her lover; but somehow she hung from him, her body curved 
backwards, and her bosom pressed ogainst his, so that instead of 
looking up at her gaze he looked down at it. He ]>rcforrcd 
that; perfectly proportioned though he was, his sUiture was a 
delicate point with him. His spirits rose by the uplift of his 
senses. His fears slipped away; he began to be very satisfied 
with himself. He was the inheritor of twelve thousand pounds, 
and he had won this unique creature. She was his capture; he 
held her close, pcrmittcdly scanning the of her skin, 

pcrmittcdly crushing her flimsy silks. Something in him had 
forced her to lay her modesty on the altar of his desire. And 
the sun brightly shone. So he kissed her yet more ardently^ 
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and with tlie slightest touch of a victor's condescension; and her 
burning response more than restored the sclf-contidcncc wliicb 
he had been losing. 

" I’ve got no one but you now,” she murmured in a melting 
voice. 

She fancied in her ignorance that the expression of tins senti- 
ment would please him. She was not aware that a man is usually 
rather chilled by it, because it proves to him that the other 
' is thinking about his responsibilities and not about his privi- 
leges. Certainly it calmed Gerald, though without imparting to 
him her sense of his responsibilities. He smiled vaguely. To 
Sophia his smile was a miracle continually renewed; it mingled 
dashing gaiety with a hint of wistful appeal in a manner that 
never failed to bewitch her. A less innocent girl than Sophia 
might have divined from that adorable half-feminine smile that 
she could do anything with Gerald except rely on him. But 
Sophia bad to learn. 

" Arc you ready? ” he asked, placing his hands on her shoul- 
ders and holding her away from him. 

“ she said, nerving herself. Their faces were still very 

near together. 

” Well, would you like to go and see the Dote pictures? ” 

A simple enough question! A proposal felicitous enough! 
Dorc was becoming known even in the Five Towns, not, nssu^ 
edly, by his illustrations to the Conltt Drolatiquef of Balzac — 
but by his shuddering Biblical conceits. In pious circles Dor6 
was saving art from the reproach of futility and frivolity. It 
was in dubita bly o tasteful idea on Gerald’s part to take his love 
of A summer’s afternoon to gaze at the originals of those prints 
which bad so deeply impressed the Five Towns. It was an idea 
that sanctified the profane adventure. ' 

Yet Sophia showed signs of afllictlon. Her colour went and 
came; her throat made the motion of swallowing; there was n 
muscular contraction over her whole feody. And she drew her- 
self from him. Her glance, however, did not leave him, and 
his eyes fell before hers. 

“ But what about the — wedding? ” she breathed. 

That sentence seemed to cost all her pride; but she was obliged 
to utter it, and to pay for it 
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Oil/' he said lightly and quickly, just as though she had 
reminded him of a detail that might have been forgotten, “ 1 
was just going to tell you. It can't be done here. There's 
been some change in the rules. I only found out for certain 
late last night. But Tve ascertained that it'll be as simple as 
ABC before the English Consul at Paris; and as I've got the 
tickets for us to go over to-night, as we arranged . . /' Ha 

stopped. 

She sat down on the towel-covered chair, staggered. She 
believed what he said. She did not suspect that he was using 
the classic device of the s educer . It was his cnsuaincss that 
staggered her. Had it really been his intention to set off on 
an excursion and remark as an afterthought; By the ttay, we 
can't be married as I told you at half-past two to-day Des])ite 
her extreme ignorance and innocence, Sophia held a high opinion 
of her own commonsense and capacity for looking after herself, 
and she could scarcely believe that he was expecting her to go 
to Paris, and nt night, without being married. She looked 
pitiably young, virgin, raw, unsophisticated; helpless in the midst 
of dreadful dangers. Yet her head was full of n blank nston- 
islnnent at being mistaken for a simpleton ! The sole explana- 
tion could be that Gerald, in some matters, must himself be a 
confiding simpleton. He had not reflected. lie had not suffi- 
ciently realized the immensity of her sacrifice in flying with 
him even to London. She felt sorry for him. She had the 
woman’s first glimpse of the necessity for some adjustment 
of outlook as an essential preliminary to uninterrupted hap- 
piness. 

It'll be all right ! Gerald persuasively continued. 

He looked at her, as she was not looking at him. She was 
nineteen. But she seemed to him utterly mature and mysterious. 
Her face baffled him; her mind was a foreign land. Helpless 
in one sense she might be; yet she, and not he, stood for destiny; 
the future lay in the secret and capricious workings of thot 
mind. 

Oh no!** she exclaimed curtly. ** Oh no!*’ 

•‘Oh no wliat.>** 

*• We can't possibly go like that,*’ she said. 

** But don't I t€ll you it'll be all right? he protested. “ I£ 
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wc slay licTc and they cou>c after you 
got the tickets and all/* 

Why didn’t you tell me sooner? ** she demanded. 

But how could I? ” he grumbled. '* H.ivc we had a single 
minute alone ? 

This was nearly true. They could not have discussed the 
formalities of marriage in the crowded train, nor during tlic 
hurrio<l lunch with a dozen corked cars at the same table. He 
saw liinisrlf on sure ground here. 

Now, could we? ** lie pressed. 

"And you talk about going to see pictures!” was her reply. 

Undoubtedly this liad been a grave error of tact. He recog- 
nized that it was a stupidity. And so he resented it, as though 
she had committed it and not he. 

" My dear girl,” he said, hurt, ” I acted for the best. It 
isn’t my fault if rules arc altered and officials silly.' 




»p 


” You ought to have told me before/’ she persisted sullcj^, 
” But how could I ' r , 


He almost believed in that moment that he h.ad really int('ndc& 
to niarr)' her, and that the inc y^itq des of red-tape had preyyllb 
him from achieving his liononrahle purpose. Whereas ^ had] 
done nothing whatever towards the marriage. ^ 

” Oh no! Oil no!” she repeated, wdth heavy lip and'^quid 
rvc. ” Oh no!” i • ^ 

Me f'atlirrrd tliat she >vas flouting his suggestion of 
Slowly nnd nervously he njiproachcd her. She did not sUr . 
nor look up. Her glnnce wns fixed on the wnshstand. He hent 
dowp nnd murmured: 

“ Come, now. It’ll be nil right. You’ll travel in the ladicsl, 
H.'iloon on the .sle.^nl-]l.^ckct." ’•.MK', 

She did not stir. He bent lower nnd touched the back of-'he^i! 
neck with his lips. And she sprang up, sobbing nnd nn^y, 7 t 
Bcenusc she wns nmd for him she hnted him furiously. All ten- i 
derness had vanished. 

" I’ll thank you not to touch me!” she said fiercely. She i 
given him her lips a moment ngo, but now to grnic her neck*^ 
wns nn insult. 

He smiled sheepishly. ” But rcnlly you must be reasonable,’ 
be argued. “What have I done? 
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"It’s what you haven’t done, I think!" she cried. "Why 
didn't you tell n^e while we were in the cab? ” 

" I didn’t care to begin worrying you just then," he replied: 
which was exactly true. 

The fact was, he had of course shirked telling her that no 
marriage would occur that day. Not being a professional 
seducer of young girls, he lacked skill to do a diiEcult thing 
simply. 

" Now come along, little girl," he went on, with just a trifle 
of impatience, " Let’s go out and enjoy ourselves. I assure 
you that everytljing will be all right in Paris.” 

" That’s what you said about coming to London,” she retorted 
sarcastically through her sobs. “And look at you!” 

Did he Imaguie for a single instant that she would have come 
to l.oodon with him i^e on the understanding (hut she was to 
be married immediately upon arrival? This altitude of an in- 
dignant question was not tD he. leoonciled with her belief that 
bis excuses for himself were truthfuL But she did not remark 
the di screp ancy. 

Her sarcasm wounded his vanity. 

" Ob, very welll” he muttered. ” If you don’t choose to he- 
, lieve what I say! ” He shrugged his shoulders. 

She said nothing; but the sobs swept at intervols iBroiigh her 

frame, shaking it. 'h 

Readings Imitation in her face, he tried again. *' Come along, 
Ijittlqi, girl, * And wipe your eyes.” And be approarhed her. 

' She stepped bock. 

No, no!” she denied him, passionately. He had esteemed 
her too cheaply .Mj^d the did not care to be called ‘little girl. 

"Then what f Kl p o o do?” he inquired, in a touo which 
blended mockery and boUying. She was making a fool of him. 

" I can tell you what I shan't do/' she said. " I shan t go 
to Paris.” Her sobs were less frequenL 

“That’s not my qucatlpn,” he said want to know 

what yon will 

There was now no pretence of affectionatenesa either on her 
part or on Ills. They might, to judge from their atUtudea, hove 
been nourislied from Infancy on mutual hatred. 

“What’s that got to do with yon?” the demanded. 
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It's got everything to do witli me/* he said. 

" Well, you can go and find out! '* she said. 

It was girlish; it was childish; it was scarcely according to 
tl)e canons for conducting a final rupture; but it was not the 
less tr.igically serious. Indeed, the spectacle of this young girl 
absurdly behaving like one, in a serious crisis, increased the 
tragical ness of the situation even if it did not heighten it. The 
idea that ran through Gerald's brain was the ridiculous folly of 
having anything to do with young girls. He was quite blind 
to her beauty. 

“ * Go *? " he repeated her word. You mean that? 

** Of course I mean it/' she answered promptly. 

The cowarcl in him urged him to take advantage of her 
ignorant, helpless pride, and leave her at her word. He mnem- 
hered the scene slic had made at the pit shaft, and he said to 
himself that her charm was not worth her temper, and that he 
was a fool ever to have dreamed that it was, and that he woulil 
be doubly a fool now not to seize the opportunity of withdrawing 
from an insane enterprise. 

I am to go? *' he asked, with a sneer. 

She nodded. 

"Of course if you order me to leave you, 1 must. Can I do 
anything for you? " 

She signified that he could not. 

" Nothing? You're sure? " 

She frowned. 

Well, then, good-bye." He turned towards the door. 

" I suppose you'd leave me here without money or anything? 
she said in a cold, cutting voice. And her sneer was far more 
destructive than his. It destroyed in him the last trace of com- 
passion for her. 

"Oh, I beg pardon! " he said, and swaggeringly counted out 
five sovereigns on to a chest of drawers. 

She rushed at them. " Do you think ITl take your odious 
money ? " she snarled, gathering the coins in her gloved hand. 

Her first impulse was to throw them in his face; but she 
paused and then fiung Uicm into a comer of the room. 

" Pick them up!" she commanded him. 

No, thanks, he said briefly; and left, shutting the door. 
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Only a very little while, and they had been lovers, ex udin t; 
tcrjderncss with every gesture, like a perfume! Only a very 
little while, and she bad been deciding to tclcgrapli condescend- 
ingly to her mother that she was ‘all right'! And now the 
dream was utterly dissolved. And the voice of that hard coin- 
monsense wliich spake to her in her wildest moods grew lo\id 
in asserting that the enterprise could never have come to any 
good, that it was from its inception an impossible enterprise, 
unredeemed by the sligJitest justification. An enormous folly! 
Yes, el opement; but not like a real elopement; always unreal! 
Slic had always ktiown that it was only an imitation of an elope- 
ment, and must end in some awful disappointment. She had 
never truly wanted to run away; hut something within her had 
pricked li<rr forward in spite of !u*r protests. TIjc strict notions 
of her elderly relatives were riglit after all. It was she who 
had been wrong. And it was she who would have to pay. 

I've been a wicked girl/^ she said to herself grimly, in the 
midst of her ruin. 

She faced the fact. But she would not repent; at any rate 
slic would never sit on that stool. She would not exchange the 
remains of her pride for the means of escape from the worst 
misery that life could offer. On that point she knew herself. 
And she set to work to repair and renew her pride. 

Whatever happened she would not return to the Live Towns. 
She could not, because she had stolen money from her Aunt 
Harriet. As much as she had thrown back at Gerald, she had 
filched from her aunt, but in the form of a note. A prudent, 
mysterious instinct had moved her to take this precaution. And 
she was glad. She would never have been able to dart that 
sneer at Gerald about money if she had really needed money. 
So she rejoiced in her crime; thoiigli, since Aunt Harriet would 
assuredly discover the loss at once, the crime eternally prevented 
her from going back to her family. Never, never would she 
look at her mother with the eyes of a thief! ^ 

(In truth Aunt Harriet did discover the loss, and very cred- 
itably said naught about it to anybody. The knowledge of it 
would have twisted the knife In the maternal heart.) 

Sophia was also glad that she had Refused to proceed to Paris. 
The recollection of her firmness in refusing flattered her vanity 
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as a girl convinced tliat slie could take care of herself. To 
go lo Paris iimnarricd would have been an inconceivable mad- 
ness. 1 he mere thought of the enormity did outrage to her moral 
susceptibilities. No, Gerald had most perfectly mistaken her 
for another sort of girl; as, for instance, a shop-assistant or a 
barmaid ! 

With this tlie catalogue of her satisfactions ended. She had 
no idea at all ns to what she ought to do, or could do. The 
mere prospect of venturing out of the room intimidated her. 
Had Gerald left her trunk in the hnll.> Of course he had. 
What 0 question 1 But what would happen to her? London 
. . . London had merely dazed her. She could do nothing 

for herself. She was as helpless ns n rabbit in London. She 
drew aside the window-curtain and had a glimpse of the river. 
It was inevitable that she should think of suicide; for she could 
not suppose that any girl had ever got herself into a plight 
more desperate than hers. " I could slip out at night and drown 

myself,” she thought seriously. "A nice thing that would be 
for Gerald!” 

I lien loneliness, like a black midnight, overwhelmed her, 
swiftly wasting her strength, disinlcgraUng her pride in its horrid 
flood. She glanced about for support, ns a woman in the open 
fllreet who feels she is going to faint, and went blindly to the 
bed, falling on it with the upper part of her body, in an alti- 
tude of abandonment. She wept, but without sobbing. 

ILj: ^ 

Gerald Seales walked about the Strand, staring at its high ' 
narrow houses, crushed one against another ns though they had 
been packed, unsorted, by a packer who llmught of nothing but 
econojny of space. Except by Somerset House, King's College, 
and one or two theatres and banks, the monotony of mean shops, 
with several storeys unevenly perched over thcni, was unbroken. 
Then Gerald encountered Exeter Hall, and examined its prom- 
incnt fn 9 ndc with a provincial’s eye; for despite his travels he 
was not very familiar with London. Exeter Hall naturally took 
his mind back to his Uncle Boldero, that great and ardent Non- 
conformist, and his own godly youth. It was laughable to muse 
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opoD >vhat bis uncle would say and think^ did the old mun know 
that his nephew had run away with a girl, meaning to s^.duce 
her ill Paris. It was enormously funny! 

However, he had done with all that. He was well out of it. 
She liad told him to go, and he had gone. She had money to 
get home; she had notliing to do but use the tongue in her head. 
The rest was her affair. He would go to Paris alone, and find 
another amusement. It was absurd to have supposed that Sophia 
would ever have suited him. Not in such a family as the 
llaincscs could one reasonably expect to discover an ideal mis- 
tress. No! there had been a mistake. The whole business was 
wrong. She had nearly made a fool of him. But he was not 
the man to be made a fool of. He bad kept his dignity intact. 

So he said to himself. Yet all the time liis dignity, and his 
pride also, were bleeding, dropping invisible blood along the 
length of the Strand pavements. 

He was at Salisbury Street again. He pictured her in the 
bedroom. Damn her! He wanted her. He w.anlcd her witli 
an excessive desire. He hated to think that he had been baulked. 
He hated to think that she would remain immaculate. And 
he continued to picture her in the exciting privacy of that cursed 
bedroom. 

Now he was walking down Salisbury Street. He did not wish 
to be walking down Salisbury Street; but there he was! 

** Oh, hell!** he murmured. ** I suppose I must go Uirough 
with it." 

He felt desperate. He was ready to pay any price in order 
to be able to say to himself that he had accomplished what he 
liad set his he«art on. 

** My wife hasn't gone out, has she?" be asked of the hall- 
porter. 

" I'm not sure, sir; I think not," said the hall-porter. 

The fear that Sophia had already departed made him sick. 
^Vhcn be noticed her trunk still there, he took hope and ran 
upstai/s. 

He saw her, a dark cnitnpled, s inuous piece of humanity, half 
on and half off the bed, silhouetted against the bluish-white 
counterpane; her hat was on tfJe floor ,^with the spotted veil trail- 
ing away from it. This sight seemed to him to be the most 
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touching that be Jiad ever seen, though her face was hidden. 
He forgot everything except the deep and strange emotion which 
afTcclcd him. He approached tlie bed. She did not stir. 

Having licard the entry and knowing that it must be Gerald 
who had entered, Sophia forced herself to remain still. A wild, 
spletniid hope shot up in her. Constrained by all the power of 
her will not to move, she could not s tifle^ a sob that had lain 
in ainbusli in her throat. 

The sound of the sob fetched tears to the eyes of Gerald. 

"Sophia!” he appealed to her. 

lJut she (lid not stir. Another sob shook her. 

" \^Ty Well, tlieii," said Gerald. *' We'll stay in London till 
we can he married. TH arrange it. I’ll find a nice boarding- 
house for you, and I’ll tell the people you’re my cousin. I shall 
stay on at this hotel, and I'll come and see you every day." 

A silence. 

"Thank youl” she blubijcrcd. "Thank you!” 

He saw that her little gloved hand was .stretching out towards 
him, like a feeler; and he seized it, and knelt down and took 
her clumsily by the waist. Somehow he dared not kiss her yet. 

An immense relief surged very slowly through them both. 

“I — I — really - - " Slie began to say something, but the 

articulation was lost in her sobs. 


" What? What do you say, dearest? ” lie questioned eagerly. 

And she made another effort. " I really couldn’t have gone 
to Paris with you without being married,” she succeeded at last. 
" I really couldn’t.”- 

"No, no!” he soothed her. "Of cmirse^'oti couldn’t. It 
was I who was wrong. But you didn't know ho(v* felt, . ■ • 
Sophia, it’s all right now, isn’t it? ” t .1 

She sat up and kissed him fairly. 

It was so wonderful ond startling thdt^^e burst op^ly into 
tears. She saw in the f acile in tensity of his. emotion a guarantee 
of their future happiness. And ns he had soothed her, so now 
she soothed him. They clung together, ccjually surprised at the 
sweet, exquisite^ blissful melancholy ' \^ich drenched them 
through and through.-^ It was remorse, for bsVhig quarrelled, 
for having lacked faith in tiie supreme rightness of the high 
adyentuxe. Bverything was right, and would be right; and they 

\ 
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had been criminally absurd. It was remorse; but it wns j>urc 
bliss, and worth the quarrel! Gerald resumed his perfection 
again in her eyes! He was the soul of goodness and honour! 
And for him she was again tlie ideal mistress, who %vouI<I» how- 
ever, be also a w’ifc. As in his mind he rapidly ran over IIjc 
steps necessary to their marriage, he kept saying to himself, far 
off* in some remote cavern of the brain: ** I sliall have her! I 
shall have her!" He did not reflect that this fragile slip of 
the Baines stock, unconsciously drawing upon the accumulated 
strength of getirrations of lioncst living, had put a defeat upon 
him. 

After tea, Gerald, utterly content with the universe, redeemed 
his word and found an irreproachable hoarding-house for Sophia 
in Westminster, near the Abbey. She was astonished at the 
glibness of his lies to the landlady about her, and about their 
circumstances generally. He also found a church and a parson, 
close by, and in half an hour the formalities preliminary to a 
marriage were begun. He explained to her that as she was 
now resident in London, it would be simpler to recommence the 
business entirely* She sagaciously agreed. As she by no means 
wished to wound him again, she made no inquiry about those 
other formalities whicli, owing to red- t^c, had so unexpectedly 
proved abortive! She knew she was going to be married, and 
that suHiccd. The next day she carried out her filial idea of 
telegraphing to her mother* 
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Thf.v had been to Versailles and had dined there. A tram 
had sufficed to take them out; but for the return, Gerald, who 
had been drinking champagne, would not be content with less 
Ilian a carriage. Further, he insisted on entering Paris by way 
of the Bois and the Arc dc Triomphe. Thoroughly to appease 
his conceit, it would have been necessary to swing open the 
gates of lionour in the Arc and allow his fiacre to pass through; 
to be forced to drive round the iiionuincnt instead of under it 
hurt the sense of fitness which champagne engenders. Gerald 
was in all his pride timt day. He had been displaying the won- 
ders to Sophia, and he could not escape the cicerone's secret 
feeling: that he himself was somehow rcspnnsibl6 for the won- 
ders. Moreover, he was exceedingly satisfied with the effect 
proilueed by Sophia. 

Sophia, on arriving in Paris with the ring on her triumphant 
finger, had timidly mentioned the subject of frocks. None would 
have guessed from her tone that she was possessed by the desire 
for I'reiu'h clothes ns by a devil. She had been surprised and 
delighted by the eagerness of Gerald’s response. Gerald, too, 
was possessed by a devil. He thirsted to see her in French 
clothes. He knew some of the shops and ateliers in the Rue 
dc la Paix, the Rue de lo Chouss<5c d’Antin,^and the Palais 
Royal. He was much more skilled in the lore of frocks than 
she, for his previous business in Paris had brought him into 
relations with the great firms; and Sophia suffered a brief 
humiliation in the discovery that his private opinion of her 
dresses was that they were not dresses at all. She had been 
aware that they were not Parisian, nor even of London; but 
she had thought them pretty good. It healed her wound, how- 
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ever, to reflect that Gerald had so marvellously kept hii. owu 
counsel in order to spare her self-love, Gerald had taken licr 
to an establishment in the Chaussec d'Antin. It was not one 
of what Gerald called but it was on the 

very fringe of them, and the real h aute couiure was practised 
therein; and Gerald was remembered there by name, 

Sophia had gone in trembling and ashamed, yet in her heart 
courageously determined to emerge uncompromisingly French. 
Hut tlie models friglitcncd her. They surpassed even the most 
fantastic things that she had seen in the streets. She recoiled 
before tlicm and seemed to hide for refuge in Gerald, as it were 
appealing to him for moral ]>rotection, and answering to him 
instead of to the saleswoman when the saleswoman ofl'ered re- 
marks in stiff English. The prices also frightened her. The 
sini])Icst trifle here cost sixteen pounds; and her mother's historic 
' silk,' whose elaborateness had cost twelve pounds, was supposed 
to have approached the inexpressible! Gerald said that she was 
not to think about prices. She was, however, forced by sotue 
instinct to think about prices — she who at home had scorned the 
narrowness of life in the Square. In the Square she w'as under- 
stood to be quite without coinmonscnsc, hopelessly imprudent; 
yet here, a spring of sagacity seemed to be w'cHing up in her nil 
the time, a continual antidote against the general madness in 
which she found herself. With extraordinary rapidity she had 
formed a habit of preaching moderation to Gerald. She hat<'d 
to * sec money thrown away,' and her notion of the boundary line 
between throwing money awoy and judiciously spending it was 
still the notion of the Square. 

Gerald would laugh. But she would say, piqued and blush- 
ing, but self-sure: ''You CAtx laugh!" It waT"all deliciously 
agreeable. 

On this evening she wore the first of the new costumes. She 
had worn it all day* Characteristically she had chosen some- 
thing which WAS not too special for either afternoon or evening, 
for either warm or cold weather. It was of pale blue taffetas 
striped in a darker blue, with the corsage cut in bas que s, and 
the underskirt of a similar taffetas, but unstriped. The eflVct 
of the ornate overskirt foiling on the plain underskirt with its 
small double volant was, she thought, and Gerald too, odorable* 
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The MMist was higher than any she liad had bctorc, and the 
cvinolih c expansive. Tied round her head with a large bo\? and 
flying blue ribbons under the chin, was a fragile flat ca pote like 
a baby's bonnet, which allowed her hair to escape in front and 
her great chijj^ium behind. A large spotted veil flew out from 
the capote over the chignon. Her double skirts waved amply 
over (nrald's knees in the carriage, and she leaned back against 
the hard cusliions nnd put an arrogant look into her face, and 
thought of nolliing but the intense throbbing joy of life, longing 
with painful ardour for more and more pleasure, then and for 
ever. 

As the carriage slipped downwards through the wide, empty 
ginoin of the Champs Elysccs into the brilliant Paris that was 
Mailing for them, another carriage drawn by two white horses 
flashed upwards and was gone in dust. Its only occupant, ex- 
cept the coachman and footman, was a woman. Gerald Glared 
after it. 

Hy Jove! he exclaimed. " That's Hortensc! ” 

It might have been Hortensc, or it might not. But he in- 
stantly convinced himself that it was. Not every evening did 
one meet Hortensc driving alone in the Champs Elysccs, and 
in August too! 

"Hortensc?’' Sophia asked simply. 

" Yes. Hortensc Schneider." 

" Who is she? " 

"You've never heard of Hortensc Sclmcidcr? 

«« I 

iSo! 

“Well! Have you ever tienrd of Offenbach?” 

“ I •— I don’t know. I don't think so." 

He had the mien of utter incredulity. “ You don’t mean to 
say you've never heard of Bluebeards " 

“ I’ve heard of Bluebeard, of course,” said 'she. “Who 
hasn’t? " 

" I mean the opera — Offenbach's.” 

She shook her head, scarce knowing even what an opera was. 

"Well, well! What next?” 

He implied that such ignorance stood alone in his experience 
Really he was delighted at the cleanness of the slate on whicb 
he had to write. And Sophia was not a bit aiarmed. She rel* 
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isbed instruction from his lips. It was a pleasure to her to learn 
from that exhaustless store of worldly knowledge. To the world 
she would do her best to assume omniscience in its wavs, but to 
him, in her present mood^ she liked to play tlie ignorant, uniiii- 
tinted little thing. 

Why/' he said, "the Schneider has been the rage since last 
year but one. Absolutely the rage/* 

" I do wish Td noticed her!" said Sopliia. 

" As soon as the Vnrictes reopens M’e’ll go and sec her, ’ he 
replied, and then gave his detailed version of the career of 
Hortensc Schneider. 

More joys for her in the near future! She had yet scarcely 
penetrated the crust of her bliss. She exulted in the dazzling 
destiny which comprised freedom, fortune, eternal gaitty, and 
tlic exquisite Gerald. 

As they crossed the Place dc la Concorde, she inquired, ** Arc 
we going back to the hotel ? " 

" No/* he said. " I thouglit we*d go and have supper soip-*- 
where, if it isn't too early." 

" After all that dinner.^ " 

" All what dinner? You ate about five times as much nn nio, 
anvhow ! " 


"Oh, I*m ready!" she said. 

She wos. This day, because it was the first day of her French 
frock, she regarded as her debut in the dizzy life of capitals. 
She existed in a rapture of bliss, an ecstasy which could feel 
no fatigue, cither of body or spirit. 

It was after midmght wnen^hey went into the Restaurant 
Sylvain; Gerald, having deeided not to go to the hotel, had 
changed his mind and called there, and having called there, 
had remained a long time: this of course! Sopliia was already 
accustoming herself to the idea that, with Gerald, it was im* 
possible to predict accurately more than five minutes of the 
future. , 

As the c^iaeseur held open the door for them to enter, and 
Sophia passed modestly into the glowing yellow interior of the 



THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 


;J10 

rcst.iurnnt, followed by Gerald in his character of raan-of-the- 
world, they <!re\v the attention of Sylvain’s numerous and 
glittering guests. No face could have made a more provocative 
contrast to the women’s faces in those screened rooms thon 
the face of Sophia, so childlike between the baby's bonnet 
and tlie huge bow of ribbon, so candid, so charmingly 
eonsoious of its own jmre beauty and of the fact tliat she was 
no lunger a virgin, but tlie equal in knowledge of any woman 
■ aliw. She saw around her, chislcrcd about the white tables, 
nuillitudes of violently red lips, powdered checks, cold; hard 
ey<'s. self-possessed arrogant faces, and insolent bosoms. What 
had impressed her more than anything else in Paris, more even 
than the three-horsed omnibuses, was the extraordinary self- 
assurance of all the M-omeii, their unashamed posing, their 
calm ace<ptancc of the public gaze. They seemed to say: 
■' We arc the renowned Parisieiincs." They frightened her; 
they appeared to her so corrupt and so proud in their 
corruption. She had already seen a dozen >vmncn in vorious 
situations of conspieiioiisiiess apply powder to their complexions 
with no more ado Ilian if tiny had been giving a pat to their 
liair. Slie could not understand such boldness. As for them, 
they marvellnl at the phenomena jireseiitial in Sophia's 
person; they admired; they admitted the style of the gown; 
hut they envied neither her innocence nor her beauty; they 
envied nothing hut her youth'and the fresh tint of her checks. 

"Encore des Anglais!" said some of them, as If that ex- 
plained all. 

Gerald had n very curt way with waiters; and the more 
uhsequinus they were, the haughtier he became; and n head- 
waiter was no more to him than a sculljpn. He gave loud- 
voiced orders in French of which both he and Sophia were 
proud, and a table was laid for them in a corner near one of the 
large windows. Sophia settled herself on the bench of green 
velvet, and began to ply the ivory fan which Gerald had given 
her. It was very hot; all the windows were wide open, and 
the sounds of the street mingled clearly with the tinkle of 
the supper-room. Outside, against a sky of deepest pur|>lc, 
Sophia could discern the black skeleton of a gigantic htdlding) 
it was the new opera house. 
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All sorts here!'^ said Gerald^ contentedly, alter Ik* had 
ordered iced soup and sparkling Moselle. Sophia did not 
know what Moselle was, but she imagined that anything would 
be better than champagne. 

Sylvain's was then typical of tlic Second Einpiro, aiul 
particularly famous as a supper-room. Expensive and gny, it 
provided, with its discreet decorations, a sumptuous scene 
where Iotrttr*s, actresses, respectable women, and an occasional 
griictte in luck, could satisfy their curiosity as to each other. 
In its catholicity it was highly correct as a resort; not many 
other restaurants in the centre could have successfully fought 
against the rival attractions of the Bois and the dim groves 
of the Champs Elysees on a night in August. The com- 
plicated richness of the dresses, the yards and yard.s of line 
st jtchc ry, the endless ruqhing, the hints, more or less incautious, 
of nether treasures of embroidered linen; and, leaping over 
all tins to the eye, the vivid colourings of silks and inn.slins, 
veils, plumes and flowers, piled as it were pell-mell in heaps 
on the universal green cushions to the furtlicst visU of the 
restaurant, and all multiplied in gilt mirrors — the spectacle 
intoxicated Sophia. Her eyes gleamed. She drank the soup 
with eagerness, and tasted the wine, though no desire on her 
part to like wine could in.ikc her like it; and then, seeing 
pineapples on a large t.able covered with fruits, she told Gerald 
that she should like some pineapple, and Gerald ordered one. 

She gathered her self-esteem and her wits togilher, and 
began to give Gerald her views on the costumes. She could 
do so with impunity, because her own was indubit.ibly beyond 
criticism. Some she wholly condemned, and there was not 
one which earned her unreserved approval. All the .’ surd 
fastidiousness of her schoolgirlisli provinciality emerged in 
that eager, affected torrent of remarks. However, she was 
clever enough to read, after a time, in Gerald '.s tone and 
features, that she was making a tedious fool of herself. And 
she adro itly shifted her criticism from the taste to the tvork — 
she put a strong accent on the word — and pronounced that to 
be miraculous beyond description. She reckoned that .she 
knew what dressmaking and millinery were, and her little fund 
of expert knowledge caused her to picture a whole necessary 
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cityful of girls stitching, stitching, and stitching day and night. 
She had wondered, during the few odd d.ays that thev had 
spent in Paris, between visits to Chantilly and other places, at 
the massed luxury of the shops; she had wondered, starting 
with St. Luke's Square as a standard, how they could all thrive. 
lJut now in her first real glimpse of the ba»al-ftnd licentious 
))rofusion of one among a hundred restaurants, she wondered 
that the shops were so few. She thought how splendid was 
all this e.xpcnsivcncss for trade. Indeed, the notions chasing 
each other within that lovely .and foolish head were a sur- 
prising medley. 

■ Well, what do you think of Sylvain’s?” Gerald asked, 
impatient to be assured that his Sylvain’s had duly overwhelmed 
her. 

'■ Oh, Gerald ! ” she murmured, indicating that speech was 
in.adcquatc. And she just furti^ily touched his hand with hers. 

I he ci^ui due to her critical disquisition on the short- 
comings of Parisian costume cleared away from Gerald’s face. 

" What do you suppose those people there are talking about? ” 
he said with a jerk of the head towards a chattering group 
of three gorgeous lorcltcs and two middle-aged men at the next 
table but one* 

“ WImt nrc they talking about?” 

They fe talking about the execution of the imirdcrer lUvain 
that takes place at Auxerre the day after to-morrow* Thcy*rc 
arranging to make up a party and go and set it*” 

Oh, what n horrid idea!” said Sophia. 

” Guillotine, you know!” said Gerald. 

” lJut can people see it? ” 

A cs/ of course.” 

Well, I think it*s horrible.” 

thats why people like to go and see it. BesideSj 
the man isn t an ordinary sort of criminal at nil. He’s very 
young and good-looking, and well connected. And he killed 
the celebrated Claudinc • • 

” Claudine? ” * 

Clau dinc JnccQ ^not. Of course you wouldn’t know. She 
was a trclnendouT— cr wrong ’un here in the forties. Made 
a lot of money, and retired to her native town.” 
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Sophia, in spite of her efforts to maintain the role of & 
woman who has nothing to learn, blushed. 

Then she was older than he is.*' 

“ Thirty-five years older, if a day.'* 

'‘What did he kill her for?" 

“ She wouldn't give him enough money. She was hi«T 
mistress — or rather one of 'em. He wanted money for a 
young lady friend, you sec. He killed her and took all the 
jewels she was wearing. Whenever he went to see her she 
always wore all her best jewels — and you may bet a woman 
like that had a few. It seems she had been afraid for a long 
time that he meant to do for her." 

“Then why did she see him? And why did she wear her 
jewels? " 

“Because she liked being afraid, goose! Some women only 
enjoy themselves when they're terrified. Queer, isn't it?" 

Gerald insisted on meeting bis wife's gaze os he finished 
these revelations. He pretended that such stories were the 
commonest things on earth, and that to be scandalized by 
them was infantile. Sophia, thrust suddenly into a strange 
civilization perfectly frank in its sensuality and its sensuousness, 
under the guidance of a young man to whom her half-fonned 
intelligence was a most diverting toy — Sophia felt mysteriously 
uncomfortable, disturbed by sinister, flitting phantoms of 
ideas which she only dimly apprehended. Her eyes fell. 
Gerald laughed self-consciously. She would not cat any more 
pineapple. 

Innnediately afterwards there came into the restaurant an 
apparition wliich momentarily stopped every conversation in 
the room. It was a tall and mature woman who wore- over a 
dress of purplish-black silk a vast flowing sortie de bal of 
vermilion velvet, looped and tasselled with gold. No other 
costume could live by the side of that garment, Arab in 
shape, Russian in colour, and Parisian in style. It blazed. 
The woman's heavy cqiffuxc was bound with fillets of gold 
braid and crimson ro sette s. She was followed by a young 
Englishman in evening dress and whiskers of the most exact 
correctness. The woman sailed, a little breathlessly, to a 
table next to Gerald's, and took possession of it with an air 
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of use, almost of tedium. She sat down,^hrcw the cloak from 
her majestic bosom, and expanded her chest. Seeming to 
ignore the Englishman, who s upercili ously assumed tlic seat 
opposite to her, she let her large scornful eyes travel round 
the restaurant, slowly and imperiously meeting the curiosity 
which she had evoked. Her beauty liad undoubted! v been 
dazzling, it was still effulgent; but the blossom was about to 
fall. She was admirably rouged and powdered; her arms 
were glorious; her lashes were long. There was little fault, 
save the excessive ripeness of a blonde who fights in vain 
against obesity. And her clothes combined audacity w*ith tlie 
propriety of fashion. She carelessly deposed costly trinkets 
on the table, and then, having intimidated the whole compan}% 

she accepted llic menu from the head-waller and began to study 
it. 


That s one of 'em ! Gerald whispered to Sophia. 

One of what?*’ Sophia whispered. 

Gerald raised liis eyebrows warningly, and winked. The 
Englishman had overheard; and a look of frigid displeasure 
passed across his proud face. Evidently he belonged to a 
rank much higher than Gerald’s; and Gerald, though he could 
always comfort himself hy the thought that he had been to a 
university with the best, felt Ins own inferiority and could not 
hide that he felt it. Gerald wns wealthy; he came of a 
wealthy family; but he had not the habit of wealth. When 
he spent money furiously, he did it with bravado, too conscious 
of grandeur and too conscious of the difficulties of acquiring 
that which lie threw away. For Gerald had earned money. 
This whiskered Englishman hod never earned money, never 
known the value of it, never imagined himself without as much 
of it as he might happen to want. He bad the face of one 
accustoniod to give orders and to look do^vn upon inferiors'. 
He was absolutely sure of himself. That liis companion 
chiefly ignored him did not appear to incommode him in the 
least. She spoke to him in French. He "relied in English, 
very briefly; and then, in English, he commanded the supper. 
As soon as the champagne was served he began to drink; in 
the intervals of drinking he gently stroked his whiskers. Th« 
woman spoke no more. 
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Gerald talked more loudly. With that aristocratic English- 
man observing him, be could not remain at ease. And not 
only did he talk more loudly; he brought into his conversation 
references to money, travels, and worldly experiences. W liile 
seeking to impress the Englishman, lie was merely becoming 
ridiculous to the Englishman; and obscurely he was aware 
of this. Sophia noticed and regretted it. Still, feeling very 
unimportant herself, she was reconciled to the superiority 
of the whiskered Englishman as to a natural fact. Gerald's 
behaviour slightly lowered him in her esteem. Then she 
looked at him — at his well-shaped neatness, his vivacious 
face, his excellent clothes, and decided that he was much 
to be preferred to any heavy-jawed, long-nosed aristocrat alive. 

The woman whose vermilion cloak lay around her like a 
fortitication spoke to her escort. He did not understand. He 
tried to express himself in French, and failed. Then the woman 
recommenced, talking at length. she had done he shook 

his head. His acquaintance with French was limited to the 
vocabulary of food. 

Guillotine ! he murmured, the sole word of her discourse 
that he had understood. 

Oui, oui ! Guillotine. Eniin ... ! " cried the woman 

excitedly. Encouraged by her success in conveying even one 
word of her remarks, she began a third time. 

Excuse mc,^^ said Gerald. ** Madame is talking about 
the execution ot Auxerre the day after to-morrow. N*cst-cc- 
pas, madamc, que vous parliez dc Rivain?" 

The Englishman glared angrily at Gerald's offici ous inter- 
ruption. But the woman smiled benevolently on Gerald, and 
insisted on talking to her friend through him. And the Eng- 
lishman had to make the best of the situation. 

* There isn't a restaurant in Paris to-night where they 
aren't talking about that execution,'' said Gerald on his own 
account. 

'Mndecd!" observ'ed the Englishman. 

Wine affected them in different ways. 

Now a fragile, short young Frenchman, with an extremely 
pale face ending in a thin black imperial, appeared at the 
entrance. He looked about, and, recognizing the woman of 
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llic scarlet cloak, very discreetly saluted her. Then he saw 
Gerald, and his worn, fatigued features showed a sudden, 
startled smile. He came rapidly forward, hat in hand, seized 
Gerald s palm and greeted him effusively. 

wife, said Gerald, with the solemn care of a man 
wlio is determined to prove that he is entirely sober. 

I he young man became grave and excessively ceremonious. 
He bowed low over Sophia’s hand and kissed it. Her impulse 
«as to laugh, but the gravity of the young man's deference 
stopped her. She glanced at Gerald, blushing, as if to say: 

This comedy is not iny fault.” Gerald said something, the 

young man turned to him and his face resumed its wcicominir 
smile. 

■■ This is Monsieur Chirac,” Gerald at length completed the 
inlroduelion. " a friend of mine when I lived in Paris.” 

He was proud to have met by accident an acquaintance in 
a restaurant. It demonstrated that he was a Parisian, and im- 
proved his standing with the whiskered Englishman and the 
vermilion cloak. 

■■ It is the first time you come Paris, madamc?” Chirac ad- 
dressed himself to Sophia, in limping, timorous English. 

■' Yes," she giggled. He bowed again. 

Chime, with his best compliments, felicitated Gerald upon 
his marriage. 

Don t mention it!” said the humorous Gerald in English, 
amused at his own wit; and then: “What about this execu- 
tion?” 

Ah! replied Chirac, breathing out a long breath, and 
smiling at Sophia. "Rivain! Rivain!” He made a large, 
important gesture with his hand. 

It was at once to be seen that Gerald had touched the 
topic which secretly ravaged the supper-world as a subterranean 
fire ravages a mine. 

I go! said Chirac, with pride, glancing at Sophia, who 
smiled self-consciously. 

Chirac entered upon a conversation with Gerald in French. 
Sophia comprehended that Gerald was surprised and impressed 
by what Chirac told him and that Chirac in turn was surprised. 
Then Gerald laboriously found his pocket-book, and alter some 
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fumbling with it handed it to Chirac so that the latter might 
write in it. 

“Madame!” murmured Chirac, resuming his ceremonious 
stiffness in order to take leave. “ Ators, e'est entendu, men 
flier ami ! ” he said to Gerald, who nodded phlegmatically. And 
Chirac went away to the ne-Kt table but one, where were the 
three lorettcs and the two middle-aged men. He was received 
there with enthusiasm. 

Sophi.a b^an to be teased by a little fear that Gerald was 
not (juile his usual self. She did not think of him as tipsy. 
The idea of his being tipsy would have shocked her. She did 
not think clearly at all. She was lost and dazed in the labyrinth 
of new and vivid impressions into wliich Gerald had led her. 
But her prudence was awake. 

” I think J’m tired,” she said in a low voice. 

“ You don’t want to go, do you? ” he asked, hurt. 

•• Well ” 

” Oh, wait a bit!” 

The owner of the vermilion clonk spoke again to Gerald, 
who showed that he was flattered. While talking to her he 
ordered a brandy-and-soda. And then he could not refrain 
from displaying to her his familiarity with Parisian life, and he 
related how he had met Hortense Schneider behind a pair 
of white horses. The vermilion cloak grew even more sociable 
at the mention of this resounding name, and chattered with 
the most agreeable vivacity. Her friend stared inimicallv. 

“ Do you hear that? ” Gerald explained to Sophia, who 
was sitting silent. “About Hortense Schneider — you know, 
we met her to-night. It seems she made a bet of a louts w ith 
some fellow, and when he lost he sent her the louis set in dia- 
monds worth a hundred thousand francs. That’s how they go 
on here.” ' 

“ Oh ! ” cried Sophia, further than ever in the labyrinth. 

“ 'Scuse me,” the Englishman put in heavily. He had heard 
the words ' Hortense Schneider,’ ‘ Hortense Schneider,' repeating 
themselves in the conversation, and at last it had occurred to 
him that the conversation was about Hortense Schneider. 
“’Scuse me,” he began again. “Are you — do you mean 
Hortense Schneider? ” 



B18 


THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 


*^cs,” said Gerald. “ Wc natt licr lo-niglit.” 

She’s in Trouvillc,” said the Englishman, flatly. 

Gerald shook his bead positively. 

■' I gave a supper to her in Trouvillc last night,” said the 
Englishman. " And she plays at the Casino Tl»eatrc to-niglit.” 

Cii raid was repulsed but not defeated. " What is she play- 
ing in to-night? Tell me that!” he sneered. 

■' I don’t see why I sh'd tell you.” 

Ilm! Gerald retorted. “If what you say is true, it’s a 
^e^y strange tiling I sliould have seen her in the Champs 
Elysccs to-night, isn’t it?” 

The Englishman drank more wine. " If you want to insult 
me, sir ” he began coldly. 

" Gerald ! ” Sophia urged in a whisper, 
lie quiet!” Gerald snapped. 

A fiddler in fancy costume idungcd into the restaurant at 
that moment and began to play wildly. The shock of his 
.strange advent momentarily silenced the quarrel; but soon it 
leaped \ip again, under the shelter of the noisy music, — the 
eoinmoii. tedious, tippler’s quarrel. It rose higher and higlier. 
The fiddler looked askance at it over Ids fiddle. Chirac 
cautiously observed it. Instead of attending to the music, the 
festal company attended to the quarrel. Three waiters in a 
group watched it with an impartial sporting interest. The Eng- 
lish voices grew more menacing. 

I hen suddenly the whiskered Englishman, jerking his head 
towards the door, said more quietly: 

■■ Hadn't we belter settle Ihisli outside?” 

At your service!” said Gerald, rising. 

The owner of the vermilion cloak lifted her eyebrows to 
Chirac in fatigued disgust, but she said nothing. Nor did 
Sophia say anything. Sophia was overcome by terror. 

The swain of the clonk, dragging his coat after him across 
the floor, left the restaurant without offering any apology or 
explanation to his lady. 

” Wait here for me,” said Gerald defiantly to Sophia. ” I 
shall be back in a minute.” 

' But, Gerald I” She put her hand on bis sleeve. 
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He snatched his arm away* Walt here for me, I tell you/^ 
be repeated. 

Tlic doorkeeper obsequiously opened the door to the two 
unsteady carousers^ for whom the tiddler drew buck, still playing. 

Thus Sophia was left side by side with the verniilion cloak. 
She was quite helpless. All the pride of a married woman 
had abandoned her. She stood transfixed by intense shame* 
staring painfully at a pillar, to avoid the universal assault of 
eyes. She felt like an indiscreet little girl, and she looked likt* 
one. No youthful radiant beauty of features, no grace and 
style of a Parisian dress, no certificate of a ring, no premature 
initiation into the mysteries, could save her from tlie appear- 
ance of a raw fool whose foolishness had been her undoing. 
Her face changed to its reddest, and remained at that, and all 
the fundamental innocence of her nature, wliich had been 
overlaid by the violent experiences of her brief companion.ship 
with Gerald, rose again to the surface with that blush. Her 
situation drew pity from a few hearts and a careless contempt 
from the rest. IJut since once more it was a question of as 
Angloh, nobody could be astonished. 

Witlioiit moving her head, .slie twisted licr eyes to the 
clock: half-past two. The fiddler ceased his dance and 
made a col Unction in his tasscllcd cap. The vermilion cloak 
tlircw a coin into the cap. Sophia stared at it inovcIe.ss, 
until the fiddler, tired of waiting, passed to the next table and 
relieved her agony. She had no money at all. She set herself 
to watch the clock; but its fingers w*ould not stir. 

With an exclamation the lady of the cloak got up and 
peered out of tlic window, chatted with waiters, and then 
removed herself and her cloak to the next table, where she 
w'as received with amiable sjTnpathy by the three lorettes, 
Chirac, and the other two men. The ]>arty surreptitiously 
examined Sophia from time to time. Then Chirac went out- 
side with the head-waiter, returned, consulted with his friends, 
and finally approached Sophia. It was twenty minutes past 
three. 

He renewed his magnificent bow. Madame,'' he said care^ 
fully, will you allow me to bring you to your hotel? " 
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He made no reference to Gerald, partly, doubtless, because 
Ills English was treacherous on didicult ground. 

Sophia had not sufficient presence of mind to thank her 
saviour. 

"But the bill.>’’ she stammered. “The bill isn't paid.” 

He did not instantly understand her. But one of the waiters 
had caught the sound of a familiar word, and spr.ang forward 
with a slip of paper on a plate. 

‘ I have no money,” said Sophia, with a feeble smile. 

".Ic vous arrangerai 9a," he said. ” What name of the 
liotel? Meurice, is it not?” 

Hotel Aleurice,” said Sophia. “Yes.” 

He spoke to the head-waiter about the bill, which was 
carried away like something obscene; and on his arm, which 
he punctiliously offered and she could not refuse, Sophia left 
the scene of her ignominy. She was so distraught that she 
could not manage her crinoline in the doorway. Xo sign any- 
where outside of Gerald or his foe! 

He put her into an open carriage, and in five minutes they 
had clattered down the brilliant silence of the Rue dc la Paix, 
through the Place Vendome into the Rue dc Rivoli; and the 
night-porter of the hotel was at the carriage-step. 

” I tell them at the restaurant where you gone,” said Chirac, 
bare-headed under the long colonnade of the strecU “ If vour 
husband is there, I tell him. Till to-morrow ... ! ” 

His manners were more wonderful than any that Sophia had 
ever imagined. He might have been in the dark Tuilcrics on 
the opposite side of the street, saluting an empress, instead of 
taking leave of a raw little girl, who was still too disturbed even 
to thank him. 

bhc fled candle in hand up the wide, many-cornered stairs; 
Gerald might be already in the bedroom, . . . drunk! 

There was a chance. But the gilt-fringed bedroom was empty. 
She sat down at the velvct-covcrcd table amid the shadows cast 
by the candle that wavered in the draught from the open window. 
And she set her teeth and a cold fury possessed her in the hot 
and languorous night. Gerald was an imbecile. That he 
should have allowed himself to get tipsy was bad enough, but 
that he should have exposed her to the horrible situation from 
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which Chirac had extricated her, was unspeakably disgraceful. 
He was an imbecile* He had no common sense With all 
his captivating charm, be could not be relied upon not to make 
himself and her ridiculous, tragically ridiculous. Compare liiiu 
with Mr. Chirac! She leaned despairingly on the table. She 
would not undress. She would not move. She had to realize 
her position; she had to sec it. 

Folly! Folly! t'ancy a commercial traveller throwing a 
compromising piece of paper to the daughter of his ciistoixicr 
in the shop itself: that was the incredible folly with which 
their relations had begun! And his mad gesture at the pit- 
shaft! And his scheme for bringing her to Paris unmarried! 
And then to-night! Monstrous folly! Alone in the bedroom 
she was a wise and a disillusioned woman, wiser than any of 
those dolls in the restaurant. 

And had she not gone to Gerald, as it were, over the dead 
body of her father, through lies and lies and again lies? That 
was how she phrased it to herself. . . . Over the dead body 

of her father! How could such a venture succeed? How could 
she ever have hoped tliat it would succeed? In that moment 
she saw her acts with the terrible vision of a Hebrew prophet. 

She thought of the Square and of her life there with her 
mother and Sophia. Never would her pride allow her to return 
to that life, not even if the worst happened to her that could 
happen. She was one of tliose who arc prepared to pay with- 
out grumbling for what they have had. 

There was a sound outside. She noticed that the dawn had 
begun. The door opened and disclosed Gerald. 

They exchanged a searching glance, and Gerald shut the 
door. Gerald infected the air, but she perceived at once that 
he was sobered. His lip was bleeding. 

** Mr. Chirac brought me homc,^’ she said. 

" So It seems/* said Gerald, curtly. ** I asked you to wait 
for me. Didn’t I say I should come back? 

He was adopting the injured magisterial tone of the man 
who is ridiculously trying to conceal from himself ond others 
that he has recently behaved like an ass. 

She resented the injustice. ** I don’t think you need talk like 
that/* she said. 

21 
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Like what?” he bullied her, determined that she should 
be in the wrong. 

And wliat a hard look on his pretty face! 

Her prudence bade her accept the injustice. She was his. 
Rapt away from her own world, she was utterly dependent on 
his good nature. 

I knocked my chin against the damned balustrade, coming 
upstairs,” said Gcrala, gioomiiy. 

She knew that was a lie. ‘‘Did you?” she replied kindly. 

” Let me bathe it.” ( 
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She went to sleep in misery. All the glory of her nc^T life h:ni 
been eelipscfl. But when she woke up, a few liours later, in the 
large, velvety stateliness of the bedroom for which Gerald was 
paying so fantastic a price per (lay, slic was in a brighter mood, 
and very willing to reconsider her verdicts. Her pride induced her 
to put Gerald in the right and herself in the wrong, for she was 
too proud to admit that she had married a charming and 
irresponsible fool. And, indeed, ought she not to j)ut herself 
in the wrong? Gerald hod told her to \vait, and she had not 
waited. He had said that he should return to tlic restaurant, 
and he liad returned. Why had she not waited? She had not 
waited bccatisc she had hchaved like a simpleton. She had 
been terrified about nothing. Had she not been frequenting 
restaurants now for a month past? Ought not a married woman 
to be capable of waiting an hour in a restaurant for her lawful 


husband without looking a ninnv? And as for GeraUrs be- 
haviour, how could he have acted difTercntly? The other F^ng- 
lishman w'as obviously a brute and had sought a quarrel. Ilis 
contradietion of Gerald’s statements was extremely olTensivc. 
On being invited by the brute to go outside, what could Gerald 
do but comply? Not to have complied might have meant a fight 
in the restaurant, as the brute was certainly drunk. « Compared 
to the brute, Gerald was not at all drunk, merely a little gay 
and talkative. Then Geralds fib about bis chin was natural; 
he simply wished to minimize IhcT'uss and to spare her feelings. 
It was, in fact, just like Gerald to keep perfect silence as to 
what had passed between himself and the brute. However, she 
was convinced that Gerald, so lithe and quick, had given that 
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great brute witli his supcrrilmus ways as good as he received, if 
not belter. 

And if she were a man and had asked her wife to wait in a 
restaurant, and the wife had gone home under the escort of an- 
other man, she would most assuredly be much more angrv than 
Gerald iiad been. She was very glad tl.at she had controlled 
herself and exercised a meek diplomacy. A quarrel had thus 
l)Ct'n avoided. \es, the finish of the evening could not bo called 
a quarrel; after her nursing of his chin, nothing but a slight 
cooltjess on his part had persisted. 

She arose silently and began to dress, full of a determinaUon 
io treat Gerald as a good wife ought to treat a husband. Ger- 
ald did not stir; he was an excellent sleeper: one of those or- 
ganisins that never want to go to bed and never want to get up. 
\\ hen her toilet was complete save for her bodice, there was a 
knock at the door. She started. 

Gerald ! Sh c^ approac hed t he bed, a nd leaned her uude 
l)O Smn o_yer her liusband. and nut hc^ Ja ^i- liii m Jr 

1 his iiicthod of being brought Imck to con sciousness did nnt. dia- 
please hiim ^ — 

The knock was repeated. He gave a grunt. 

Some one s knocking at the door,” she whispered. 

riien why don t you open it.^ ” he asked dreamily. 

" I’m not dressed, darling.” 

He looked at her. " Stick something on your .shoulders, girl! ” 
said lie. ” What does it matter? ” 

There she was, being a simpleton again, despite her resolu- 
tion ! 

She obeyed, and cautiously opened the door, standing be- 
hind it. 

A middle-aged whiskered servant, in a long while apron, an- 
nounced matters in French which passed her understanding. 
But Gerald had heard from the bed, and he replied. 

*■ Bien, monsieur! ” The servant departed, with a bow, down 
the obscure corridor. 

” It’s Chirac,” Gerald explained when she had shut the door. 

I was forgetting I asked liim to come and have lunch with us, 
early. He’s waiUn^ in the drawing-room. Just put your bodice 
OT, and go and talk to him till I come.” 
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He jumped out of bed^ and then^ standing in his niglit-garb, 
stretched lumself and terrifically yawned. 

Me? '' Sophia questioned. 

** Who else? said Gerald, with that curious satiric dryness 
which he would sometimes import into his tone. 

“But I can't speak French!'* she protested. 

I didn't su])pose you could,** said Gerald, with an increase 
of dryness; “ but you know a$ well as 1 do that he ean speak 
English.’* 

“ Oh, very well, then ! ** she murmured with agreeable alacrity. 

Evidently Gerald had not yet quite recovered from his legiti- 
mate displeasure of the night. He minutely examined his mouth 
in the glass of the Louis Philippe wardrobe. It showed scarcely 
a trace of battle. 

** I say! " he stopped her, os, nervous at the prospect before 
her, she M*as leaving the room. “ I was thinking of going to 
Auxerre to*day.*' 

Auxerre? ** she repealed, wondering under what circum- 
stances she had recently heard that name. Then she remem* 
bered: it was the place of execution of the murderer Riy^i. 

** Yes,” he said. “ Chirac has to go. He’s on a newspaper 
now. He was an architect when I knew him. He's got to go 
and he thinks himself jolly lucky. So 1 thought I’d go with 
him.** 

The truth was that he had definitely arranged to go. 

** Not to see the execution? '* she stammered. 

'‘Why not? I’ve always wanted to see an execution, espe- 
trially with tlie guillotine. And executions arc public in France. 
It’s quite the proper thing to go to them.” 

” But why do you want to see on execution? ” 

"It just happens that I do want to sec an execution. It’s 
a fancy of mine, that’s all. I don't knoM* that any reason is 
necessary,” he said, pouring out water into the diminutive ewer. 

She was aghast. *' And shall you leave me here alone?” 

" Well,” said he, ” I don’t see why my being married should 
prevent me from doing something that I’ve always wanted to 
do. Do you ? ” 

" Oh no! ” she eagerly co ncurre d. 

"That’s all right,” he said. "You can do exactly as you 
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like. Either stay here, or come with me. If you go to Auxerre 
there s no need at all for you to sec the execution. It's an in- 
teresting old town — cathedral and so on. But of course if you 
can’t bear to be in the same town as a guillotine, I’ll go alonis. 
I shall come back to-morrow.” ^ 

It was plain where his wish lay. She stopped the phrases 
that came to her lips, and did her best to dismiss the thoughts 
which promptoil them. 

”Of course I’ll go,” she said quietly. She hesitated, .and 
thi n went up to the washstand and kissed a part of his check 
that was not soapy. That kiss, which comforted and somehow 
reassured her, M'as the expression of a surrender whose inon- 
slrousncss she would not admit to herself. 

In tlic rich and dusty drawing-room, Chirac and Chirac’s 
c.xquisile formalities awaited her. Nobody else was there. 

My husband . , . ’ she began, smiling and blushing. She 
liked Chirac. 

It was the first time she had had the opportunity of using 
that word to other than a servant It soothed her and gave her 
coiilideiice. She perceived after a few moments that Chirac did 
genuinely admire her; more, that she inspired him with some- 
thing that resembled awe. Speaking very slowly and distinctly 
she said that she should travel with her husband to Auxerre, a» 
he saw no objection to that course; implying that if he saw n< 
objection she was perfectly satisfied. Chirac was concurrcncd 
itself. In five minutes it seemed to be the roost natural and 
proper thing in the world that, on her honeymoon, she should 
be going with her husband to a particular town because a* 
notorious murderer was about to be decapitated there in public. 

My husband 1ms always wanted to see an execution,” she 
said. later. ” It would be a pity to . . .” 

As psychological experience,” replied Chirac, pronouncing 

the p of the adjective, "it will be very mlercManL ... To 

observe one’s self, in such circumstances . . He smiled 
cntliusinsticnlly. 

She thought how strange even nice Prenchmen were. Imagine 
going to un execution in order to observe yourself! 
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What cominually impressed Sophia as strange, in the be- 
haviour not only of Gerald but of Chirac and other people with 
whoiu she canic into contact, was its quality of cas^Iness. She 
had all her life been accustomed to sec enterprises, even minor 
ones, well pondered and then carefully schemed beforehand. 
In St. Luke’s Square there was always, in every bead, a sort 
of time-table of existence prepared at least one week in advance. 
But in Gerald's world nothing was prearranged, elaborate 
affairs were decided in a moment and undertaken with extraor- 


dinary lightness. Thus the excursion to Auxorre! During 
lunch scarcely a word was said as to it; the conversation, in 
Knglish for Sophia’s advantage, turning, as usual under such 
circumstances, upon the difficulty of languages and the difTerences 
between countries. Nobody would have guessed that any num- 
ber of the party had any preoccupation whatever for the rest 
of the day. The meal was delightful to So])]ua; not merely 
did she find Chirac comfortingly kind and sincere, but Gerald 
was restored to the perfection of his charm and his good humour. 
Then suddenly, in the midst of cofficc, the quc.stion of trains 
loomed up like a swift crisis. In five minutes Cliirac had de- 
parted — whether to his office or his home Sophia did not iin- 
derstaiul. and within a quarter of an hour she and Gerald wi re 
driving rapidly to the Gare dc Lyon, Gerald stuffing into his 
pocket a large envelope full of papers which he had received hy 
registered post. They caught the train by about a minute, and 
Chirac by a few seconds. Yet neither he nor Gerald seemed to 


envisage the risk of inconvenience and annoyance which they 
had incurred and escaped. Chirac chattered through the win- 
dow with another journalist in the next compartment. M'hcn she 
had leisure to examine him, Sophia saw that he must have called 
at his home to put on old clothes. Everybody except herself 
and Gerald seemed to travel in liis oldest clothes. 


The train was hot, noisy, and dusty. But, one after another, 
all three of them fell asleep and slept heavily, calmly, like 
healthy and exhausted young animals. Nothing could disturb 
them for more than a moment. To Sophia it appeared to be 


by simple chance that Chime aroused himself and them at 

- 
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Laroclie and sleepily seized her valise and got thora all out o» 
the platform, uiKre they yawned and smiled, full of the deep, 
half-rcalizcd satisfaction of repose. They drank nectar from 
a wheeled bu^*t, drank it eagerly, in thirsty g ulps , and sighed 
with pleasure and relief, and Gerald threw down a coin, re^ 
fusing change wilh a lord's gesture. The local train to Aiixcrrc 
^^as full, and Mith a varied and sinister cargo. At length they 
were in the zone of the waiting guillotine. The rumour ran 
that the executioner was on the train. No one had seen him{ 
no one was sure of recognizing him, but everyone hugged the 
belief that he was on the train. Although the sun was sinking 
the heat seemed not to abate. Attitudes grew more limji, more 
abandoned. Soot and prickly dust flew in unccasinglv at the 
open windows. The train stopped at Bonnard, Clicmilly, and 
Monetcau, each lime before a waiting crowd that invaded it. 
And at last, in the great station at Auxerre, it poured out an 
incredible mass of befouled humanity that spread over every* 
thing like an inun j jition. Sophia was frightened, Gerald left 
the initiative to Chirac, and Chirac took her arm and led her 
forward, looking behind him to see that Gerald followed with 
the valise. Frenzy seemed to reign in Auxerre, 

The driver of a cnb demanded ten francs for transporting 
tliem to the Hotel de TEp^c. 

llah!^' scornfully exclaimed Chirac, in his quality of ex- 
perienced Parisian who is not to be exploited by heavy- 
willed provincials. 

Hut the driver of the next cab demanded twelve francs. 

Jump in/* said Gerald to Sophia, Chirac lifted his eye- 
brows. 

At the same moment a tall, stout man with the hard face of 
a flourishing scoundrel, and a young, pallid girl on his arm, 
pushed aside both Gerald and Chirac and got into the cab with 
his companion. 

Chirac protested, telling him that the cab was already en- 
gaged. 

The usurper scowled and swore, and the young girl laughed 
boldly. 

Sophia, shrinking, expected her escort to execute justice heroic 
and final; but she was disappointed. 
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“Brute!” murmured Chirac, and shrugged his shoulders, as 
the carriage drove off, leaving them foolish on the kerb. 

By this time all the other cabs had been seized. They walked 
to the Hotel de I’Epec, jostled by the crowd, Sophia and Chirac 
in front, and Gerald following with the valise, whose weight 
caused him to lean over to the rigid and his left arm to rise. 
The avenue was long, straight, and misty with a floating dust. 
Sophia had a vivid sense of the romantic. They saw towers 
and spires, and Chirac talked to her slowly and carefully of the 
cathedral and the famous churches. He said that the stained 
glass was marvellous, and with much care he catalogued for her 
all the things she must visit. They crossed a river. She felt 
as though she was stepping into the middle age. At intera'als 
Gerald changed the valise from hand to hand; obstinately, he 
would not let Chirac touch it. They struggled upwards, through 
narrow curving streets. 

“ Voila!” said Chirac. 

They were in front of the Hotel de I’Epee. Across the street 
was a cafe crammed with people. Several carriages stood in 
front. The Hotel dc I'Epec had a reassuring air of mellow 
respectability, such as Chirac had claimed for it. He hod sug- 
gested this hotel for Madame Scales because it was not near the 
place of execution. Gerald had said, " Of course ! Of course!” 
Chirac, who did not mean to go to bed, required no room for 
liim.self. 

The Hotel dc I'Epec had one room to offer, at the price of 
twenty-five francs. 

Gerald revolted at the attempted imposition. “ A nice 
thing!” he grumbled, “that ordinary travellers can't gel a 
decent room at a decent price just because some one’s going to 
be guillotined to-morrow! We’ll try elsewhere!” 

His features expressed disgust, but Sophia fancied that he 
was secretly pleased. 

They swaggered out of the busy stir of the hotel, ns those 
must who, having declined to be sw indle d, wish to preserve their 
importance in the face of the woSd! In the street a cabman 
solicited tlicm, and filled them with hope by saying that he 
knew of a hotel that might suit them and would drive them there 
for five francs. He furiously lashed his horse. The mere fact 
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ot‘ being in a swiftly moving carriage which wayfarers had to 
avoid nimbly, maintained their spirits. They had a near glimpse 
of the cathedral. The cab halted with a bump, in a small 
square, in front of n re pellent building which bore the sign, 
Hotel dc Vezelay.' The horse was bleeding. Gerald in- 
structed Sophia to remain where she was, and he and Chirac 
M'cnt ti]> four .stone steps into the hotel. Sophia, stared at by 
loose crowds tliat were pr omen ading, gazed about her, and saw 
that all the windows of the square were open and most of them 
occupied by people who laughed and chattered. Then there 
was a shout: Gerald's voice. He had appeared at a window on 
tlic second floor of the hotel with Chirac and a very fat woman, 
Chirac saluted, and Gerald laughed carelessly, and nodded, 
it's all right," said Gerald, having descended. 

" How much do they ask? " Sopliia inquired indiscreetly, 

(Jerald hesitated, and looked self-conscious. Thirty-five 
francs," he said. "But I've had enough of driving aljout. It 
seems we're lucky to get it even at that.'* 

And Chirac shrugged his shoulders as if to indicate that the 
situation and the price ought to be accepted philosophically. 
Gerald gave the driver five francs. He examined the piece and 
demanded a pourl)oirc. 

"Oh! Damn! " said Gerald, and, because he had no smaller 
cliongc, parted with nnotlicr two francs, 

"1$ any one coming out for this damned valise?" Gerald 
<lemnndcd, like a tyrant whose wrath would presently fall if the 
populace did not instantly set about minding their p's and q's. 

But nobody emerged, and he was compelled to carry the bag 
himself, 

Tlie hotel was dark and malodorous, and every room seemed 
to be crowded with giggling grouiTs of drinkers. 

" We can't both sleep in this bed, surely," said Sophia when, 
Chirac having remained downstairs, she faced Gcrold in a small, 
mean bedroom, 

" You don't suppose I shall go to bed, do you? " said Gerald, 
rather b rusquely . " It's for you. We^rc going to cat now« 
Look shorp." 
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It was night. She lay in the narrow, crimson-draped bed. 
The heavy crimson curtains had been drawn across the dirty 
lacc curtains of tlic window, but the lights of the little square 
faintly penetrated through chinks into the room. The sounds of 
the square also penetrated, extraordinarily loud and clear, for the 
unabated heat had compelled her to leave the window open. She 
could not sleep. Exhausted though she was, there was no hope 
of her being able to sleep. 

Once again she was profoundly depressed. She remembered 
the dinner with horror. The long, crowded table, with semi- 
circular ends, in the opi>ressivc and r eckin g dining-room lighted 
l«y oil-lamps! There must have been' aT least forty people at 
that tabic. Most of them ate disgustingly, as noisilv as pigs, 
M-ith the ends of the large coarse napkins tucked in at their 
necks. All tlio service was done by the fat woman whom she 
had seen at the window with Gerald, and a young girl whose 
demeanour was candidly brazen. Both these creatures were 
slailiirns. Everything was “Jirty. But the food was good. 
Chirac and Gerald were agreed that the food was good, as well 
ns the wine. " Rcmarquahlc I” Chirac had said, of the wine. 
Sophia, however, could neither cat nor drink with relish. She 
was afraid. The company shocked her by its gestures alone. 
It was very lietcrogcjicous in appearance, some of the diners 
being well dressed, approaching elegance, and others sliabby. 
But all the faces, to the youngest, were brutalized, corrupt, and 
shameless. The juxtaposition of old men and young women 
was odious to her, especially when those pairs kissed, as they 
did frequently towards the end of the meal. Happily she was 
placed between Chirac and Gerald. That situation scorned to 
shelter her even from the conversation. She would have com- 
prehended nothing of the conversation, hod it not been for the 
presence of a middle-aged Englishman who sat at the opposite 
end of the table with a youngish, stylish Frenchwoman whom 
she had seen at Sylvain’s on the previous night. The English- 
man was evidently under a promise to teach English to the 
FrencJiwoman. He kept translating for her into English, slowly 
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nnd distinctly, and she would repeat the phrases after liim, with 
strange contortions of the mouth. 

Thus Sophia gathered that the talk was exclusively about 
assassinations, c.xccutions, criminals, and executioners. Some of 
the people there made a practice of attending every execution. 
Tlicy were fountains of interesting gossip, and the lions of the 
meal. There was a woman who could recall the dying words 
of all the victims of justice for twenty' years past. The table 
roared with hysteric laughter at one of this woman's anecdotes. 
So]>hin learned that she had related how a criminal had said to 
the priest who was good-naluredlj' trying to screen the sight of 
llic guillotine from him with his body: "Stand awav now, par* 
son. Haven’t I paid to see it.^” Such was the Englishman’s 
rendering. The wages of the executioners and their assistants 
Avcrc discussed, and differences of opinions led to ferocious argu- 
ments. A young and da ndia cal fellow told, ns a fact which he 
was ready’ to vouch for with a pistol, how Cora Pearl, the re- 
nowned English courtesan, had through her influence over a 
prefect of police succeeded in visiting a criminal alone in his cell 
during the night preceding his execution, and had only quitted 
him ail liour before the hiial summons. The talc won the hon- 
ours of the dinner. It was regarded ns truly impressive, and 
inevitably it led to the general inquiry: what could the highest 
personages in the empire sec to admire in that red-haired Eng- 
lishwoman? And of course Rivnin himself, the handsome homi- 
cide, the centre and hero of the fete, was never long out of the 
conversation. Several of the diners had seen him; one or two 
knew him and could give amazing details of his prowc.ss ns a 
man of pleasure. Despite his crime, he seemed to be the object 
of sincere idolatry. It was said positively that a niece of his 
victim had been promised a front place nt the execution. 

Apropos of this, Sophia gathered, to her intense ostonisli- 
ment and alarm, that the prison was close by and that the 
execution would take place at the corner of the square itself 
in which the hotel was situated. Gerald must have known; 
he had hidden it from her. She regarded him sideways, with 
distrust. As the dinner finished, Gerald's pose of a calm, dis- 
interested, scientific observer of humanity gradually broke down. 
He could not maintain it in front of the increasing license of 
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the scene round the tnblc. Fie was at length somewhat ashamed 
of having exposed his wife to the view of such an orgv; his 
restless glance carefully avoided Iwth Sophia and Chirac. The 
latter, whose unaffected simplicity of interest in the affair had 
more than anything helped to keep Sophia in countenance, ol>' 
served the change in Gerald and Sophia’s excessive discomfort, 
and suggested that they should leave tlie table without waiting 
for tlic coffee. Gerald agreed quickly. Thus had Sophia been 
released from the horror of the dinner. She did not umler- 
st.jiid how a man so thoughtful and kindly as Chirac — he had 
hidden her good night with the most distinguished courtesy — 
could tolerate, much less pleasurably savour, the gluttonous, 
drunken, and sa laciou s dcl>auclicry of the Hotel de Vezelay; 
but his theory was, so far as she could judge from his im- 
perfect English, that wliatcver existed might l>o admitted and 
examined by serious persons interested in the study of human 
nature. His face seemed to say: " Why not.^ ” His face seemed 
to say to Gerald and to herself: “If this incommodes you, what 
did you come for.^'' 

Girald had left her at the bedroom door with a self-con- 
scious nod. She had partly undressed and lain down, and in- 
stantly the hotel had transformed itself into a kind of sounding- 
box. It was as if, beneath and within all the noises of the 
scjuarc, every movement in the hotel reached her cars tlirongh 
cardboard walls: distant shoutings and laughter below; rattlings 
of crockery below; stampings up and doxvn stairs; stealthy creep- 
ings up and down stairs; brusque calls; fragments of song, 
whisperings; long sighs suddenly stilled; mysterious groans as of 
torture, broken by a giggle; quarrels and bickering, — she xvns 
sjiarcd nothing in the strangely re sonan t darkness. 

riicn there came out of the little square a great uproar and 
commotion, with shrieks, and under the shrieks a confused din. 
In Miin she pressed her face into the pillow and listened to the 
irregular, prodigious noise of her eyelashes as they scraped the 
rough linen. The thought had somehow introduced itself into 
her head that she must arise and go to the window and sec all 
that was to be seen. She resisted. She said to herself that the 
idea was absurd, that she did not rvish to go to the window. 
Nevertheless, while arguing with herself, she well knew that 
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resistance to the thought was useless and that ultimately her 
legs would obey its command. 

When ultimately she yielded to the fascination and went to 
tlic window and pulled aside one of the curtains, she had a feel- 
ing of relief. 

The cool, grey beginnings of dawn were in the sky, and every 
detail of the square was visible. Without exception all the 
windows were wide open and filled with sightseers. In the 
background of many windows were burning candles or lamps 
that the far distant approach of the sun was already killing. 
In front of these, on the frontier of two mingling lights, the 
attentive figures of the watchers wore curiously silhouetted. On 
the red-tiled roofs, too, was a squatted population. Below, a 
troop of ge t^ar iBcs. mounted on carolling horses stretched in 
line across the square, was gradually sweeping the entire square 
of a packed, gesticulating, cursing crowd. The operation of 
this immense besom was very slow. As the spaces of the square 
were cleared they began to he dotted by privileged persons, 
journalists or law officers or their friends, who walked to and 
fro in conscious pride; among them Sophia descried Gerald and 
Cliirnc, strolling arm-in-arm and talking to two elaborately clad 
girl.s, who were also arm-in-arm. 

Then she saw a red reflection coming from one of the side 
-Streets of which she had a vista; it was the swinging lantern 
of a waggon drawn by a g aun t grey horse. The vehicle stopped 
at the end of the square from wluch the besom had started, and 
it was immediately surrounded by the privileged, who, however, 
were soon persuaded to stand away. The crowd amassed now at 
the principal inlets of the square, gave a formidable cry and burst 
into the refrain — 


Le ToiU I 
Nicolas I 
Ah! Ah! Ahl” 

The clamour became furious os a group of workmen in bine 
blouses drew piece by piece all the components of the guillotine 
from the waggon and laid them carefully on the ground, under 
tlic superintendence of a man in a black frock-coat and a silk 
iiat with broad flat brims; a little fussy man of nervous gestures. 
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And presently the red columns had risen uprigiit from the 
ground and were joined at the top by an acrobatic climl>cr. 
As each part was bolted and screwed to the growing machine the 
raan in the high hat carefully tested it. In a short time that 
seemed very long, the guillotine was finished save for the tri- 
angular steel blade which lay shining on the ground, a cynosure. 
The executioner point(‘d to it, and two men picked it uji and 
slipped it into its groove, and hoisted it to the summit of the 
machine. The executioner peered at it interminably amid a uni- 
versal silence. Then he actuated the mechanism, and the mass 
of metal fell with a muflled, reverberating t hud . There were 
a few faint shrieks, blended together, and then an overpowering 
racket of cheers, shouts, bootings, and fragments of song. The 
Made was again lifted, instantly re|)rodiicing silence, and again 
it fell, liberating a new bedlam. The executioner made a move- 
ment of satisfaction. Many women at the windows cln))pcd en- 
thusiastically, and the gendarmes had to fight brutally against 
the fierce pressure of the crowd. The workmen doffed their 
Mouses and put on coats, and Sophia w*as disturbed to see them 
coming in single file towards Ibc hotel, followed by the execu- 
tioner in the silk hat. 

/h.cllO< 

There was a tremendous opening of doors in the Hotel dc 
Vezelay, and much whispering on thresholds, as the executioner 
and his band entered solemnly. Sophia heard them tramp up- 
stairs; they seemed to hesitate, and then apparently wetit into 
a room on the same landing as hers, A door banged. But 
Sopliia could hear the regular sound of* new voices talking, and 
then the rattling of gla.sscs on a tray. The conversation >vhich 
came to her from the windows of the hotel now showed a great 
increase of excitement. She could not see the ]>coplc at these 
neighbouring windows without showing her own bead, and this 
she would not do. The boom of a heavy bell striking the hour 
vibrated over the roofs of the square; she supposed that it 
might be the cathedral clock. In a corner of the square she 
saw Gerald talking vivaciously alone with one of the two girls 
who had been together. She wondered vaguely how such a 
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girl hnd been brought up, nnd what her parents thought — or 
knew! And she was conscious of an intense pride in herself, of 
a measureless haughty feeling of superiority. 

Her eye caught the guillotine again, and was held by it. 
Guarded by gendarmes, that tall and simple object did most 
menacingly dominate the square with Its crude rod colunuis. 
Tools and a large open box lay o?i the ground beside it. Tlic 
enfeebled horse in the waggon had on air of dozing on his 
twisted legs. Then the first rays of the sun shot lengthwise 
across the square at the level of the chimneys; and Sophia 
noticed that nearly all the lamps and candles had been ex* 
tinguished. Many people at the windows were yawning; they 
lauglied foolishly after they had yawned. Some were eating 
and drinking. Some were shouting conversations from one 
house to another. The mounted gendarmes were still pressing 
ligck the feverish crowds that growled at all the inlctj to the 
square. Slic saw Chirac walking to and fro alone. But she 
could not find Gerald. He could not have left the square. 
Porliaps he had returned to the hotel and would come up to see 
if she was comfortable or if she needed anything. Guiltily she 
sprang back into bed. Wlicn last she had surveyed the room it 
had Ixrcn dark; now it was bright and every detail stood clear. 
Yet she hod the sensation of having been ot the window only a 
few minutes. 

She waited. But Gerald did not come. She could hear 
chicily the steady hum of the voices of the executioner and his 
aids. She reflected that the room in which they were must be 
at the back. The other sounds in the hotel grew less notice- 
able. Then, after an age, she heard o door open, and a low 
voice say something comroandingly in French, and then a ' Oui, 
monsieur,’ and a gcncrol descent of the stairs. The execu- 
tioner and his aids were leaving. You/* cried a drunken 
English voice from an upper floor — it was the middle-aged 
Englishman translating what the executioner had said — ** you, 
you will take the head.’* Then a rough laugh, and the repeat- 
ing voice of the Englishman's girl, still pursuing her studies in 
English: ** You will take xe ’cad. Yeas, sair.” And another 
laugh. At length quiet reigned in the hotel. Sophia said to 
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herself: " I won’t stir from this bed till it’s all over and Gerald 
comes back!” 

She dozed, under the sheet, and was awakened by a tremen- 
dous shrieking, growling, and yelling: a phenomenon of human 
bestiality that far surpassed Sophia's narrow experiences. 
Shut up though she was in a room, perfectly secure, the mad 
fury of that crowd, balked at the inlets to the square, thrilled 
and intimidated her. It sounded as if they would be capable 
of tearing the very horses to pieces. “ I must stay where I 
•am,” she murnjured. And even while saying it she rose and 
went to the window again and peeped out. The torture in- 
volved was extreme, but she had not sufficient force within 
her to resist the fascination. Slic stared greedily into the 
bright square. The first thing she saw was Gerald coming out 
of a house opposite, followed after a few seconds by the girl 
with whom he had previously been talking. Gerald glanced 
hastily up at the fa^iidc of the hotel, and then approached as 
near as he could to the red columns, in front of which were 
now drawn a line of gendarmes with naked swords. A second 
and l.-irgcr waggon, witli two horses, waited by the side of the 
other one. The racket beyond the square continued and even 
grew louder. But the couple of hundred person.s within 
the cordons, and all the inhabitants of the windows, drunk and 
sol>cr, gazed in a fixed and sinister enchantment at the region of 
the guillotine, as Sophia gazed. “I cannot stand this!” she 
told herself in horror, but she could not move; she could not 
move even lier eyes. 

At intervals the crowd would burst out in a violent stac- 
cato — 

“Le volldl 
Karholn.^ ! 

Ab! Ahf Abl” 

And the final ' Ah ’ was devilish. 

Then a gigantic passionate Joar, the culmination of the 
mob's fierce savagery, crashed against the skies. The line of 
maddened horses swerved and reared, and seemed to fall on 
the furious multitude while the statue-like gendarmes rocked 
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over tliem. It was a last effort to break the cordon, and it 
failed. ' “ 

From the little street at the rear of the guillotine appeared 
a priest, walking backwards, and holding a cruciiix high in his 
right liand, and behind him came the handsome hero, his body 
all crossed with cords, between two warders, who pressed against 
him and supported liim on either side. He was certainly 
very young. He lifted his chin gallantly, but Ills face was in- 
credibly white. Su|)liia discerned that llic priest was trying 
to hide the sight of the guillotine from the prisoner with his 
body, jjist os in tlie story which she had heard at dinner. 

J'.xcept the voice of the priest, indistinctly rising and 
falling in the prayer for the dying, there was no sound in the 
square or its environs. The windows were now occupied by 
groups turned to stone with disleiuhd eyes fixed on the little 
procession. Sophia had a tiglitciiing of the tliroat, and the 
hand trembled by which she held the curtain. The central 
figure did not seem to her fo be alive; but rather a doU, a 
mauAmetlc wound up to imitate the action of a tragedy. She 
.saw the j)ricst offer the crucifix to the mouth of the marionette, 
which with a clumsy unhuman shoving of its corded shoulders 
butted the thing away. And ns the procession turned' and 
slopped she could plainly see that the marionette’s nape and 
.shoulders were bare, his shirt having been slit, it was 
horrible, ’'^\l^y do I stay here?” she asked herself liys- 
terically. But she did not stir. The sictim had disappeared 
now in the midst of a group of men. Then she perceived him 
prone under the red column, between the grobves. The silence 
w.is now broken only by the tinkling of the horses’ bits in the 
corners of the square. The line of gendarmes in front of the 
scaffold held their swords tightly and looked over their nosc^, 
ignoring the privileged groups that peered almost between their 
shoulders. 

And Sophia waited, horror-struck. She saw nothing but 
the gleaming triangle of metal that was suspended high above 
the prone, attendant victim. She felt like o lost soul, torn too 
soon from shelter, and exposed for ever to the worst hasards of 
destiny. Why was she in this strange, incomprehensible town, 
foreign and inimical to her, watching with agonized glance this 
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cruel, obscene spectacle? Her sensibilities were all a bleed- 
ing mass of wounds. Why? Only yesterday, and she had 
been an innocent, timid creature in Burslcy, in Axe, a foolish 
creature who deemed the concealment of letters a supreme 
excitement. Either that day or this day was not real. Why 
was she imprisoned alone in that odious, indescribably odious 
hotel, with no one to soothe and cooifort her, and carry her 
away ? 

The distant bell boomed once. Then a monos)’llabic voice 
sounded, sharp, low, nervous; she recognized the voice of the 
executioner, whose name she had heard but could not remember. 
There was a clicking noi.se 

She shrank down to the floor in terror and loathing, and 
liid licr face, and shuddered. Shriek after shriek, from vari- 
ous windows, rang on her cars in a f usillad e : and then the mad 
yell of the penned crowd, which, like herself, had not seen 
but had heard, extinguished all other noise. Justice was done. 
The great ambition of Gcral d^s life was at last satisfie d. 

-fijirtMi. <>h ^ 

f the hotel, there came n knock at her 
door, impatient and nervous. Forgetting, in her tribulation, 
that she was without her bodice, she got up from the floor in a 
kind of miserable dream, and opened. Chirac stood on the 
landing, and he hnd Gerald by the arm. Chirac looked worn 
out, curiously fragile and pathetic; but Gerald wa.s the very 
image of death. The attainment of ambition had utterly de- 
stroyed Ills equilibrium; his curiosity had proved itself stronger 
than his stomach. Sophia M*ou]d have pitied him Imd she in 
that moment been capable of pity. Gerald staggered past her 
into the room, and sank with a groan on to the bed. Not long 
since he had been proudly conversing with impudent women. 
Now, in swift collapse, he was as flaccid as a sick hound and as 
disgusting as an aged drunkard. 

“ He is some little $ouJ[ran^** said Chirac, weakly. 

Sophia perceived in Chirac's tone the assumption that of 
course her present duty was to devote herself to the task of 
restoring her shamed husband to his manly pride. 

tn. ■ 



810 


THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 

And wliat about me? " she thought bitterly. 

The fat woman ascended the stairs like a tottering blanc- 

and began to gabble to Sophia, who understood iiotlii^ 
wi;>lever. 


She w.ants sixty francs,” Chime said, and in answer to 
Sophia’s startled question, he explained that Gerald had agreed 
to pay a hundred francj for the room, which was the landlady’s 
own — fifty francs in advance and the fifty after the execution. 
The oti.er ten was for the dinner. The landlady, distrusting 
Die whole of her clUniHe, was collecting her accounts instantly 
on tile completion of the spectacle. 

Sophia made no remark as to Gerald’s lie to her. Indeed 
C h.rac had heard it. She knew Gerald for a glib liar to others! 
but she was naively surprised when he practised upon herself. 
Gerald! Do you hear?'* she 5/iid coldly. 

The amateur of severed heads only groaned. 

ith a movement of irritation she went to him and felt in 
hi-s pockets for his purse; he acquiesced, still groaning. Chirac 
helped her to choose and count the coins. 

The fat woman, appeased, pursued her way. 

Good-bye, mndamc ! ” said Chime, with his customary 
courtliness, transforming the landing of the hideous hotel into 
some imperial antechamber. 


“Arc you going away?” she asked, in surprise. Her dis- 
tress was so obvious that it tremendously flattered him. He 
would have stayed if he could. But he had to return to Paris 
to write and deliver his article. 

To-morrow, I hope!” he murmured sympathetically, kiss- 
ing her hand. The gesture atoned somewhat for the sordidness 
of her situation, and even corrected the faults of her attire. 
Always afterwards it seemed to her that Chirac was an old 
and intimate friend; he had successfully passed through the 
ordeal of seeing * the wrong side ’ of the stuff of her life. 

She shut the door on him with a lingering glance, and 
reconciled herself to her predicament. 

Gerald slept Just ns he was, he slept heavily. 

Tills was what he had brought her to, then! The horrors 
of the night, of the dawn, and of the morning! Ineffable 
suffering and humiliation; anguish and torture that could never 
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be forgotten! And after a fati^iis vigil of ungucssed 
license, he had tottered back, an offensive beast, to sleep the 
day away in that filthy chamber! He did not possess even 
enough spirit to play the role of roystcrer to the end. And 
she was bound to him; far, far from anj" other human aid; cut 
off irrevocably by her pride from those who perhaps would 
have protected her from his dangerous folly. The deep con- 
viction henceforward formed a permanent part of her gcncr.al 
consciousness that lie was simply an irresponsible and thought- 
less fool! He was without sense. Such was her brilliant and 
godlike husband, the man who had given her the right to call 
herself a married woman! He was a fool. With all her ig- 
norance of the world she could see that nobody but on a rran t 
imbecile could have brought her to the present pass. Her 
native sagacity revolted. Gusts of feeling came over her in 
which she could have thrashed him into the realization of Ins 
responsibilities. 

Sticking out of the breast-pocket of his soiled coat was tlic 
packet which he had received on the previous day. If he had 
not already lost it, he could only tliank his luck. She took it. 
There were English bank-notes in it for two hundred pounds, 
a letter from a banker, and other papers. M'ith precautions 
against noise she tore the envelope and the letter and ]>.apers 
into small pieces, and then looked about for a place to hide 
them. A cuplmard suggested itself. She got on a chair, and 
puslicd the fragments out of sight on the topmost shelf, where 
thev may well he to this day. She finished dressing, and then 
sewed the notes into the lining of her skirt. She had no silly, 
delicate notions about stealing. She obscurely felt that, in the 
care of a man like Gerald, she might find herself in the most 
monstrous, the most impossible dilemmas. Those notes, safe 
and secret in her skirt, gave her confidence, reassured her 
against the perils of the future, and endowed her with inde- 
pendence. The act was characteristic of her enterprise and 
of her fundamental prudence. It approached the heroic. And 
her conscience hotly defended its righteousness. 

She decided that when he discovered his loss, she would 
merely deny all knowledge of the envelope, for he had not 
spoken a word to her about it. He never mentioned the details 
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of money; he had a forlunc. However, the necessity for this 
untruth did not occur. Ho uiade no reference whatever to liis 
loss. The fact was, he thought he had been careless enough 
to let the envelope be filched from him during the excesses of 
the night. 

All day till evening Sophia sat on a dirty chair, without 
food, while Gerald slept. She kept repeating to herself, in 
amazed resentment: A hundred francs for this room! A 

hundred francs! And he liadtrt the pluck to tell me!** She 
could not have expressed her contempt. 

Long before sheer ennui forced her to look out of the 
window again, every sign of justice had been removed from 
the square. Nothing whatever remained in the heavy August 
sunshine save gatln red heaps of lillli where the horses bad 
reared and caracoled# 
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A CUI>IS 1 UK UERALD 


For a time there existed in the minds of both Gerald ana 


Sophia the remarkable notion tlmt twelve thousand pounds 
represented the infinity of wealth, that this sum possessed 
sjjeeial magieal properties which rendered it insensible to the 
process of subtraction. Jt seemed impossible that twelve 
thousand pounds, while continually getting less, could ulti- 
mately quite disappear. The notion lived longer in tlie mind 
of Gerald than in that of Sophia; for Gerald would never 
look at a disturbing fact, whereas Sophia's gaze was morbidly 
fascinated by such phenomena. In a life devoted to travel 
and pleasure Gerald meant not to spend more than six hundred 


a year, the interest on his fortune. Six hundred a year is 
less than two pounds a day, yet Gerald never paid less than 
two pounds a day in hotel bills alone. He hoped that he was 
living on a thousand a year, had a secret fear that he might be 
spending fifteen hundred, and was really spending about two 
thousand five hundred. Still, the remarkable notion of the 
inexhaustibility of twelve thousand pounds always reassured 
him. The faster the money went, the more vigorously this 
notion flourished in Gerald's mind. When twelve had unac- 
countably dwindled to three, Gerald suddenly decided that he 
must act, and in a few months he lost two thousand on the 
Paris Bourse. The adventure frightened him, and in his panic 
he scattered a couple of hundred in a frenzy of high living. 

But even with only twenty thousand francs left out of 
three bundred thousand, he held closely to the belief that 
natutal laws ^ould in his ease somehow be suspended. He 
had heard of men who were once rich begging bread and 
eweeping crossings, but he felt quite secure against such risks. 
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by simple virtue of tlic axiom that he was he. However, he 
meant to assist the axiom by efforts to earn money. When 
these continued to fail, he tried to assist the axiom by borrow- 
ing money; but he found that his uncle had definitely done 
with him. He would have assisted the axiom by stealing 
money, but he had neither tho nerve nor the knowledge to be 
a swindler; he was not even sufficiently expert to cheat at 
cards. 

He had thought in thousands. Now he began to think in 
luindrcds, in tens, daily and hourly. He paid two hundred 
francs in railway fares in order to live economically In a 
village, and shortly afterwards another two hundred francs in 
railway fares in order to live economically in Paris. And to 
celebrate the arrival in Paris and the definite commencement 
of an era of strict economy and serious search for a livelihood, 
he spent a hundred francs on a dinner at the Maison Dorcc 
and two balcony stalls at the Gymnasc. In brief, he omitted 
nothing — no act, no resolve, no sclf-dcccption — of the typical 
fool in his situation; always convinced that his difficulties and 
his wisdom were quite exceptional. 

In May, 1870, on an afternoon, he was ranging nervously 
to and fro in a three-cornered bedroom of a little hotel at the 
angle of the Rue Fontaine and the Rue Laval (now the Rue 
^ ictor Masse), within half a minute of the Boulevard de 
Clichy. It had come to that — an exchange of the 'grand 
boulevard' for the 'boulevard cxtcricur’! Sophia sat on a 
chair at the grimy window, glancing down in idle disgust of 
life at the Ciichy-Od6on omnibus which was casting off its 
tip-horse at the corner of the Rue Chaptnl. The noise of 
petty, hurried traffic over the bossy paving stones was deafen- 
ing. The locality was not one to correspond with an ideal. 
There was too much humanity crowded into those narrow hilly 
streets; humanity seemed to be bulging out at the windows 
of the high houses. Gerald healed his pride by saying that 
this was, after all, the real Paris, and that the cookery was ns 
good ns could be got anywhere, pay what you would. He sel- 
dom ate a meal in the little salons on the first floor without 
becoming ecstatic upon the cookery. To hear him, he might 
have chosen the hotel on its superlative merits, without regard 
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to expense. And with his air of use and custom, he did indeed 
look like a connoisseur of Paris yvho knew better than to Ijerd 
with vulgar tourists in the pens of the Madeleine quarter. He 
was dressed with some distinction; good clothes, when put to 
the test, survive a change of fortune, as a Roman arch survives 
the luxury of departed empire. Only his collar, Isirgc V-shaped 
front, and wristbands, which bore the ineffaceable signs of cheap 
laundering, reflected the shadow of impending disaster. 

He glanced sideways, stealthily, at Sophia. She, too, was 
still dressed with distinction; in the robe of black faille, the 
cashmere shawl, and the little black hat with its falling veil, 
tlurc was no apparent symptom of beggary. She would have 
been judged as one of those women who content tlicmsclvcs 
with few clothes but good, and, greatly aided by nature, make 
a little go a long way. Good black will last for eternity; it 
discloses no secrets of modification and mending, and it is not 
transparent. 

At last Gerald, resuming a suspended conversation, said as 
it were doggedly: 

“I tell you I haven't got five francs altogether! and you 
can feel my pockets if you like,'* added the habitual liar in 
him, fearing incredulity. 

\\cll, and what do you expect me to do? " Sopliia inquired* 

The accent, at once ironic and listless, in which she put 
this question, showed that strange and vital things had liap- 
j)encd to Sophia in the four years which had elapsed since 
her marriage. It did really seem to her, indeed, that the 
Sophia whom Gerald had espoused was dead and gone, and 
that another Sophia had come into her body: so intensely con- 
.scious was she of o fundamental change in herself under the 
stress of continuous experience. And though this was but a 
seeming, though she was still the same Sophia more fully dis- 
closed, it was a true seeming. Indisputably more beautiful 
than when Gerald had unwillingly made her his legal wife, she 
was now nearly twenty-four, and looked perhaps somewhat 
older than her age. Her frame was firmly set, her waist 
thicker, neither slim nor stout* The lips were rather hard, 
and slic had a habit of tightening her mouth, on the same 
provocation as sends a snail into its shell. No trace was left 
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of immature gj^wkincss in her gestures or of simplicity in her 
intonations. She was a woman of commanding and slightly 
arrogant charm, not in the least degree the charm of innocence 
and ingcnuotisncss. Her eyes were the eyes of one who has 
lost her illusions too violently and too completely. Her garc, 
coldly comprehending, implied familiarity with the abjcctncss 
of human nature. Gerald had l)cgim and had finished her 
ediiention. He had not ruined her, as a bad professor may 
ruin a fine voice, because her moral force immeasurably ex- 
ceeded his; he had unwittingly produced a masterpiece, but it 
was a tragic masterpiece. Sophia was such a woman os, by 
a mere glance as she utters an opinion, will make a man say 
to himself, half in desire and half in alarm lest she reads him 
too: ''By Jove! she must have been through a thing or two. 
She knows what people arc! ” 

The marriage was, of course, a calamitous folly. From the 
very first, from the moment when the commercial traveller 
had with incomparable rash fatuity thrown the paper pellet 
over the counter, Sophia’s awaltcning commonsense had told 
her that in yielding to her instinct she was sowing misery and 
shnnie for herself; but she bad gone on, ns if under a spell. 
It had needed the irrctricvablencss of flight from home to 
begin the breaking of the trance. Once fully awakened out of 
the trance, she had recognized her marriage for what it was. 
She had made neither the best nor the worst of it. She had 
accepted Gerald ns one accepts n climate. She saw again and 
again that he was irrcclaimably a fool and a prodigy of irre- 
spnnsiblencss. She tolerated him, now with sweetness, now 
bitterly; accepting always his caprices, and not permitting her* 
.self to have wishes of her own. She was ready to pay the 
price of pride and of a moment’s imbecility with n lifetime of 
self-repression. It was high, but it was the price. She had 
acquired nothing but an exceptionally good knowledge of the 
Trench language (she soon learnt to scorn Gerald’s glib mal* 
treatment of the tongue), and she had conserved nothing but 
her dignity. She knew that Gerald was sick of her, that h? 
would have danced for joy to be rid of her; that he was con* 
stantly unfaithful; that he had long since ceased to be excited 
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by her iKiauty. She knew also that at bottom he was a littl.- 
afraid of her; here was her sole moral consolation. Tlie tliimx 
that sometimes struck her as surprising was that he had not 
abandoned her, simply and crudely walked of!' one day and 
I'orgotten to take lier with him. 

They hated each other, but in different ways. She loathed 
liim, and be resented her. 

"What do I expect you to do?” he repeated after her. 
” Why don’t you write Jiome to your people and get some money 
out of them? ” 

Now that he had said what was in his nund, he faced her with 
a bullying swagger. Had he been a bigger man he might have 
tried the effect of physical bullying on her. One of his numerous 
reasons for resenting her was that she was the taller of the two. 

She made no reply. 

” Now you needn't turn pale and begin all that fuss over again. 
What I’m suggesting is a perfectly reasonable thing. If I 
haven’t got money I haven’t got it. I can't invent it.” 

She perceived that he was ready for one of tlieir periodical 
tempestuous quarrels. Rut that day she felt too tired and un- 
well to quarrel. His warning against a repetition of ' fuss ’ had 
reference to the gastric dizziness from which she had been suf- 
fering for two years. It would lake her usually after a meal. 
She did not swoon, but her head swam and she could not stand. 
She would sink down wherever she happened to be, and, her face 
alarmingly white, murmur faintly: "My salts." Within five 
minutes the attack had gone and left no trace. She had been 
through one just after lunch. He resented this affection. He 
detested being compelled to hand the smelling-bottle to her, and 
he would have avoided doing so if her pallor did not always alarm 
him. Nothing but this pal lor co nvinced him that the attacks 
were not o deep ruse to impreisThim. His attitude invariably 
implied that she could cure the malady if she chose, but that 
through obstinacy she did not choose. 

” Arc you going to have the decency to answer my question or 
aren’t you?" 

"What question?" Her vibrating voice was low and re- 
strained. 
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” Will you write to your people? '* 

44 1"* \ tf 

ror money? 

The sarcasm of her lone was disholic. She could not have 
kept the sarcasm out of her tone; she did not attempt to keep it 
out. She cared little if it whipped him to fury. Did he im- 
agine, seriously, that she would be capable of going on her knees 
to her family? She? Was he unaware that his wife was the 
proudest and the most obstinate woman on earth, that all her 
behaviour to him was the expression of her pride and her ob- 
stinacy? Ill and weak though she felt, she ma rshalled together 
all the forces of her character to defend her resolve never, never 
to cat the bread of humiliation. She was absolutely determined 
to be dead to her family. Certainly, one December, several 
years previously, she had seen English Christmas cards in an 
English shop in the Rue de Rivoll, and in a sudden gush of ten- 
derness towards Constance, she hod despatched a coloured greet- 
ing to Constance and her mother. And having initiated the cus- 
tom, she had continued it. That was not like asking a kindness; 
it was bestowing a kindness. But except for the annual card, 
ebc was dead to St. Luke's Square. She was one of those daugh- 
ters who disappear and arc not discussed in the family circle. 
The thought of her immense foolishness, the little tender thoughts 
of Constance, some flitting souvenir, full of unwilling admira- 
tion, of a regal gesture of her mother, — these things only steeled 
her against any sort of resurrection after death. 

And he was urging her to write home for money! Why, she 
would not even have paid a visit in splendour to St. Luke’s 
Square. Never should they know what she had sufTered! And 
especially her Aunt Harriet, from whom she hod stolen! 

" Will you write to your people? '* he demanded yet agaia. em- 
phasizing and separating each word. 

" No,” she said shortly, with terrible disdain. 

“Why not?” 

" Because I won’t.” The curling line of her lips, as they 
closed on each other, said all the rest; all the cruel truths about 
his unspeakable, inane, coarse follies, his laziness, his excesses, 
his lies, his deceptions, his bad faith, his truculence, his im- 
providence, bis shameful waste and ruin of his Ufe and hers. 
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She doubted whether he realized his baseness and licr wrongs, but 
if he could not read them in her silent contumely, she was too 
proud to recite them to him. She had never comi>laincd, save in 
uncontrolled moments of anger. 

‘‘If that's the way you’re going to talk — all right!” he 
snapped, furious. Evidently he was baffled. 

She kept silence. She was determined to see what he would 
do in the face of her inaction. 

** You know, I'm not joking," he pursued. " We shall starve." 

" Very well," she agreed. " We shall starve." 

She watched him su rreptitiousl^v . and she w.as almost sure that 
he really had come to the end of his tether. His voice, which 
never alone convinced, carried a sort of conviction now. He was 
]>ennilc$s. In four years he liad squandered twelve tliousand 
pounds, and had nothing to show' for it except an enfeebled di- 
gestion and a tragic figure of a wife. One small point of satis- 
faction there w.'is — and all the Baines in her clutched at it and 
tried to suck satisfaction from it — their manner of travelling 
about from hotel to hotel had made it impossible for Gerald to 
run up debts. A few debts he might have, unknown to licr, but 
they could not be serious. 

So they looked at one another, in hatred and despair. The in- 
evitable had arrived. For months she had fronted it in bravado, 
not concealing from herself that it lay in waiting. For years 
he had been sure that though the inevitable might happen to 
others it could not happen to him. There it was ! He was con- 
ecious of a heavy weight in his stomach, and she of a general 
numbness, enwrapping her fatigue. Even then he could not be- 
lieve that it was true, this disaster. As for Sophia she was rec- 
onciling herself with bitter philosophy to tlic eccentricities of 
fato.^ Who would have dreamed that slic, o young girl brought 
up, etc.? Her mother could not have improved the occasion more 
uncompromisingly than Sophia did — behind that disdainful 
mask. 

"Well — if thaVs it . • .!" Gerald exploded at lengthj 

puffing. And be puffed out of the room and was gone in a sec- 
ond. 
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. She languidly picked up a book, the moment Gerald had de- 
parted. and tried to prove to herself that she w.as sufficiently in 
coiinnaiid of her nerves to read. For a long time reading had 
been lier chief solace. But she coiild not read. She glanced 
round the inhospitable chaiubcr, and thought of the liundrcds of 
rooms — some splendid and some vile, but all afid in their un- 
welcoming aspect — tlirough M-hich she had passed in her prog- 
ress from mad exultation to calm and cold disgust. The cease- 
less din of tijc street aiinoycd her jad^cars. And a great wave 
of desire for peace, peace of no matter M-liat kind, .swept through 
her. And then her deep distrust of Gerald reawakened; in spite 
of his seriously desperate air, which h.ad a quality of sincerity 
quite new in her experience of liim, she could not be entirely 
sure that, in asserting utter penury,, lie was not after all merely 
using a trick to get rid of her. 

She sprang up, threw the book on the bed. and seized her 
glovr.s. She would follow him. if she could. She would do what 
she had never done before — she would spy on him. Fighting 
against her lassitude, she descended the long winding stairs, and 
peeped forth from the doorway into the street. The ground 
floor of the hotel wn.s a wine-shop; the stout landlord was lightly 
flicking one of the three little yellow tables that stood on the 
p.avenicnt. He smiled with his customary benevolence, and si- 
lently pointed in the direction of the Rue Notre Dame de Lorette. 
She saw Gerald down there in the distance. He was smoking a 
cigar. 

He seemed to be a little man without a care. The smoke of the 
cigar came first round his left check and then round his right, 
sailing away into nothing. He walked with a gay spring, but 
not quickly, flourishing his cane as freely as the traffic of the 
pavement would permit, glancing into all the shop windows and 
into the eyes of all the women under forty. This was not at all 
the same man as had a moment ago been spitting angry menaces 
nt her in the bedroom of the hotel. It was a fellow of blithe 
charm, ripe for any adventurous joys thot destiny had to offer. 

Supposing he turned round ond saw her? 

If he turned round and saw her ond asked her what she was 
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doing there in the street, she M'ould tell him plainly: '* I’m fol- 
lowing you, to find out what you do/* 

But he did not turn. He went straight forward, dftciotlng at ^ 
tlie church, where the crowd became thicker, into the Iftue du^ 
Faubourg Montmartre, and so to the bc mievar d. which he crossc^*^ 
The whole city seemed excited and vivacious. Cannons boomed ^ 
in slow succession, and flags were flying. Sophia had no con- 
ception of the significance of those guns, for, though she read a 
great deal, she never read a newspaper; the idea of opening a 
newspaper never occurred to her. Hut she was accustomed to 
the feverish atmosphere of Paris. She had lately seen regiments 
of cavalry flashing and prancin g in the Luxoinl>ourg Gardens, 
and had mucli admired tlic fine picture. She accepted the hoom- 
ing as another expression of the high spirits that luul to liiul vent 
soincliow' in this feverish empire. She so accepted it and forgot 
it, using all the panorama of the capital as a din) background for 
her c x/)ccrba trd egoism. 

She was obliged to M*alk slowly, because Gerald walked slowly. 

A beautiful wonjon, or any woman not positively bag-like or 
renerablc, who walks slowly in the streets of Paris l)ocon)es at 
once the cause of inconvenient desires, as representing the main 
ol jectivc on earth, always transcending in importance politics and 
affairs. Just as a true patriotic Englishman cannot be too busy 
to run after a fox, so a Frenchman is always ready to forsake 
all in order to follow a woman whom he has never l>cfore set eyes 
on. Many men thought twice about her, with her roninntic 
Saxon mystery of temperament, and her Parisian clothes; but all 
refraioed from affronting her, not in the least out of respect for 
the gloom in her face, but from an expert conviction that those 
rapt eyes were fixed immovably on another male. SJig. ..walked 
u nscath ed amid the frfllhing hounds as though .protected— bji^a 
apclL- 

On the south side of the boulevard, Gerald proceeded down 
the Hoc Montmartre, and then turned suddenly into the Rue 
Croissant. Sophia stopped and asked the price of some combs 
which were exposed outside a little shop. Then she went on, 
boldly passing the end of the Rue Croissant. No shadow of 
Gerald! She saw the signs of newspapers all along the street, 
he Bicn Public, La Pres$e Libre, La Patrie. There was a 
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crcnmerj* at tlic corner. Slic entered it, asked for a cup of choc- 
olate, and sat down. She wanted to drink coffee, but every 
doctor had forbidden coffee to her, on account of her attacks of 
dizziness. Then, having ordered chocolate, she felt that, on this 
occosioDj when she had need of strength in her great fatigue, 
only coffee could suffice her, and she changed the order. She 
was close to the door, and Gerald could not escape her vigilance 
if he emerged at that «nd of the street. She drank the coffee 
with greedy satisfaction, and waited in the creamery till she be- 
gan to feel conspicuous there. And then Gerald went by the 
<loor, within six feet of her. He turned the corner and continued 
Jiis descent of the Rue Montmartre. She paid for her coffee 
and followcil the chase. Her blood seemed to be up. Her lips 
were tightened, and her thought was: "Wherever he goes, I’ll 
go, and I don't care what happens.” She despised him. She 
felt herself above him. She felt that somehow, since quitting 
the hotel, he had been gradually growing more and more vile 
and meet to be cxlerniinatcd. She imagined infamies as to the 
Rue C roi.ssant. 'riierc was no obvious ground for this intensify- 
ing of her attitude towards him; it was merely the result of the 
clinse. All that could be definitely charged against him was the 
smoking of a cigar. 

He stepped into a tobacco-shop, and came out with a longer 
cigar than the first one, a more expensive article, stripped off its 
collar, and lighted it as a millionaire might have lighted it. This 
was the man who swore that he did not possess five francs. 

She tracked him as far ns the Rue dc Rivoli, and then lost 
him." There were vast surging crowds in the Rue dc Rivoli, and 
much b untin g, and soldiers and gcsticulatory policemen. The 
general effect of the street was that all things were brightly 
waving in the breeze. Sjjc was caugh t in the crowd as in the 
c urrent of a stream, and when she tried to sidle out of it into a 
square, a row of smiling policemen barred her passage; she was 
a part of the> traflic that they had to regulate. She drifted till 
the Louvre came into view. After all, Gerald had only strolled 
forth to see the sight of the doy, whatever it might be! She 
knew not what it was. She had no curiosity about it. In the 
middle of all that thickening mass of humanity, staring with one 
Accord at the vast monument of royal and imperial vanities, sbe 
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thought^ with her characteristic grimncss^ of the sacrifice of her 
whole career as a school-teacher for the chance of seeing Gerald 
once a <iiiarter in the sliop. She gloated over that, as a sick ap- 
petite will gloat over tainted food. And she saw the shop, and 
the curve of the stairs up to the showroom, and the pier-glass 
in the showroom. 

Then tln^ guns began to boom again, and splendid carriages 
swept onv. after another from under a majestic arcluiiay and glit- 
tered westward down a lane of spotless splendid uniforms. The 
carriages were laden with still more splendid uniforms, and with 
enchanting toilets. Sophia, in her modestly stylish black, me- 
chanically noticed how mucli easier it was for attired women to 
sit in a carriage now that c rinoline s had gone. That was the 
sole impression made upon her by this glimpse of the last fete 
of the Napoleonic Empire. She knew not that the supreme pil- 
lars of imperialism were exhibiting tlicmsclves before her; and 
that the eyes of those unifortiis and those toilettes were full of 
the legendary beauty of Eugenic, and their cars echoing to the 
long phrases of Napoleon the Third about his gratitude to his 
people for their confidence in him as shown by the plebiscite, and 
about the ratification of constitutional reforms guaranteeing or- 
der, and about the empire having been strengthened at its base, 
snd about showing force by moderation and envisaging the future 
without fear, and about the bosom of peace and liberty, and the 
eternal continuance of his dynastv. 

She just wondered vaguely what was afoot. 

When the last carriage had rolled away, and the guns and ac- 
cl amatim is had ceased, the crowd at length began to scatter. She 
was carried by it into the Place du Palais Royal, and in a few 
moments she managed to withdraw into the Rue des Bons En- 
fants and was free. 

The coins in her purse amounted to three sous, and therefore, 
though she felt exhausted to the point of illness, she bad to re- 
turn to the hotel on foot. Very slowly she crawled upwards in 
tlic direction of the Boulevard, through the expiring gaiety of 
the city. Near the Bourse a fi acre overtook her, and in the fiacre 
were Gerald and a woman. Gerald had not seen her; he was 
talking eagerly to liis ornate companion. All his body was alive. 
The fiacre was oat of sight in a moment, but Sophia judged in* 
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stantly the grade of the %Toman^ avIio was evidently of the dis* 
creet class that frequented the tig sliops of an afternoon >vith 
something of their own to sell. 

Sophia's gritnness increased. The pace of the fiacre^ her fd« 
tigned bod}% Gerald's delightful, careless vivacity^ the attractive 
streaming veil of the nice, modest courtesan — everything con- 
spired to increase it. 

. t . I" a 

^ ^ Uf , . r 1-7 

i, 'U 

Gerald returned to the bedroom ^rhich contained his wife and 
all else that he owned in the world nt about nine o’clock that 
evening. Sophia was in bed. She had been driven to bed by 
weariness. She would have preferred to sit up to receive her 
husband, even if it had meant sitting up all night, but her body 
was too hca%'y for her spirit. She lay in the dark. She had 
eaten nothing. Gerald came straight into the room. He struck 
a match, which burned blue, with a stench, for several seconds, 
and then gave a clear, yellow flame. He lit a candle; and saw 
Ills wife. 

“ Oh ! ” he said; " you’re there, ore you? ” 

She offered no reply. 

’’Won’t speak, eh?” he said. "Agreeable sort of wife! 
Well, have you made up your mind to do what I told you? I've 
come back especially to know.” 

She still did not speak. 

He sat down, with his hat on, ond stuck oot bis feet, wagging 
them to and fro on the heels. 

" I'm quite without money,” lie went on. ” And I’m sore your 
people will be glad to lend us a bit till I get some. Especially 
as it's a question of you starving ns well as me. If I had enough 
to pay your fares to Burslcy I'd pack you off. But I haven’t.’' 

She could only hear his exasperating voice. The end of the 
bed was between her eyes and his. 

"Liarl” she said, with uncompromising distinctness. The 
word reached him barbed with all the poison of her contempt and 
disgust. 

There was a pause, 

"Oh I I’m a liar, am I? Thanks. I lied enough to get yon* 

» 
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I’ll admit. But you never complained of that. I remcuiber be- 
ginning the New Year well with a thumping lie just to have a 
sight of you, my vixen. But you didn’t complain then. I took 
you With only the clothes on your back. And I’ve spent every 
cent I had on you. And now I’m spun, you call me a liar.” 

She said nothing. 

However, he went on, " this ia going to come to an end, 
this is! ” 

He rose, changed the position of the candle, putting it on a 
chest of drawers, and then drew his trunk from the wall md 
km It in front of it. 


She gathered tliat he was packing lus clothes. At first she did 
not comprehend his reference to beginning the New Year. Then 
Jiis meaning revealed itself. That story to her mother about 
having been attacked by ruffians at the bottom of King Street had 
been an invention, a cuseto account plausibly for his presence on 
her mothers doorstep! And she liad never suspected tliat tin- 
story was not true. In spite of her expcrienci; of his lying, site 
had never suspected that that particular statement was a lie. 
Wliat a simpleton slic was! 

There was a continual movement in the room for about a quar- 
ter of an hotir. Then a key turned in the lock of the trunk. 

His head popped up over the foot of the bed. •‘This i.sn’t a 
joke, you know,” he said. 

She kept silence. 

” 1 give you one more chance. tVin you write to your mother 
— or Constance ;f you like — or won't you? " 

She scorned to reply in any way, 

"I’m your hushond,” he said. “And it’s your duty to obey 
me, particularly in an affair like this. I order vou to write to 
your mother.” 

TJic corners of her lips turned downwards. 


Angered by lier mute obstinacy, he brol^c away from the bed 
with a sudden gesture. U/ P l/^ y 

” You do as you like,” he cried, putting on hiQ ov^rc^, ” and 
1 sl.aU do as I like. Y ou_^’t say I haven’ t warn ed yo u It’s 
your own deliberote choice, mind you! Whatever happens to 
you you've brought on yourself.” He lifted and shrugged lus 
shoulders to get the overcoat exacUy into pbcc on his shoulders. 
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She would nol speak a word, not even to insist that she was in- 
disposed. 

He pushed his trunk outside the door, and returned to the bed. 

\ou understand,” he said menacingly; ” I’m off.” 

She looked up at the foul ceiling. 

“Hm!” he sniffed, bringing his reserves of pride to combat 
the persistent silence that was damaging his dignity. And he 
went off, sticking his head forward like a pu gilist . 

Here! ” she muttered. ” You’re forgetting this.” 

He turned. 

She stretched her hand to the night-table and held up a red 
circlet. 

■•What is it?” 

Its the bit of paper off the cigar you bought in the Rue 
^lontinartrc this afternoon,” she answered, in a significant tone. 

He hesitated, tl>cn swore violently, and bounced out of the 
room. He had made her suff er, but she was almost repaid for 
everything by that moment of cruel triumph. She exulted in it, 
and never forgot it. 

Five minutes later, the gloomy menial in felt slippers and 
aj^ca jacket, who seemed to pass the whole of liis life flitting 
in and out of bedrooms like a rabbit in a warren, carried Gerald's 
trunk downstairs. She recognized the peculiar tread of his slip- 
I)er.s. 

Then there was a knock at the door. The landlady entered, 
actuated by a legitimate curiosity. 

” Madame Is suffering? ” the landlady began. 

Sophia refused offers of food and nursing. 

Madame knows without doubt that monsieur has gone away? ” 
Has he paid the bill? ” Sophia asked bluntly. 

” But yes, madame, till to-morrow. Then madamc has want 
of nothing? ” 

"If you will extinguish the candle,” said Sophia. 

He had deserted her, then! 

” All this,” she reflected, listening in the dark to the cease* 
less rattle of the street, ” because mother and Constance wanted 
to see the elephant, and I had to go into father's room! I 

should never have caught sight of him from the drawing-room 
window ! " 
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She passed a night of physical misery, exasperated by the 
tireless rattling vitality of the street. She kept saying to 
herself: " I’m all alone now, and I’m going to be ill. I am ill.” 
She saw herself dying in Paris, and heard the expressions of 
facile sympathy and idle curiosity drawn forth by the sight 
of the dead body of this foreign woman in a little Paris hotel. 
She peached the stage, in the gradual exc rucia tion of her 
nerves, when she was obliged to concentrate her agonized 
mind on an intense and painful expectancy of the next new 
noise, which when it came increased her torture ond decreased 
her strength to support it. She went through all the intermi- 
nable diljtoriness of the dawn, from the moment when she 
could scarcely discern tht window to the moment when she 
could read the word ‘ Bock ’ on the red circlet of paper which 
had tossed all night on the sea of the counterpane. She knew 
she would never sleep again. She could not imagine herself 
asleep; and then she was startled by a sound that seemed to 
clash with the rest of her impressions. It was a knocking at 
the door. With a start she perceived that she must have been 
asleep. 

" Enter,” she murmured. ** 

There entered the menial in alpaca. His waxen face 
showed a morose com miserat ion. He noiselessly approached 
the bed — he seemed to have none of the characteristics of a 
man, -but to be a creature inUnitely mysterious and aloof from 
humanity — and held out to Sophia a visiting card in his grey 
band. 

It was Chirac’s card. 

” Monsieur asked for monsieur,” said the waiter. “ And then, 
as monsieur bad gone away he demanded to sec madumc. He 
says it is very important.” 

Her heart jumped, partly in vague alarm, and partly with a 
sense of relief at this chance of speaking to some one whom she 
knew. She tried to reflect rationally. 

What time is it?” she inquired. 

Eleven o'clock, madame.” ^ 
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This was surprising. The fact that it was eleven o'clock 
destroyed the remains of her sclf-confidcncc. How could it 
be eleven o clock, with the dawn scarcely finished? 

" He says it is very important,'’ repeated the waiter, imper- 
turbably and solemnly. "Will madnme see him an instant?" 

Between resignation and anticipation she said; "Yes.’’ 

It is well, madanic, said the waiter, disappearing without 
a sound. 

She sat up and managed to drag her matinee from o chair 
and put it around her shoulders. Then slic“ sank back from 
weakjicss, physical and spiritual. She hated to receive Chirac 
in a bedroom, and particularly in that Iwdroom. But the 
hotel had no public room except the dining-room, which 
k-gan to be occupied after eleven o’clock. Moreover, she 
could not possibly get up. Yes, on 4he whole she was pleased 
to see Chirac. He was almost her only acquaintance, as- 
suredly the only being whom she could by any stretch of 
meaning call a friend, in the whole of Europe. ' Gerald and 
she had wandered to and fro, skimming always over the real 
life of nations, and never penetrating into it. There was no 
place for them, because they had made none. With the excep- 
tion of Chirac, whom an accident of business had thrown into 
Gurald’s company years before, they bad no social re- 
lations. Gerald was not a man to make friends; he did not 
seem to need friends, or at any rale to feel the want of them. 
But, as chance Iind given him Chirac, he maintained the con- 
nection whenever they came to Paris. Sophia, of course, hod 
not been able to escape from the solitude imposed by exist- 
ence in hotels, Since her marriage she had never spoken to 
a woman in the way of intimacy. But once or twice she hod 
approached intimacy with Chirac, whose wistful admiration 
for her always aroused into activity her desire to charm. 

Preceded by the menial, he came into the room hurriedly, 
apologetically, with an air of acute anxiety. And as he saw 
her lying on her back, with flushed features, her hair dis- 
orranged, and only the grace of the silk ribbons of her maUnh 
to mitig.atc the melancholy repulsivcncss of her surroundings, 
that anxiety seemed to deepen. 
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** Dear madanic/* he stammered, " all my excuses ! '* He 
hastened to the bedside and kissed her hand — a little peek, 
according to bis custom, ** You are ill? " 

“ I have my mi grain e/* she said. ** You want Gerald? ** 

** Yes/' he said diffidently, He had promised " 

He has left me/* Sophia interrupted him in her weak and 
fatigued voice. She closed her eyes as she uttered the words, 

'"Left you?'* He glanced round to be sure that the waiter 
had retired. 

“ O u i tied me ! A bandoned me! Last night! ** 

‘'Not possible!'* he breathed. 

She nodded. She felt intimate with him. Like all secretive 
persons, she could be suddenly expansive at times. 

“ It is serious?" he questioned. 

** All that is most seriou?/* she replied. 

“And you ill! All, the wretch! Ah, t!ie wretch! I'lint, 
for example!" He waved his hat about. 

"What is it you want, Chirac?" she demanded, in a con- 
fidential tone. 

"Eh, well," said Chirac. "You do not know where he has 
gone ? " 

" No. What do you want? " she insisted. 

He was nervous. He fidgetlcd. She guessed that, though 
warm with sympathy for her ])]ight, he was preoccupied by 
interests and apprehensions of his own. He did not refuse 
her request temporarily to leave the astonishing matter of her 
situation in order to discuss the matter of his visit. 

"Eh, well! He came to me yesterday afternoon in the Rue 
Croissant to l>orrow some money." 

She understood then the object of Gerald’s stroll on the 
previous afternoon. 

" I hope you didn't lend him any," she said. 

*^£b, well! It was like this. He said he ought to have 
received five thousand francs yesterday morning, but that he 
liad had a telegram that it would not arrive till to-day. And 
he had need of five hundred francs at once. I had not five 
hundred francs lie smiled sadly, as if to insinuate that ho 
did not handle such sums — "but I borrowed it from the cash- 
bos of the journal. It is necessary, absolutely^ that I should 
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return it this morning. ’ He spoke with increased seriousness. 

Your husband said he would take a cab and bring me the 
money immediately on the arrival of the post this morning — 
about nine o clock. Pardon me for de rang ing you with such 


^ He stopped. She could see that he really was grieved to 
‘ derange ’ her, but that circumstances pressed. 

"At my paper,” he murmured, "it is not so easy as that 
to — in fine ! " 

Ger.ild had genuinely been at his last francs. He had not 
lied wIk'm she thought he had lied. The nakedness of bis char- 
acter sliowcd now. Instantly upon the final and definite cessa- 
tion of the lawful supply of money, he had set his wits to obtain 


money unlawfully. He had, in fact, simply stolen it from 
Chirac, with the ornamental addition of endangering Chirac’s 
reputation and situation — as a sort of reward to Chirac for the 
kindness! And, further, no sooner hod he got hold of the 
money than it had intoxisoted him, and he had yielded to the 
first fatuoue- temptation. He had no sense of responsibility, 
no scruple. And as for common prudence — had he not risked 
permanent disgrace and even prison for a paltry sum which lie 
would certainly squander in two or three days? Yes, it was 
indubitable that he would stop at nothing, at nothing what- 
ever. 


\oii did not know that he was coming to me?” asked 
Chirac, pulling his short, silky brown beard. 

“ No,” Sophia answered. 

But he said that you had charged him with your friendli- 
nesses to me ! He nodded his head once or twice, sadly but 
candidly accepting, in his quality of a Latin, the plain facts of 
human nature — reconciling himself to them at once. 

Sophia revolted at this crowning detail of the structure of 
Gerald’s rascality. 

j 1 “ ItTs fortiinAtr tli at Lean pay you,” 

f| *' But ” he tried to protest. 

/ 1 “ I have quite enough money.” 

She did not say this to screen Gerald, but merely from 
\ amour-propre. Sh^.-«ould,jto t_ let Chirac think that she was 
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the wife of a man hciciL of all honour* And so she cloth«'d 
Gerald with the rag of having, at any rate, not left Ijer in 
destitution as well as in sickness. Her assertion seemed a 
strange one, in view of the fact that he had abandoned her on 
the previous evening — that is to say, immediately after the 
borrowing from Chirac* But Chirac did not examine the state- 
ment* 

** Perhaps he has the intention to send me the money. Perhaps, 

after all, he is now a*: the offices 

No,*' said Sophia. ** He is gone* Will you go downstairs 
and wait for me. We will go together to Cook's office. It is 
English money I have." • 

"Cook's?" he repealed. The word now so potent had then 
little significance. "But you are ill. You cannot " 

" I fed belter." 

She did. Or rather, she felt nothing except the power of her 
resolve to remove the painful anxiety from that wistful brow. 
The shame of the trick played on Chirac awakened new forces 
in her. She dressed in a physical torment which, however, had 
no more reality tlian a nightmare. She searched in a place where 
even an inquisitive husband would not think of looking, and then, 
painfully, she descended the long stairs, holding to the rail, which 
swam round and round her, carrying the %vhoIc staircase with 
it. "After all," she thought, "i can't be seriously ill, or I 
shouldn’t have been able to get up and go out like this. 1 never 
guessed early this morning that I could do it! I can’t possibly 
be as ill ns I thought I was! " 

And in the v estibu le she encountered Chirac's face, lightening 
at the sight of her, which proved to him that his deliverance was 
really to be accomplished* 

" Permit me " 

" I'm all right," she smiled, tottering. " Get a cab." It 
suddenly occurred to her that she might quite as easily have 
given him the money in English notes; he could have changed 
them. But she had not tliought. Her brain would not operate* 
She was dreaming and waking together. 

He helped her into the cab* 
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In the bureau de change th'^cre was a little knot of English 
people, With naive, romantic, and honest faces, quite different 
from the faces outside in the street No corruption in those 
faces, but a sort of wondering and infantile sincerity, rather 
out of its element and lost in a land too unsophisticated, seem- 
ing to k'long to an earlier age! Sophia liked their tourist 
stare, and their plain and ugly clothes. She longed to be back 

>n J.nglaiid, longed for a moment with violence, drowning in 
that desire. ® 

The English qlcrk behind his brass bars took her notes, 
and carefully examined thorn one b^ one. She watched him, 
not entirely convinced “of his reality, .and thought vaguely of 
the detestable morning when she had abstracted the notes from 
Gerald’s pocket. She was filled^ with pity for the simple, 
Ignorant Sophia of those ilays, 'they Sophia Wi6 still had a few 
ridiculous illusions concerning ^rnld’/ charnoter. Often, 
since, she had been templed to break' into iHfc monoy. but she 
had always withstood the temptation, saying to fiersolf that an 
hour of more urgent need would com'c. It had come. She 
was proud of her firmness, of the force of will which had 
enabled her to reserve the fund intact. The clerk gave her a 
keen look, and then asked her how she would lake the Frcncli 
money. And she saw the notes falling down one after 
another on to the counter as the clerk separated them with a 
snnppilipp sound of tlic paper. 

Cliirnr \rns beside licr. 


“Does that make the count she s.ald, 
wards him five hundred-franc notes. 

“I should not know how to thank you,” 
the notes. “Truly ’* 


having pushed lo- 
hc said, accepting 


His .ioy was unmistakably eager. He had had a shock 
and a fright, and he now saw the danger past. He could 
return to the casliicr of his newspaper, and fiing down the 
money with a lordly and careless air, as if to say: “ When it is 
a question of these English, one can always be sure!” But 
first he would escort her to the hotel. She declined — she did 
not know why, for he was her sole point of moral support in 



A CRISIS FOR GERALD 


S6S 


all France. He insisted. She yielded. So she turned her 
back, Trith regret, on that little English oasis in the Salinra of 
Paris, and staggered to the fiacre. 

And now that she had done what she had to do, she lost 
control of her body, and reclined flacci_d and inert. Chir.ac was 
evidently alarmed. He did not speak, but glanced at her from 
time to time with eyes full of fear. The carriage appc.arcd to 
her to be swimming amid waves over great depths. Then she 
was aware of a heavy weight against her shoulder; she had 
slipped down upon Chirac, unconscious. 

■ ■ 





1 



CHAPTER V 

KEVER 

‘ nii > •> <c* <r f s-i^Lj e'^uc *-^ ■ 

TiiBJi she was lying in bed in n small room, obscure because 
It was hcav.ly curtained; the light came through the inner pair 
ol curtains of Jacc, with a bcauUful soft silvery quality. 
A man was stanclmg by the side of the bed — not Chirac. 

" Now, ma<lainc,*' he said to her, with kind firmn«s, and 
speaking with a charming exaggerated purity of the vowels. 

i ou have the n^us fever. I have had it myself. You will 
be forced to takTliaths, very frequently. I must ask vou to 
reconcile yourself to that, to be good.’* 

She did not reply. It did not occur to her to reply. But 
she certainly thought that this doctor — he was probably a 
doctor — was overestimaUng her ease. She felt belter than she 
had felt for two days. Still, she did not desire to move, non 
quict^ anxious ns to her surroundings. She lay 

A woman in a rather coquettish desh abille watched over her 
with expert skill. 

revisiting the sea on whose waves 
the cab had swum; but now she was under the sea, in a watery 
gulf, terribly deep; and the sounds of the world came to her 
through the water, sudden and strange. Hands seized her 
and forced her from the su baqueous grotto where she had hid- 
den into new alarms. And she briefly perceived that there was 
a large bath by the side of the bed, and that she was being 
pushed into It The water was icy cold. After that her out- 
ook upon things was for a time clearer and more precise. She 
knew from fragments of talk which she heard that she was 
put into the cold bath by her bed every three hours, night and 
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daj, and that she remained in it for ten minutes. Always, before 
the bath, she had to drink a glass of wine, and sometimes an- 
other glass while she was in the bath. Beyond this wine, and 
occasionally a cup of soup, she took nothing, had no wish to 
take anything. She grew perfectly accustomed to these ex- 
traordinary habits of life, to this merging of night and day 
into one monotonous and endless repetition of the same rite 
amid the same circumstances on exactly the same spot. Then 
followed a period during which she objected to being con- 
stantly wakened up for this annoying i mmersion . And she 
fought against it even in her dreams. Long days seemed to 
pass when she could not be sure whether she had been put into 
the bath or not, when all external phenomena were discon- 
certingly interwoven with matters wliicli she knew to be merely 
fanciful. And then she was overwlielmcd by the hopeless grav- 
ity of her state. She felt that her state was desperate. She 
felt that she was dying. Her unhappiness was extreme, not 
because she was dying, but because the veils of sense were so 
puzzling, so exasperating, and because her exhausted body was 
so vitiated, in every fibre, by disease. She was perfectly aware 
that she was going to die. She cried aloud for a pair of scissors. 
She wanted to cut off her hair, and to send part of it to Constance 
and part of it to her mother, in separate packages. She insisted 
upon separate packages. Nobody would give her a pair of scis- 
sors. She implored, meekly, haughtily, furiously, but nobody 
would satisfy her. It seemed to her shocking that all her hair 
should go with her into her coffin while Constance and her mother 
had nothing by winch to remember her, no tangible souvenir of 
her beauty. Then she fought for the scissors. She clutclicd at 
some one — always through those baffling veils — who was put- 
ting her into the bath by the bedside, and fought frantically. 
It appeared to her that this some one was the rather stout woman 
who had supped at Sylvaln’s with the quarrelsome Englishman 
four years ago. She could not rid herself of this singular con- 
ceit, though she knew it to be absurd. . . . 

A long time afterwards — it seemed like o century — she did 
actually and unmistakably see the woman sitting by her bed, 
and the woman was crying. 

"Why are you crying?” Sophia asked wonderingly. 
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And the other, younger, woman, who was standing at the foot 
of the bed, replied: 

■iou do well to ask! It is you who have hurt lier, in your 
delirium, when you so madly demanded the scissors.” 

The stout woman smiled with the tears on her checks; but 
Sophia wept, from remorse. The stout woman looked old, worn, 
and untidy. The other one was much younger. Sopliia did 
Hot trouble to inquire from them who ther were. 

That little conversation formed a brief interlude in the de- 
lirium, which overtook her again and distorted everything. She 
forgot, however, that she was destined to die. 

One day her brain cleared. She could be sure that she had 
gone to sleep in the morning and not wakened till the evening. 
Hence she had not been put into the bath. 

Have I had my baths?” .she questioned. 

It was the doctor who faced her. 

'■ No,” he said, ”1110 baths arc finished.” 

She knew from his face that she was out of danger. More- 
over, she was conscious of a new feeling in her body, ns though 
the fount of physical energy within her, long interrupted, had 
reeoiumcnccd to flow — but very slowly, a trickling. It was a 
rebirth. She was not glad, but her lx»dy itself was glad; her 
body had an existence of its own. 

She was now often left by herself in the bedroom. To the 
right of the foot of the bod was a piano in walnut, and to the 
left a chimncy-picce with a large mirror. She wanted to look 

ot herself in the mirror. But it was a very long way off. She 

tried to sit up, and could not. She hoped that one day she 
would be able to get as far as the mirror. She said not a word 
almiit this to either of tlic two women. 

Often they would sit in the bedroom and talk without ceas- 
ing. Sophia learnt that the stout woman was named Fou; 
cn^, and the other L aurenc e. Sometimes Laurence would 
address Madame Foucault os Aim^c, but usually she was more 
formal. Madame Foucault always called the other Laurence. 

Sophia’s curiosity stirred and awoke. But she could not 
obtain any very exact information os to where she was, except 
that the house was in the Rue Brddo, off the Rue Notre Dame 
dc Lorcttc. She recollected vaguely that the reputation of the 
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street was sinister. It appeared that, on the day wl.cn sl.e had 
gone o..t with Chirac, the upper part of the Rue Notre Dame 
de Lorette was closed for repairs — (this she rememberc d) — 
and that the cabman had turned up the Rue Breda in order to 
make a daour, and that it was just opposit<; to the house of 
Madame Foucault that she had lost consciousness. Madame 
Foucault haj.pencd to be getting into a cab at the moment; 
but she had told Chirac nevertheless to carry Sophia into tl.e 
house, and a policeman had helped. Then, when the doctor 
came, it was discovered that she could not be moved, save to 
a hospital, and both Madame Foucault and Laurence were de- 
terminrd that no friend of Chirac's should be committed to the 
horrors of a Paris hospital. Madame Foucault had suffered in 
one a.s a patient, and Laurence had been a nurse m another. 

Chirac was now away. The women talked loosely of a war. 

“Flow kind you have been!" murmured Sophia, with l ui iaid 

eyes. 

But they silenced her with gestures. She was not to tnU. 
They seemed to have nothing further to tell her. They said 
Chirac would he returning perhaps soon, and that she could 
talk to him. Evidently they both held Chirac in affection. 

They said often that he was a charming boy. 

Bit by bit Sophia comprehended the length and the serious- 
ness of her illness, and the immense devotion of the hvo women, 
and the terrific disturbance of their lives, and her own dcluh^. 
She saw that the women were strongly attached to her, and she 
could not understand why, as she had never done anything for 
them, whereas they had done everything for her. She had not 
learnt that benefits rendered, not benefits received, are the cause 

of such attachments. ... .1 . 

All the time she was plotting, and gathering her strength to 

disobey orders and get as far as the mirror. Her preliminary 
studies and her preparations were as elaborate as those of a 
prisoner arranging to escape from a fortress. Tlie first at- 
tempt was a failure. The second succeeded. Though she could 
not stand without support, she managed by clinging to the 
to reach a chair, and to push the chair in front of her until it 
approached the mirror. The enterprise was exciting and ter- 
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pific. Then she saw a face in the glass: white, incredibly ci gacU 
with great, wild, staring eyes; and the shoulders were 
bent as though with age. It was a painful, almost a horrible 
sight. It frightened her, so that in her alarm she recoiled from 
it Not attending sufficiently to the choir, she sank to the 
ground. She could not pick herself up, and she was caught 
there, miserably, by her angered jailers. The vision of her 
face taught her more efficiently than anything else the gravity 
of her adventure. .-Vs the women lifted her inert, repentant 
mass into the bed, she reflected, “How queer my life is!” It 
seemed to her that she ought to have been trimming hats in the 
showroom instead of being in that curtained, mysterious, Pari- 
sian interior. 

f * 

-- A.VVW>^ ' 

One dny ^faddme Foucault knocked nt the door of Sophi/^'s 
liltic room (tilts ceremony of knockinjt was one of the indica- 
tions that Sophia^ convalescent, had been reinstated in her rights 
as an individual), and cried: 





“ iMndamc, one is going to leave you all alone for some time.” 
Come in,” said Sophia, who was sitting up in an armchair, 
and rending. 


Madame Foucault opened the door. ” One is going to leave 
you all alone for some time,” she repeated in a low, confiden- 
tial voice, sharply contrasting with her shriek behind the door. 

Sophia nodded and smiled, and Madame Foucault olso nodded 
and smiled. But Madame Foucault’s face quickly resumed its 
anxious expression. 

“ The servant's brother marries himself to-day, and she Im- 
plored me to accord her two days — what would you? Madame 
Laurence is out. And I must go out. It is four o’clock. I 
shall re-enter at six o’clock striking. Therefore . . 

“ Perfectly,” Sophia concurred. 

She looked curiously at Madame Foucault, who was care- 
fully made up and arranged for the street, in a dress of yellow 
tnaaprc with blue ornaments, bright lemon-coloured gloves, a 
little blue bonnet, and a little white parasol not wider when 
opened than her shoulders. Cheeks, lips, and eyes were 
heavily charged with rouge, powder, or black. And that too 
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abundant waist had been most cunningly confined in a belt that 
descended beneath, instead of rising above, the lowi r masses 
of the vast torso. The general clTect was worthy of the eftort 
that must havT gone to it. Madame Foucault was not reju- 
venated bv her toilette, but it almost procured her pardon for 
the crime of being over forty, fat, creased, and worn out. It 
was one of those defeats that arc a triumph. 

•• You are very chic," said Sophia, uttering her admiration. 

‘ Ah!" said Madame Foucault, shrugging the shoulders of 
disillusion. "Chic! What does that do?” 

But she was pleased. 

The front-door banged. Sophia, by herself for the first 
time in the flat into wiiich she had been carried unconscious 
ond which she had never since left, had the disturbing sensa- 
tion of being surrounded by mysU*rious rooms and mysterious 
things. .She tried to continue reading, but the sentences con- 
veyed nothing to her. She rose — .she could walk now a little 

and looked out of the window, through the i nterstic es ot the 

pattern of the lacc curtains. The window gave on the court- 
yard, which was aWut sixteen feet below lier. low wall 
divided the courtyard from that of the next house. And the 
windows of the two houses, only to be distinguished by the dif- 
ferent tints of their yellow paint, rose tier above tier in level 
floors, continuing beyond Sophia’s field of vision. She pressed 
her face against the glass, and reroembered the St. Lukes 
Square of her childhood; and just as there from the showroom 
•window she could not even by pressing her face ag.-xinst the 
glass sec the pavement, so here she could not see the roof ; the 
courtyard was like the bottom of a well. There was no end 
to the windows; six storeys she could count, and the sills of a 
seventh were the limit of her view. Every window was heavily 
corUined, like her own. Some of the upper ones had green sun- 
bUnds. Scarcely any sound! Mysteries brooded without as 
well as within the flat of Madame Foucault. Sophia saw a 
bodiless hand twitch at a curtain and vanish. She noticed a 
green bird in a tiny cage on a siU in the next house. A woman 
whom she took to be the c oncierg e appeared in the courtyard, de- 
posited a small plant in the track of a ray of sunshine that lighted 
II comer for a couple of hours in the afternoon, ond disappeared 
24 
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fifj.Tin. Then she heard a piano — somcwliere. That was all. 
The feeing tliat secret and strange lives were being lived be- 
hind those baffling windows, that huiuanity was everywhere in- 
timately pulsing around her, opprc.sscd her spirit yet not quite 
unpli-asantly. The environment softened her glance upon the 
spectacle of existence, insomuch that sadness became a voluptu- 
ous pleasure. And tlie environment threw her back on herself, 
into a sensuous contemplation of the fundamental fact of Sophia 
Scales, formerly Sophia Baines. 

She turned to the room, with the marks of tlic bath on the 
floor by the bed, and the drajied piano that was never opened, 
and her two trunks filling up tlie corner ©iipositc the door. She 
had the idea of thoroughly examining those trunks, which Chirac 
or somebody else must have fetclicd from the liotcl. At the toj) 
of one of them was her purse, tied up with old rihlmn and os- 
tentatiously sealed! I low comical these Trench people were 
wlicn they deemed it necessary to be serious! She emptied Uith 
trunks, scrutinizing minutely all her goods, and thinking of the 
varied occasions upon which she had obtained them. Then she 
carefully restored them, her mind full of souvenirs newly 
awakened. 

She sighed as she straightened her back. A clock struck in 
another room. It seemed to invite her towards diseorcrics. She 
had l)ccn in no other room of the flat. She knew nothing of 
the rest of the flat save by sound. For neither of the other 
women had ever described it, nor had it occurred to them that 
Sophia tnighl care to leave her room though she could not leave 
the house. 

She opened her door, and glanced along tlie dim corridor, with 
which .she was familiar. She knew that the kitchen lay next to 
her little room, and that next to the kitchen came the front-door. 
On the opposite side of tlie corridor were four double-doors. 
She crossed to the pair of doors facing her own little door, and 
quietly turned the handle, but the doors were locked; the same 
with the next pair. The third pair yielded, and she was in a 
large bedroom, with three windows on the street. She saw that 
the second pair of doors, which she had failed to unfasten, also 
opened into this room, Between two pairs of doors was a 
wide bed. In front of the central window was a large dressing- 
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table. To the left of the bed, half hiding the locked iloor^;, was 
a large screen. On the marble mantelpiece, reflected in a liugc 
mirror, that ascended to the ornate cornice, %vas a gilt-and-baj^alt 
clock, with pendants to match. On the opposite side of the room 
from this was a long wide couch. The floor was of polished oak, 
witlj a skin on either side of the bed. At the foot of the bed was 
a small writing-table, with a penny bottle of ink on it. A few 
coloured prints and engravings — representing, for example, 
I>ouis Philippe and his family, and people perishing on a raft — 
broke the tedium of the walls. The first impression on Sophia’s 
eye was one of sombre splendour. Everything had the air of 
being richly ornamented, draped, looped, carved, twisted, bro- 
caded into gorgeousness. The dark crimson bed-hangings fell 
from massive rosettes in majestic folds. The counterpane was 
covered with lace. The window-curtains had amplitude beyond 
the necessary, and they were suspended from behind fringed 
and pleated valances. The green sofa and its sateen cushiotis 
were stiff with applied embroidery. Tlie chandelier hanging 
from the middle of the ceiling, modelled to represent cupids 
holding festoons, was a glittering confusion of gilt and lustres: 
the lustres tinkled when Sophia stood on a certain part of the 
floor. The canc-scatcd chairs were completely gilded. There 
was an cfl'oct of spaciousness. And the situation of the bed be- 
tween the two double-doors, with the three windows in front ami 
ether pairs of doors communicating with other rooms on either 
liatui, produced in addition an admirable symmetry. 

Rut Sophia, with the sharp gaze of a woman brouglit up in tlic 
traditions of a modesty so proud that it scorns ostentation, quickly 
tested and condemned the details of this chamber that imitated 
every luxury. Nothing in it, she found, was * good.’ And in 
St. Luke’s Square ’ goodness ’ meant honest workmanshi]), per- 
manence, the absence of pretence. All the stuffs were cheap and 
showy and shabby; all the furniture was cracked, warped, or 
broken. The clock showed five minutes past twelve at five o’clock. 
And further, dust was everywhere, except in those places where 
even the most perfunctory cleaning could not have left it. In 
the obscurer p lcati ngs of droperies it lay thick. Sophia’s lip 
curled, and instinctively she lifted her peignoir. One of her 
mother’s phrases came into her head: lick and a promise.’ 
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And then nnotlicr: If you want to kavc dirt, leave it where 
everybody can see it, not in tht corners.** 

She peeped behind the serein, and all the horrible welter of 
a cabinet dc toilette met her gaze: a repulsive mcdlcY of toul 
waters, stained vessels and cloths, brushes, sponges, powders, 
nnd pastes. Clothes were hung up in disorder on rough nails; 
among them she recognized a dressing-gown of Madame l*ou- 
eaull's, aikL bcliind affairs of later date, the dazzling scarlet 
eloak in winch she had first seen Madame Foucault, dilapidated 
now. So this was Madame Foucault’s room ! This was the bower 
from wliicli that ch*gancc emerged, the filth from which had 
sprung the mature blossom! 

She passed from that room direct to another, of which the 
shutters were closed, leaving it 5n twilight. This room too was 
a bedroom, rather smaller than the middle one, and having 
only one window, but furnished with the some dubious opulence. 
Dust covered it everywhere, and small footmarks were visible in 
the dust on the floor. At the back was a small door, papered to 
match the wall, and within this door was a cabinet de toilette, 
with no light and no air; neither in the room nor in the closet 
was there any sign of individual habitation. She traversed 
the main bedroom again nnd found another l>rdroom to balance 
the second one. but open to the full light of day, and in a state 
of extreme disorder; the double-pillowed bed had not even been 
made; clothes and towels draped all the furniture; shoes were 
about the floor, nnd on a piece of string tied across the windows 
hung a single >vhitc stocking, wet. At the back was a cabinet 
dc toilette, as dark as the other one, a vile malodorous mess of 
appliances whose familar forms loomed vague and extraordinarily 
sinister in the dense obscurity. Sophia turned away with the 
riglitcous disgust of one whose preparations for the gaze of 
the world are as candid and simple as those of a child. Con- 
cealed dirt shocked her as much as it would have shocked her 
mother; and as for the trickeries of the toilet table, she con- 
temned them ns harshly as a young saint who has never been 
tempted contemns moral weakness. She thought of the strange 
flaccid daily life of those two women, whose hours seemed to 
slip unprofitably away without any result of achievement. She 
had actually witnessed nothing; but since the beginning of her 
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convalescence her cars had heard, and she could piece the evi- 
dences together. There was never any sound in the flat, outside 
the kitchen, until noon. Then vague noises and smells would 
commence. And about one o’clock Madame Foucault, disar- 
rayed, would come to inquire if the servant had attended to the 
needs of the invalid. Then the odours of cookery would ac- 
centuate themselves; bells rang; fragments of conversations es- 
caped through doors ajar; occasionally a man’s voice or a heavy 
step; then the fragrance of coifec; sometimes the sound of a 
kiss, the banging of the front door, the noise of brushing, or of 
tlie shaking of a carpet, a little scream as at some trifling do- 
mestic contretemps. Laurence, still in a dressing-gomi, would 
lounge into Sophia’s room, dirty, haggard, but polite with a 
curious .stiff ceremony, and would drink her coffee there. This 
wandering in peignoirs would continue till tiircc o’clock, and 
then Laurence might say, as if nerving herself to an unusual and 
immense eftort: “ I must be dressed by five o’clock. I have not 
a moment.” Often Madame Foucault did not dress at all; on 
such days she would go to bed immediately after dinner, witli 
tlie remark that she didn’t know what was the matter with her, 
hut she was exhausted. And then the servant would retire to 
lier seventh floor, and there would be silence until, now and 
then, faint creepings were heard at midnight or after. Once 
or twice, through tlie chinks of her door, Sophia had seen a 
light at two o’clock in the morning, just before the dawn. 

Yet these were the women wlio had saved her life, who hc- 
twreii tlicin hod put her into a cold bath every three hours night 
and day for weeks! Surely it was impossible after that to de- 
spise tlicm for shiftlcssncss and talkative idling in peignoirs; 
impossible to despise them for anything whatever! But Sophia, 
conscious of her inheritance of strong and resolute character, 
did despise them os poor things. The one point on which she 
envied them was their formal manners to her, which seemed to 
become more dignified and graciously disUnt as her health im- 
proved It was always ‘ Madame,’ ‘ Madame,’ to her. with an 
intonation of increosing deference. They might have been apolo- 
gizing to her for themselves. . . , 

She prowled into all the corners of the flat; but she discovered 
no more rooms, nothing but a large cupboard crammed with 
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MndAiiic Foucault’s dresses. Then slie M'cnt Imck to the large 
bedroom, and enjoyed the busy movement and rattle of the 


sloping street, and lind long, vague yearnings for strength and 


lor freedom in >vide, sane places* She decided that on the mor- 
r<nv she would dress herself * properly/ and never again wear a 
l)eignoir; the peignoir and all that it represented, disgusted her. 
And wliile looking at the street she ceased to see it and saw 
t<joks office arul Chirac helping her into the carriage* Where 
Was he? Why had he brought her to this impossible abode? 
\Miat did he mean by such conduct? * • , But could he have 

acted otherwise? lie had done the one thing that he could do. 
. . . Chance! . . . Cliancc! And why an impossible 

abode? Was one place more impossible Ilian another? . • 

All this came of running away from home with Gerald. It was 
remarkable that she seldom thought of Gerald. He had vanished 
from her life ns lie had come into it — madly, preposterously. 
She wondered what the next stage in her career would be. She 
certainly could not forecast it. Perhaps Gerald was starving, or 
in prison. , . . Bah ! That exclamation expressed her ap- 

palling disdain of Gerald and of the Sophia who had once 
deemed him the paragon of men. Bah ! 

A carriage stopping in front of the house awakened her from 
her meditation. Madame Foucault and a man very much younger 
than Madame Foucault got out of it. Sophia fled. After all, 
(his prying into other people's rooms was quite inexcusable. She 
dropped on to her own bed and picked up a book, in ease Madame 



JnTluf evening, just after night had fallen, Sophia on the bed 
heard the sound of raised and acr imon ious voices in Madame 
Foucault's room. Nothing except dinner hod happened since the 


arrival of Modnnie Foucault and the young man. Thc.se two had 
evidently dined informally in the bedroom on a dish or so pre- 
pared by Madame Foucault, who had herself served Sophia with 
her invalid 8 repast. The odours of cookery still hung in the 


air. 

The noise of Wrulcnt discussion increased and continued, and 
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then Sophia could hear sobbing, broken by short and fierce phrases 
from the man. Then the door of the bedroom opened brusci^ ly. 

“ J’en ai soupe! ” exclaimed the man, in tones of angry disgust. 

" Laisse-moi, je te prie! ” And then a soft muffled sound, as of 
a struggle, a quick step, and the very violent banging of tin- 
front door. After that there was a noticeable silence, save 
for the regular sobbing. Sophia wondered when it would cease, 

that monotonous sobbing. 

” What is the matter? ” she called out from her bed. 

The sobbing grew louder, like the sobbing of a child who 
has detected an awakening of sympathy and instinctively be- 
gins to practise upon it In the end Sophia arose and put 
on the peigno ir which she had almost determined never to wear 
again. 

The broad corridor was lighted by a small, smelling oil-lamp 
with a crimson globe. That soft, transfonning radiance seemed 
to paint the whole corridor with voluptuous luxury: so much 
so that it was impossible to believe that the smell came from the 
lamp. Under the lamp lay Madame Foucault on the floor, a 
shapeless mass of lace, f^d linen, and corset; her light brown 
hair was loose and spread about the floor. At the first glance, 
the creature abandoned to grief made a romantic and striking 
picture, and Sophia thought for an instant that she had at length 
encountered life on a plane that would correspond to her dreams 
of romance. And .she was impressed, with a feeling somewhat 
akin to that of a middling commoner when confronted with a 
viscount. There was, in the disUnce, something imposing and 
sensational about that prone, trembling figure. The tragic works 
of love were therein apparently manifest, in a sort of dignified 
beauty. But when Sophia bent over Madame Foucault, and 
touched her fla bbin ess, this illusion at once vanished; and instead 
of being dramatically pathetic the woman was ridiculous. Her 
face, especially as damaged by tears, could not support the or- 
deal of inspection; it was liorriblc; not a picture, but a p alette 
or like the coloured design of a pavement artist after a heavy 
shower. Her great, relaxed eyelids alone would have rendered 
any face absurd; and there were monstrous details far worse than 
the eyelids. Then she was amazingly fat; her flesh seemed to 
be escaping at all ends from a corset strained to the utmost limiL 
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And above her boots — slic was still wearing dainty, high-heeled, 
tigJitly laced boots — the calves bulged suddenly out. 

As a woman of between forty and fifty, the obese sepulchre 
of a dead vulgar beauty, she had no right to passions and tears 
and homage, or even the means of life; she had no right to ex- 
pose herself picturesquely beneath a crimson glow in all the 
pan oply of ril)l>oncd garters and lacy seductiveness. It was 
silly; it was disgraceful. She ought to hare known that only 
j’outh and slimness hare the right to appeal to the feelings by 
indecent abandonments. 

Such were the thoughts that mingled with the sympathy of 
the l>eautirul and slim Sophia as she bent down to Madame 
Foticnult. She was sorry for her landlady, but at the same time 
she despised her, and resented her woe. 

What is the matter? she asked quietly. 

He has chucked me! stammered Madame Foucault. ** And 
he*s the last. I bare no one now! 

She rolled over in the most grotesque manner, kicking up her 
legs, M’ith a fresh outburst of sobs, Sophia felt quite ashamed 
for her. 

Come and lie down. Come now ! she said, with a touch of 
sharpness, Yon miisn'l lie there like that.’* 

Madame Foucault\s behaviour was really too outrageous. 
Soidiia helped her, morally rather than physically, to rise, and 
then persuaded her into the large bedroom. Madame Foucault 
fell on the bod, of which the counterpane had been thrown over 
the foot. Sophia covered the lower part of her heaving body 
with the counterpane. 

Now, calm yourself, please! 

This room too was lit in crimson, by a small lamp that stood 
on the night-table, and tliough the shade of the lamp was cracked, 
the general effect of the great chamber was incontestably ro- 
mantic. Only the pillows of the wide bed and a small semi- 
circle of floor were illuminated, oil the rest lay in shadow. 
Madame Foucault's head had dropped bebreen the pillows. A 
tray containing dirty plates and glasses and a wine-bottle was 
speciously picturesque on the writing-table. 

Despite her genuine gratitude to Madame Foucault for as- 
tounding care during her illness, Sophia did not like her land* 
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lady, and the present scene made her coldly wrathtul. She 
saw the probability of having another’s troubles piled on the 
top of her own. She did not, in her mind, actively object, be- 
cause she felt that she could not be more hopelessly miserable than 
she was; but she passively resented the imposition. Her reason 
told her that she ought to sympathize with this ageing, ugly, dis- 
agreeable, undignified woman; but her heart was reluctant; lier 
heart did not want to know anything at all about Madame Fou- 
cault. nor to enter in any way into her private life. 

'■ I have not a single friend now,” stammered Madame Fou- 
cault. 

"Oh, yes, you have,” said Sophia, cheerfully. "You have 
Madame l.aurcnce.” 

" Laurence — that is not a friend. You know what I mean.” 

"And me! I am your friend!” said Sophia, in obedience 
to her conscience. 

" You are very kind,” replied Madame Foucault, from tlie 
pillow. " But you know what I mean.” 

The fact was that Sophia did know what she meant. The 
terms of their intercourse had been suddenly changed. There 
was no pretentious ceremony now, but the sincerity that disaster 
brings. The vast structure of makc-bclievc, which between them 
they had gradually built, had crumbled to nothing. 

” I never treated badly any man in my life,” whimpered 
Madame Foucault. " I have always been a good girl. Tlierc 
is not a man who can say I hove not been a good girl. Never 
was I a girl like the rest. And every one lias said so. Ah! 
when I tell you that once I had a hotel in the Avenue dc la 
Reinc Hortense. Four horses ... I have sold a horse to 
Madame Musard. . . . You know Madame Musard. . . . 

But one cannot make economics. Impossible to make economies 1 
Ah! In 'fifty-six I was spending a hundred thousand francs a 
year. That cannot last. Always I have said to myself: ‘ That 
cannot last.' Always I had the intention. . . . But what 

would you? I installed myself here, and borrowed money to 
pay for the furniture. There did not remain to me one jewel. 
The men are p oltroo ns, all! I could let three bedrooms for 
three hundred and fifty francs a month, and with serving meals 
and so on I could live.” 

Ut FRATAP OOLLRtiii. 
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“ 'riicri tlmt/* Sopliia interrupted, pointing to Iier own bed- 
room across the corridor, '* is your room?” 

‘‘ Yes/' said Madame Foucault. I put you in it because 
at the moment alt these M'crc let. They arc so no longer. Only 
one — I.aurciicc — and she docs not pay me always. What 
would you? Tenants — that docs not 6nd itself at the present 
hour. ... I hove nothing, and I owe. And he quits me. 
He chooses ttiis nion^cnt to quit me! And why? For nothing. 
For nothing. That is not for his money that 1 regret him. No, 
no! You know, at his age — he is twenty-five ^ — and with a 
wninaii like me — one is not generous! No. I loved him. And 
then a man is a moral support, always. I loved him. It is 
at my age, mine, that one knows how to love. Beauty goes al- 
ways, but not the temperament! Ah, that — No! ... I 
loved him. 1 love him." 

Sop]ua*s face tingled with a .sudden emotion caused by the 
repetition of those last three words, whose spell no usage can 
mar. But she said nothing. 

** Do you know what I shall become? There is nothing 
but that for me. And I know of such, who arc there already. 
A charwoman! Yes, n charwoman! More soon or more \aie. 
Well, that is life. What would you? One exists always.** 
Then in a dilTcrcnt tone: " I demand your pardon, madamc, for 
talking like this. I ought to have shame.'* 

And Sophia felt that in listening she also ought to l>e ashamed. 
But she was not ashamed. Kverylhing seemed very natural, and 
even ordinary. And, moreover, Sophia was full of the sense of 
her superiority over the woman on the bed. Four years ago, 
in the Restaurant Sylvoin, the ingenuous and ignorant Sophia had 
shyly sat in awe of the resplendent courtesan, with her haughty 
stare, her large, easy gestures, and her imix g^rtur bablc contempt 
for the man who was paying. And now Sophia knew that she, 
Sophia, knew all that was to be known obout human nature. She 
hud not merely youth, beauty, ond virtue, but knowledge — 
knoM’ledgc enough to reconcile her to her own misery. She had 
a vigorous, clear mind, and a clean conscience. She could look 
any one in the face, and judge every one too as a woman of 
the world. Whereas this obscene wreck on the bed had nothing 
whatever left* She had not merely lost her effulgent beauty^ 
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she had become repulsive. Sl»e could never have had any com- 
iDonscnse, nor any force of character. Her haughtiness in the 
day of glory was simply fatuous, based on stupidity. She had 
passed the years in idleness, trailing about all day in stuffy 
rooms, and emerging at night to impress ni ncomooons ; continu- 
ally meaning to do things which she never did, continually 
surprised at the lateness of the hour, continually occupied with 
the most foolish trifles. And here she was at over forty writh- 
ing .about on the bare floor because a hoy of twenty-five (who 
be a worthless idiot) had abandoned her after a scene of 
ridiculous shoutings and stampings. She was dependent on the 
caprices of a young scamp , the last donkey to turn from her 
with loathing! Sophia thought* “Goodness! If I had Ix-en io 
her place I shoulon’t have been like that. I should have heco 
rich. I should have saved like a miser. I wouldn’t have l)reu 
dependent on anybody at that age. If I couldn’t have made a 
iK'ttcr courtesan than tlus pitiable woman, I would liavc drowned 
my.sclf.'’ 

In the harsh vanity of her conscious capahlcncss and voung 
strength she thought thus, half forgetting her own follies, and 
half excusing them on the ground of inexperience. 

Sophia wanted to go round the flat and destroy every crimson 
lampshade in it. She wanted to shake Madame Foucault into 
self-respect and sagacity. Moral reprehension, though present 
in her mind, was only faint. Certainly she felt the inunense 
gulf between the honest woman and the wanton, but she did 
not feel it as she would have expected to feel it. “What a fool 
you have been!" she thought; not: “What a sinner!” With 
her precocious cynicism, which was somewhat tinsuited to the 
lovely northern youthfulness of that face, she said to herself 
th.it the whole situation and their relative attitudes would have 
been different if only Madame Foucault had had the wit to 
amass a fortune, as (according to Gerald) some of her rivals had 
succeeded in doing. 

And all the time she was thinking, in another part of her 
mind: “I ought not to be here. It's no use arguing. 1 ought 
not to be here. Chirac did the only thing for me there was to do. 
But I must go now." 

Madame Foucault continued to recite her woes, chiefly finaO" 
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cial, in fi weak voice diinp with tears; she also continued to 
apologize for mentioning herself. She had finished sobbing, 
and lay looking at the wall, away from Sophia, wlio stood 
irresolute near the bed, asliamcd for her companion s weakness 
and incapacity. 

' You must not forget/’ said Sophia, irritated by the unre- 
lieved darkness of the picture drawn by Madame toucan It, 

** tliat at least I owe you a considerable* sum, and that I am 
only waiting for you to tell me how much it is. I have asked 
you twice already, 1 think/* 

*' Oil, you arc still suffering! *’ said Madame Foucault. 

I am quite well enough to j>ay my debts/’ said Sophia. 

I do not like to accept money from you,'* said Madame ton- 
cault. 

'* Hut why not? " 

** You will have the doctor to pay." 

'* Please <lo not talk in that way/* said Sophia. " I have 
money, and I can pay for everything, and I shall pay for every- 
thing." 

She M’AS annoyed because she was sure that Madame houcauU 
was only making a pretence of delicacy, and that in any ease her 
delicacy was preposterous. Sophia had remarked this on tlic 
two previous occasions when she had mentioned the subject 
of bills. Madame Foucault would not treat her as an ordinary 
lodger, now that the illness wos past. She wanted, as it were, 
to complete brilliantly what she had begun, and to live in 
Sophia’s memory as a unique figure of lavish philanthropy. 
This was a sentiment, a luxury that she desired to offer herself: 
the thought •that she had played providence to a respectable 
married lady In distress; she frequently hinted at Sophias mis- 
fortunes and helplessness. But she could not afford the luxury. 
She gazed at it as a poor woman gazes at costly stuffs through 
the glass of a shop-window. The truth was, she wanted the 
luxury for nothing. For a double reason Sophia was exasperated: 
by Madame Foucault’s absurd desire, and by a notural objection 
to the role of a subject for philanthropy. She would not ad- 
mit that Madame Foucault’s devotion os a nurse entitled her to 
the satisfaction of being a philanthropist when there was no necci^ 
aity for philanthropy. 
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** How long have I been here? asked Sophia. 

“ I don't know/* muraiurcd Madame Foucault. “ Eight 
weeks — or is it nine?** 

Suppose we say nine/* said Sophia. 

“ Very well/' agreed Madame Foucaull. apparently reluct.uU- 
Now, how much must I pay you per week? ** 

I don’t want anything — I don’t want anything! You arc 
a friend of Chirac’s. You ’* 

*’ Not at all!** Sophia interrupted, tapping her foot and bit- 
ing her lip. Naturally I must pay/' 

Madame Foucault wept quietly. 

“ Shall I pay you sevcnty-6vc francs a week?” said Sophia* 
anxious to end tlic matter. 

” It is too much!** Madame Foucault protested, insincerely. 

”Wliat? For nil you have done for me?” 

” I speak not of that/* Madame Foucault modestly replied. 

If the devotion was not to be paid for, then seventy-five francs 
a week was assuredly too D)uch, as during more than lialf the 
time Sophia had had almost no food. Madame Foucault was 
therefore witliin the truth when she again protested, at sight of 
the bank-notes which Sophia brought from her trunk: 

I am sure that it is too much.** 

Not at all!** Sophia repeated. ” Nine weeks at seventy- 
five. That makes six hundred and seventy-five. Here arc seven 
hundreds.** 

I have no change/* said Madame Foucault. ” I have noth- 
ing.” 

*' That will pay for the hire of the bath,” said Spphia. 

She laid the notes on the pillow. Madame Foucault looked at 
them gluttonously, as any other person would have done in her 
place. She did not touch thim. After an instant she burst 
into wild tears. 

” But why do you cry? ** Sophia asked, softened. 

** I — I don’t know!** spluttered Madame Foucault. ** You 
arc so beautiful* I am so wntent that we saved you.** Her 
great wet eyes rested on Sophia. 

It was sentimentality. Sophia ruthlessly set it down as dCnti- 
mentality* But she was touched* She was suddenly moved* 
Tliosc women, such as they were in tbeir foolishness, probably 
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liflcl saved her life — and she a stranger! F laccid as they were, 
they hnd been capable of resolute perseverance there. It was 
possible to say that chance Imd thrown them upon an enterprise 
whicli they could not have abandoned till they or death had 
won. It was ]>ossililc to say that they lioped vaguely to derive ad* 
vantage from their labours. But even then? Judged by an 
ordinary standard, those women had been angels of imrcv. 
And Sophia was despising them, cruelly talcing their motives 
to ))iiTc.s, accusing them of incapacity wlien she herself stood a 
supreme proof of their capacity in, at any rate, one direction! 
In a rnsli of emotion she saw her hardness and her injustice. 

She bent down. “ Never can I forget how kind you have been 
to me. It is incredible! Ineredihlc ! '* She spoke softly, in 
tones loaded with genuine feeling. It was all she said. She 
could not cmhroicler on the theme. She had no talent for thanks- 
giving. 

M.'Mlanic Foucault made the beginning of a gesture, as if she 
meant to kiss Sophia with those thick, marred lips; but refrained. 
Her head sank Kick, and then she had a recurrence of the lit 
ol nervous sobbing. Immediately afterwards there was the 
.sound of a latch key in the front-door ot the flat; the bedroom 
door was open. Still sobbing very violently, she cocked her car, 
and pu.slic<l the bank-notes under the pillow. 

Madame Laurence — as she was called: Sophia hod never heard 
her surname — came straight into the bedroom, and beheld the 
.scene with astonishment in her dark twinkling eyes. She was 
usually dressed in black, because people said that black suited her, 
and because ^laek was never out of fashion; black was an ex- 
pression of her idiosyncrasy. She showed a certain elegance, 
and by comparison with the extreme disorder of Madame Fou- 
cault and the des habill e of Sophia her oppcarancc, all fresh from 
A modish rcstourant, was brilliant; it gave her an advantage over 
the other two — that moral advantage which ceremonial rai- 
ment always gives. ^ 

What is it llmt passes? she demanded. 

‘'He has chucked me, Laurence T' exclaimed Madame Fou- 
cault, in a sort of hysteric scream which seemed to force its way 
through her sobs. From the extraordinary freshness of Madams 
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Foucault’s woe, it might have been supposed that her young man 
had onlv that instant strode out. 

Laurence and Sophia exchanged a swift glance; and Laurence, 
of course, perceived that Sophia's relations with her landlady and 
nurse were now of a different, a more candid order. She indi- 
cated her perception of the change by a single slight movement 
of the eyebrows. 

But listen, Aimee/' she said authoritatively. “ You must not 
let yourself go like that. He will return.'* 

“ Never!'* cried Madame Foucault. It is finished. And he 
is the last ! " 

Laurence, ignoring Madame Foucault, approached Sopliia. 

‘* You have an air very fatigued/’ she said, caressing Sopliia’s. 
shoulder with her gloved hand. “ You are pale like evcA'thing. 
All tliis is not for you. It is not reasonable to reinain here, you 
still suffering! At this hour! Truly not reasonable! 

Her hands persuaded Sophia towards the corridor. Ami, in 
fact, Sophia did then notice her own exhaustion. She departed 
from tlic room with tlie ready obedience of physical weakness,, 
and shut her door. 

After about half an hour, during which she heard confused 
noises and murmurings, her door half opened. 

" Alay I enter, since you arc not asleep?" It was Laurence’s 
voice. Twice, now, she had addressed Sophia without adding 
the formal * niadamc.* 

“ Kntcr, I beg you," Sophia called from the bed. I am 
reading." 

Laurence came in. Sophia was both glad and sorry to see her.. 

She was eager to hear gossip which, however, she felt she ought 

(o despise. Moreover, she knew that if they talked that night 

tlicv would talk as friends, and that Laurnece would ever after- 
" * 

wards treat her with the familiarity of a friend. This she 
dreaded. - Still, she knew that she would yield, at any rate, to 
the temptation to listen to gossip. 

“ I have put her to bed,” said Laurence, in a whisper, as she 
cautiously closed the door. ” The poor woman ! Oh, what a 
charming bracelet! It is a true pearl, naturally? ” 

Her roving eye had immediately, with an infallible instinct,- 
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caught sight of a bracelet which, in Uking stock of her posses- 
sions, Sophia had accidentally left on the piano. She picked it 
up* and then put it down again. 

•• Yes/' said Sophia. She was about to add: It*s nearly all 

the jewellery I possess; but she stopped. 

Laurence moved towards Sophia’s bed, and stood over it ns she 
had oftcMi done in her quality ns nurse. She had taken olT her 
gloves, and she made a piq^nt, pretty show, with her thirty 
years, and her agreeable, slightly roguish face, in which were 
mingled the knowingness of a street boy and the confidence of a 
woman who has ceased to be surprised at the influence of her 
snub nose on a higlily intelligent man. 

“ Did she tell you what they had quarrelled about? Laurence 
inquired abruptly. And not only the phrasing of the question, 
but the assured tone in which it was uttered, showed that Lau- 
rence meant to be tlic familiar of Sophia. 

‘‘ Not a word! said Sophia. 

In this brief question and reply, all was crudely implied that 
had previously been su|)p<>scd not to exist. The relations be- 
tween the two women were altered ir retrieva bly in a moment. 

It must have been her fault! saTct^ Laurence. ** W ith men . 
she is insupportable. I have never understood how that poor 
woman has made her way. With women she is charming. Hut 
she seems to be incapable of not treating men like dogs. Some 
men adore that, but they arc few. Is it not? '' 

Sophia smiled. 

“ I have told her! How many times have I told her! But it 
is useless. It is stronger than she is, and if she finishes on straw 
one w^l be able to say that it was because of that. But truly 
she ought not to have asked him here! Truly that was too 
much! If he knew ... ! ’* 

Why not? asked Sophia, awkwardly. The answer startled 

•her. 

Because her room has not been disinfected.” 

** But I thought all the flat hod been disinfected? ^ 

All except her room.” 

But why not her room? 

Laurence shrugged her shoulders. ** She did not want to dl^ 
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turb her things! Is it that I know, I? She is like that. She 
takes an idea — and then, there you arc!" 

" She told me every room had been disinfected.” 

" She told the same to the police and the doctor.” 

" Then all the disinfection is useless? ” 

" Perfectly ! But she is like that. This flat might be very re- 
munerative; but with her, never! She has not even paid for the 
furniture — after two years! " 

“ But wliat will become of her? ” Sophia asked. 

“Ah — that!" Another shrug of the sliouldcrs. "All that 
I know is tiiat it will be necessary for me to leave here. The 
last time I brought Monsieur Cerf here, she was excessively rude 
to him. She has doubtless told you about Monsieur Cerf?" 

" No. Who is Mo nsieur Cerf ? ” 

"Ah! She has not told you? That astonishes me. Mon- 
sieur Cerf, that is my friend, you know." 

" Oh ! ” murmured Sophia. 

" Yes,” Laurence proceeded, impelled by a desire to impress 
Sophia and to gossip at large. "That is my friend. I knew 
him at the hospital. It was to please him that I left the hos- 
pital. After that wc quarrelled for two years; but at the end he 
gave me right. I did not budge. Two years ! It is long. 
And I had left the hospital. I could have gone Iwick. But I 
would not. That is not a life, to be nurse in a Paris hospital! 
No, I drew myself out a.s well as I could. . . . He is the 
most charming boy you can imagine! And rich now; that is to 
s.ay, relatively. He has a cousin inflnitely more rich than he. I 
dined with tliero both to-night at the Maison Doree. For a lux- 
urious boy, he is a luxurious boy — the cousin I mean. It ap- 
pears that be has made a fortune in Canada.” 

" Truly!” said Sophia, with politeness. Laurence’s hand M-as 
playing on the edge of the Led, and Sophia observed for the first 
time that it bore a wedding-ring. 

" You remark my ring? ” Laurence laughed. " That is he — 
the cousin. 'Wiat!' he said, 'you do not wear an alliance? 
An alliance is more proper. We arc going to arrange that 
after dinner.’ I said that all the jewellers’ shops would be 
closed. ‘ That is all the same to me,' he said. ' We will open 
as 
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om-. Anil in rflict ... it passed like that. He suc- 
ceeded! is it not l>eautiful?” She held fortli her liaiul. 

^ es. ' said Sophia. “It is very hc.autiful.” 

^ ours also is beautiful," said Laurence, willi an extremely 
piizzlin^r intonation. 

It is just the ordinary English wedding-ring,” said Sophia. 
In spite of herself she blushed. 

Xow I have married you. It is I, the cure.' said he — the 
cousin — when he put the ring on my finger. Oh, he is ex- 
cessively amusing! He pleases me imi’cli. And he is all alone. 
1 le asked me whether I knew among my friends a sympathetic, 
pretty girl, to make four witli us three for a picnic. I said I 
was not sure, hut I thought not. Whom do I know? Nobody. 
I lu not a woman like the rest. I am always discreet. I do not 
like castinl relations. . . . But he is very well, the cousin. 
Brown eyes. ... It is an idea — will you come, one day? 
He speaks English. He loves the English. He is all that'is 
most correct, the perfect gentleman. He would arrange n daz- 
zling fete. I am sure lie would be enchanted to make your ac- 
quaintance. Enchanted! ... As for my Clmrlcs, happily 
In- is completely mad alwut me — otlicrwi.se I should have fear.’’ 

She smiled, and in her smile was a genuine respect for Sophia’s 
face. 


" I fear I cannot come,” said Sophia. She honestly en- 
deavoured to keep out of her reply any accent of morol superior- 
ity, but she did not quite succeed. She was not ot all horrified 
by I.aurencc's suggestion. She meant simply to refuse it; but 
she could not do so in o natural voice. 

It is true you arc not yet strong enough.’’ said the im- 
perturbable I.niirence, quickly, and with a perfect imitation of 
naturalness. “But soon you must make a little pr omenad e.’* 
She stared at her ring. “ After all, it is more proper,” she ob- 
served judicially. “ With a wedding-ring one is less likely to be 

annoyed. What is curious is that the idea never before came to 
me. Yet . . 

"You like jewellery?” said Sophia. 

•' with a gesture of the hands, 
ill you pass me that bracelet? ” 

Laurence obeyed, and Sophia clasped It round the girl’s wrist 
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'• Keep it,” Sophia said. 

“ For uie? ” Laurence exclaimed, ravished. “ It is too much.” 

“ It is not enough,” said Sophia. *' And when you look .it it, 
you must remember how kind you were to me, and how grateful 
I am/' 

How nicely you say that!” Laurence said ecstatically. 

And Sophia felt that she had indeed said it ratlier nicely. 
This giving of the bracelet, souvenir of one of the few capricious 
follies that Gerald had committed for her and not for himself, 
pleased Sophia very much. 

” I am afraid your nursing of me forced you to neglect Mon- 
sieur Cerf,” she added. 

” Yes, a little! ” said Laurence, impartially, with a small pout 
of haughtiness. ” It is true that he used to complain. Rut I 
soon put him straight. What an idea! He knows there are 
things upon which I do not joke. It is not he who will quarrel 
a second time! Believe me!” 

Laurence's absolute conviction of her power was what im- 
pressed Sophia. To Sophia she seemed to be a vulgar little piece 
of goods, with dubious charm and a glance that was far too 
brazen. Her movements were vulgar. And Sophia w’ondercd 
ho>v she had established her empire and upon what it rested. 

" I shall not show this to Aimce,” whispered Laurence, Indi- 
cating the bracelet. 

” As you wish,” said. Sophia. 

" By the way, have I told you that war is declared? ” Laurence 

casually remarked. 

“ No,” said Sophia. '* What war? ” 

” The scene with Aimee made me forget it. . . • With 

Germany. The city is quite excited. An immense crowd in 
front of the new Opera. They say wc shall be at Berlin in a 

month — or at roost two months.” 

” Oh! ” Sophia muttered. “ Why is there a war? " 

“Ah! It is I who asked that. Nobody knows. It is those 
Prussians.” 

“ Don’t you think wc ought to begin again with the disinfect- 
ing? ” Sophia asked anxiously. “ I must speak to Madame Fou- 
cault.” 

Laurence told her not to worry, and went off to show the 
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bracelet to Madame Foucault. She had privately decided tha^ 
tills was a pleasure which, after all, she could not deny herself, 

.Vbout a fortnight later — it was a fine Saturday in early Au- 
gust — Sophia, Mith a large pinafore over her dress, was finish- 
ing the portentous preparations for disinfecting the flat. Fart 
of the alfair was already accomplislicd, her own room and the 
corridor having been fum jgatcd on the previous day, in spite of 
tlic ojiposition of Madame Foucault, who had taken amiss Lau- 
rence's talc-bearing to Sophia. Laurence had left the flat — 
luulcT exactly what circumstances Sophia knew not, but slie 
gm ssrcl that it must have been in consequence of a scene elabora- 
ting the tilT caused by Madame Foucault’s resentment against 
I^aurcncc. The brief, factitious friendliness between Laurence 
and Sophia had gone like a <lrcam, and Laurence had gone like a 
dr<*ani. The servant had been dismissed; in her place Madame 
I'ouoault cinjiloycd a cliarwonian each morning for two hours, 
l inally, Madame Foucault had been suddenly called away that 
morning by ,i letter to her sick father at St. Mammes-sur-Scinc. 
Sophia was delighted at the chance. The disinfecting of the flat 
ha<l liccomc an obsession with Sophia — the obsession of a con- 
valescent whose perspective unconsciously twists things to the 
most wry shapes. She had had trouble on the day before with 
Madame Foucault, and she was expecting more serious trouble 
wln*n the moment arrived for ejecting Madame Foucault ns well 
ns all her movable belongings from Madame Foucault’s own 
room. Nevertheless, Sophia had been determined, whatever 
should Imppcn, to complete an honest fumigation of the entire 
flat. Hence the eagerness with which, urging Madame Foucault 
to go to her father, Sophia had protested that she was perfectly 
strong and could manage by herself for a couple of days. Owing 
to the partial suppression of the ordinary railway services in 
favour of military needs, Madame Foucault could not hope to go 
and return on tJie same day. Sophia had lent her o louis. ^ 
Pans of sulphur were mysteriously burning in each of the three 
front rooms, and two pairs of doors had been pasted over with 
paper, to prevent the fumes from escaping. The charwoman 
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had departed. Sophia, with brush, scissors, flour-pislc, and 
n<'\vs-sljccts, was sealing tlic third pair ot doors, when tliere was 
a ring at the front door. 

She had only to cross the corridor in order to open. 

It was Chirac. She was not surprised to see him. The out- 
break of the war had induced even Sophia and her landlady to 
look through at least one newspaper during the day, and she had 
in this way learnt, from an article signed by Chirac, that he hail 
returned to Paris after a mission into the Vosges country for his 
paper. 

He sUrted on seeing her. “ Ah ! ” He breathed out the ex- 
clamation slowly. And then smiled, seized her hand, and 
kissed it. 

The sight of his obvious extreme i)leasurr in meeting her again 
was the sweetest experience that had fallen to Sophia for years. 

" Then you arc cured.’ ” 

" Quite.” 

He sighed. ” You know, this is an enormous relief to roc, to 
know, veritably, that you arc no longer in danger. \ou gave 
me a fright . . . but a fright, my dear inadamc ! ” 

She smiled in silence. 

As he glanced inquiringly up and down the corridor, she 
said — 

'■ I’m all alone in the flat. I’m disinfecting it.” 

” Then that is sulphur that I smell? ” 

She nodded. " Excuse me while I finish this door, ’ she said. 

He closed the front-door. " But you seem to be quite at home 
here ! ” he observed. 

” I ought to be,” said she. 

He glanced again inquiringly up and down the corridor. 
“ And yoo arc really all alone now? ” he asked, as though to l>e 
doubly sure. 

She explained the circumstances. 

■■ I owe you my most sincere excuses for bringing you here,” 
he said confidentially. 

“But why?" she replied, looking intently at her door. 
“ They have been most kind to me. Nobody could hove been 
kinder. And Rfadame Laurence being such a good nurse ” 

" It is true,” said he. "That was a reason. In effect they 
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are both very good-natured little women. • • You com- 

|)rehcnd, as journalist it arrives to me to know all kinds of pco* 
pie . /* He snapped his hngers • . » And as we 

Mere opposite the house. In fine, I pray you to excuse 
me . . 

* Hold me this paper/* she said. It is necessary that every 
crack .should l>c covered; also between the floor and the door.** 

^ ou Lnglish arc wonderful/* he murmured, as he took the 
paper. ‘* Imagine you doing that! Then/* he added, resuming 
the confidential tone, I suppose you will leave the Foucault 
now. hein ? ** 

I suppose so,’* she said carelessly. 

You go to Fiiigland? '* 

She turned to him, as she patted the creases out of a strip of 
paper with a duster, and shook her head. 

Not to England? ** 

** No/* 

*' If it is not indiscreet, where arc you going? 

** I don't know/* she said candidly. 

And she did not know. She was without a plan. Her brain 
told her that she ought to return to Burslcy, or, at the least, 
write, But her pride would not hear of such a surrender* Her 
situation w'ould have to be far more desperate than it was before 
she could confess her defeat to her family even m a letter* A 
thousand times no ! That was a point which she had for ever de- 
cided. She would face any disaster, and any other shame, rather 
than the shame of her family’s forgiving reception of her. 

*‘ And you? ” she asked* ** How docs it go? This war? ’* 
He told her, in a few words, a few leading facts about him* 
self. It must not be said,” he added of the war, but that 
will turn out ill! I — I know, you comprehend." 

‘‘Truly?** she answered with casualncss. 

*’ You hove heard nothing of him? ’* Chirac askcd« 

"Who? Gcrold?** 

He gave a gesture. 

“Nothing! Not a word! Nothing!" 

" He will have gone back to England ! ** 

" Never! ** she said positively* 

" But why not? " 
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'■ Because lie prefers France. He really does like France, I 
think it is the only real passion he ever had.” 

“It is astonishing,” reflected Chirac, "how France is loved ^ 
And yet . . . ! But to live, what will he do? Must live! 

Sophia merely shrugged her shoulders. 

“Then it is finished between you two?” he muttered awk- 
nodded. She was on her knees, at the lower crack of the 


It's well done, isn’t it? That 


doors. 

“There!” she said, rising, 
is 

She smiled at him, facing him squarely, in the obscurity of the 
untidy and shabby corridor. Both felt that they had Ix'conie 
very intimate. He was intensely flattered by her attitude, and 


slic knew it. 

“ Now,” she said, ” I will take ofl* my pinafore. Where can 
1 niche you? There is only my bedroom, and I want that. 
What arc we to do? ” 

"Listen,” he suggested diffidently. “Will you do me the 
honour to conic for a drive? That will do you good. There is 
sunshine. And you arc always very pale.” 

“ With pleasure," she agreed cordially. 

While dressing, she licard him walking up and down the cor- 
ridor; occasionally they exchanged a few words. Before hav- 
ing, Sophia pulled off the paper from one of the keyholes of 
tlie sealed suite of rooms, and they peered through, one after the 
.,ther, and saw the green glow of the sulphur, and were troubled 
by its uncanniness. And then Sopliio refixed the paper. 

In descending the stairs of the house she felt the infirmity of 
her knees; but in other rcspecU, though she had been out only 
once before since her illness, slic was conscious of n sufficient 
strength. A disinclination for any enterprise had prevented her 
from taking the air as she ought to have done, hut within the flat 
she had exercised her limbs in many small tasks. The little 
Chirac, nervously active and restless, wanted to take her arm, but 


she would not allow it. 

The C QDcierge and part of her family stared curiously at 
Sophia as she passed under the archway, for the course of her 
illness had excited the interest of the whole house. Just as the 
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carriage was driring off, the concierge came across the [)avcmcnt 
and paid ]u‘t coiupliincnta, and tlieii said: 

“ You (\o not know by hazard why Madame Foucault has not 
returned for madame? 

“ Krturnrd for lunch!** said Sopliia. She will not come 
back till to-morrow/’ 

J'hc concierge made a face, Ah! How curious it is! She 
t<dd my Imstmnd that she would return in two hours. It is very 
grave! Question of business/’ 

I know nothing, madame/* said Sophia. She and Chime 
looked at each other. The concierge murmured thanks and went 
off muttering indistinctly. 

The fiacre turned down the Rue I.afcrri^re, the horse slipping 
and s]i<]ing as usual over the cobblestones. Soon they were on 
the lK)ulcvard, making for the Champs Elysfes and the Bois dc 
Hoiilognc. 


I he tresh breeze and bright sunshine and the large freedom 
of the strrct.s quickly intoxicated Sophia — intoxicated her, that 
is to say, in quite a physical sense. She was almost drunk, with 
the heady savour of life itself, A mild ecstasy of well-being 
overcame her. She saw the flat as a horrible, vile prison, and 
blamed herself for not leaving it sooner and oflcner. The air 
was medicine, for bo<ly and mind loo. Her perspective was in- 
stantly corrected. She was happy, living neither in the past no! 
in the future, but in and for that hour. And beneath her hap- 
piness moved a wistful melancholy for the Sophio who had suf- 
fered such a captivity and such woes. She yearned for more 
and yet more delight, for careless orgies of passionate pleasure, 
in the midst of which she would forget all trouble. Why had 
she refused the olTcr of Laurence? Why had she not rushed at 
cnee into the splendid fire of joyous indulgence, ignoring every- 
thing but the crude, sensuous instinct? Acutely aware as she 
was of her youth, her beauty, and her charm, she wondered at 
her refusal. She did not regret her refusal. She placidly ob- 
served it as the result of some tremendously powerful motive in 
herself, which could not be questioned or reasoned with — which 
wns, in fact, the essential her. 


“Do I look like an invalid?” she asked, leaning back lux- 
uriously in the carriage among the crowd of other vehicles. ^ 
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Chirac hesitated. “My faith! Yes!” he said at length. 

" lint it bccomc.s Tou. If I did not know that vou have little 

* • 

love for compliments, I ” 

"But I adore compliments!” slic exclaimed. “What made 
you think that? ” 

“Well, then,” he youthfully burst out, “you are more ravish- 
ing than ever.” 

Slic gave herself up deliciously to his admiration. 

After a silence, he said: “Ah! if you knew how disquieted 
J was about you, away there ... I I should not know how 
to tell you. Veritably disquieted, you comprehend ! What could 
I do? Tell me a little about your illness.” 

Slic recounted details. 

As the fiacre entered the Rue Royale, they noticed a crowd of 
people in front of the Madeleine shouting and cheering. 

The cabman turned towards them. “ It appears there 1ms 
been a victory! ” he said. 

"A victory! If only it was true!” imirmurcd Chirac, cynic- 
ally. 

In the Rue Royale people were running frantically to and 
fro, laughing and gesticulating in glee. The customers in the 
cafes stood on their chairs, and even on tables, to watch, and 
occasionally to join in, the sudden fever. The fiacre was slowed 
to a walking pace. Flags and carpets began to show from the 
upper storeys of houses. The crowd grew thicker and more 
febrile. “Victory! Victory!” rang hoarsely, shrilly, and 
hoarsely again in the air. 

“ My God ! ” said Chirac, trembling. " It mu-st be a true vic- 
tory! We are saved! We arc saved! . . . Oh yes, it is true ! 

“ But naturally it is true! What arc you saying? ” demanded 
the driver. 

At the Place de la Concorde the fiacre had to stop altogether. 
The immense square was a sea of white hats and flowers and 
happy faces, with carriages anchored like boats on its surface. 
Flag after fl.ig waved out from neighbouring roofs in the breeze 
that tempered the August sun. Then hats began to’go up, and 
cheers rolled across the square like echoes of firing in an en- 
closed valley. Chirac’s driver jumped madly on to his scat, and 
cracked his whip. 
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“ Vivc Ja France! ” lie bawled with all the force of his lungs. 

A thoiis.-ind tliroats answered him. 

Then there was a stir behind them. Another carriage was 
being slowly forced to the front. The crowd was pushing it. 
.and crying, “ Marseillaise ! Marseillaise ! ” In the c.arriagc was 
•a woman alone; not beautiful, but distinguished, and with the as- 
sured gaze of one who is accustomed to homage and multitudinous 
.applause. 

' It is Gucyniard! ” said Chirac to Sophia. He was very pale. 
And he too shouted, Itlarscillaisc ! ” All his features were 
distorted. 

Tlic woman rose and spoke to her coachman, who offered his 
hand and she climbed to the box scat, and stood on it and l>owcd 
several times. 

“Marseillaise!” The cry continued. Then a roar of eliecrs, 
and then silence spread round the square like an inundation. 
And amid this silence the woman began to sing the Marseillaise. 
As .she sang, the tears ran down her checks. Evervlwdv in the 
vicinity was weeping or sternly frowning. In the pause’s of the 
first verse could be heard the rattle of horses’ bits, or a whistle 
of a tug on the river. The refrain, signalled by a proud chal- 
lenging toss of Gucymard’s head, leapt up like a tropical tem- 
pest, formidable, overpowering. Sophia, who had had no warn- 
ing of the emotion gathering within her, sobbed violently. At 
the close of the hymn Gucymard’s carriage was assaulted by wor- 
shippers. All around, in the tumult of shouting, men wer’c kiss- 
ing and embracing each other; and hats went up continually in 
fountains. Chirac leaned over the side of the carriage and 
wrung the hand of a man who was standing by the wheel. 

" Who is that? ” Sophia asked, in an unsteady voice, to break 
the incxprtcablc tension within her. 

“ I don’t know,” said Chirac. He was weeping like n child. 
And lie sang out: ” Victory ! To Berlin ! Victory ! ” 
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V 

Sopliia walked alone, with tired limhs, up the damaged oak 
stairs to the Hat. Chirac had decided that, in the circumstances 
of tlie victory, he would do well to go to the offices of his paper 
rather earlier than usual. He had brought her back to the Ituc 
lircda. They had taken leave of each other in a sort of dream 
or general enchantment due to their participation in the vast 
national delirium which somehow dominated individual feelings. 
TTicy did not define their relations. They had been conscious 
only of emotion. 

The stairs, which smelt of damp even in summer, disgusted 
Sophia. She thought of the flat with horror and longed for 
green places and luxury. On the landing were two stoutish, ill- 
dressed men, of middle age, apparently waiting. Sophia found 
her key and opened the door. 

“ Pardon, inadaiuc! ” said one of the men, raising his hat, and 
they both pushed into the flat after her. They stared, puzzled, 
at the strips of paper pasted on the doors. 

•'What do you want?” she asked haughtily. She was very 
frightened. The extraordinary irruption brought her down with 
a shock to the scale of the individual. 

■' I am the concierge,” said the man who had addressed her. 
lie had the air of a superior artisan. ” It was my wife who 
spoke to you this afternoon. This,” pointing to his companion, 
“ this is the law. I regret it, but . . 

The law saluted and shut the front door. Like the concierge, 
the law emitted an odour — the odour of uncleanlincss on a hot 
August day. 

“ The rent? ” exclaimed Sophia. 

” No, madame, not the rent: the furniture!” 

Then she learnt the history of the furniture. It had belonged 
to the concierge, who hod acquired it from a previous tenant and 
sold it on credit to Madame Foucault. Madame Foucault had 
signed bills and had not met them. She had made promises and 
broken them. She had done everything except discharge her 
liabilities. She had been warned and warned again. That day 
had been fixed as the last limit, and she had solemnly assured 
her creditor Uiat on that day she would pay. On leaving the 
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bouse she had stated precisclr and clearly tliat she would return 
before lunch with all the money. She had made no mention of 
a sick father. 

Sophia slowly perceived the extent of Madame Foucault’s du- 
plicity and moral cowardice. No doubt the sick father was an 
invention. The woman, at the end of a tether which no inge- 
nuity of lies could further lengtlun, had probably absented her- 
self solely to avoid the pain of witnessing the seizure. She 
would do anything, however silly, to avoid an itu mediate un- 
pleasantness. Or perhaps she had absented herself williout any 
particular aim, but simply in the hope tliat something fortunate 
might occur. Perhaps she had hoped that So[)hia, taken una- 
wares, would generously pay. Sophia smiled grimly. 

’Well/' she said. ‘*1 can’t do anytiung. I suppose you 
must do what you have to do. You will let me pack up my own 
olTairs?” 

” Perfectly, madamc!" 

She warned them as to the danger of opening the sealed 
rooms. The man of the law seemed prepared to stay in the 
corridor indefinitely. No prospect of delay disturbed him. 

Strange and disturbing, the triumph of the concierge! He 
was a locksmith by trade. Pie and his wife and their children 
lived in two little dark rooms by the archway — an insignifi- 
cant fragment of the house. He was away from home about 
fourteen hours every day, except Sundays^ when he washed the 
courtyard. All the other duties of the concierge were per- 
formed by the wife. The pair always looked poor, untidy, 
dirty, and rather forlorn. But they were steadily levying toll 
on everybody in the big house. They amassed money in forty 
ways. They lived for money, and all men have what they live 
for. M’ith wimt arrogant gestures Madame Foucault would 
dc.scond from a carriage at the great door! AVhat respectful 
attitudes and tones the ageing courtesan would receive from the 
wife and children of the concierge! But beneath these con- 
ventional fictions the truth was that the coucicrgc held the whip. 
At last he was using it. And he bad given himself a holf-hol- 
idoy in order to celebrate his second acquirement of the osten- 
tatious furniture and the crimson lampshades. This was one of 
the dramatic crises in his career as a man of substance. The 
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national thrill of victory had not penetrated into the flat with 
the concierge and the law. The emotions of the concicrp<' were 
entirely independent of the Napoleonic foreign policy. 

As Sophia, sick with a sudden disillusion, was putting her 
things together, and wondering where she was to go, and whetlu r 
it would he politic to consult Chirac, she heard a fluster at the 
front door: cries, protestations, implorings. Her own door was 
thrust open, and hfadamc Foucault burst in. 

S.ave me!” exclaimed Madame Foucault, sinking to the 
ground. 

The feeble theatricality of the gesture oflendcd Sophia’s 
ta>tc. She asked sternly what Madame Foucault expected her 
to do. Had not Madame Foucault knowingly exposed her. 
without the least warning, to the extreme annoyance of this 
visit of the law, a visit which meant practically that Sophia was 
put into the street? 

‘‘You must not he liard!” Madame Foucault sobbed. 

Sophia learnt the coin])lctc history of the womans clTorts 
to pay for the furniture: a farrago of folly and deceptions. 
Madame Foucault confessed too much. Sophia scorned con- 
fession for the sake of confession. Slie scorned the impulse 
which forces a weak creature to insist on its weakness, to 
revel in remorse, and to find an excuse for its conduct in the 
very fact that there is no excuse. She gathered that Madame 
Foucault had in fact gone away in the hope that Sophia, 
trapped, would poy; and that in the end, she had not even had 
the courage of her own trickery, and had run back, driven by 
p-nnic into audacity, to fall at Sophia’s feet, lest Sophia might 
not have yielded and the furniture have been seized. From 
beginning to end the conduct of Madame Foucault bad been 
fatuous and despicable and wicked. Sophia coldly condemned 
Madame Foucault for having allowed herself to be brought 
into the world with such a weak and maudlin character, and 
for having allowed herself to grow old and ugly. As a sight 
the woman was positively disgraceful. 

“Save me!” she exclaimed again. “I did what I could 
for you! ” 

Sophia haled her. But the logic of the appeal was Irresist- 
ible. 
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But what can I do? she asked reluctantly. 

‘Loud me the money. You can. If you don’t, this will be 
the end for me.” • 

” And a good thing, too!” thought So|)lna*s hard sense. 

How much is it? ” Sophia glumly asked. 

“It isn't a thousand francs!” said Madame Foucault with 
eagerness. “ All iny beautiful furniture whl go for less than a 
thousand francs! Save me!” 

She was nauseating Sophia. 

” Please rise,” said Sophia, her hands fidgeting undecidedly. 

”I shall repay vou, surely!” Madame Foucault asseverated. 
” I swear I ” ' ' 

” Docs she take me for a fool?” thought Sophia^ ” with her 

oaths ! ” 

• 

"No!” said So|)Iiin. “I won't lend you the money. But 

I tell you what 1 will do. I will buy the furniture at that 

price; and I will promise to re-sell it to you as soon as you 
can pay me. Like that, you con be tranquil. But I have very 
little money. I must have a guarantee. The furniture must 
be mine till you pay me.” 

"You arc an .ingcl of charity!” cried Madame Foucault, 
embracing Sophia’s skirts. " I will do whatever you wish. Ah! 
You Englishwomen arc astonishing.” 

Sophia was not an angel of charity. What she had 

promised to do involved sacrifice and anxiety’ without the pros- 

pect of reward. But it was not charity. It was part of the 
price Sophia paid for the exercise of her logical faculty; she 
paid it unwillingly. ‘I did what I could for you!’ Sophia 
would have died sooner than remind any one of a benefit con- 
ferred, and Madame Foucault had committed precisely that 
enormity. The appeal was inexcusable to a fine mind; but it 
was effective. 

The men were behind the door, listening. Sophia paid out 
of her stock of notes. Needless to say, the total was more and 
not less than a thousand francs. Madame Foucault grew rap- 
idly confidential with the man. Without consulting Sophia, she 
asked the bailiff to draw up a receipt transferring the owner- 
ship of all the furniture to Sophia; and the bailiff, struck into 
obligingness by glimpses of Sophia’s beauty, consented to do 
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so. There was much conferring upon forms of words, nnd 
flouri-shing of pens between thick, vile fingers, and scattering 

'’^Before the men left Madame Foucanlt niicorkcd a bottle of 
wine for them, and helped them to drink it. Throughout the 
evening .she was insupportably deferential to Sophia, who was 
driven to bed. Madame Foucault conUntcdly went up to the 
sixth floor to occupy the servant's bedroom. She was glad to 
get so far away from the sulphur, of which a few faint fumes 

had penetrated into the corridor. 

The next morning, after a stifling night of had dreams, Sophia 
was too ill to get up. She looked round at the furniture in the 
little room, and she imagined the furniture in the other rooms 
and <li.sraally thought: “All this furniture is mine. She will 

never pAV • I siiddlcd with it. 

It was cheaplv bought, but she probably could not sell it 
for even what she had paid. Still, the sense of owner.slup was 

reassuring. , . 

The charwoman brought her coffee, and Chirac s news- 

ixiper; from which she learnt that the news of the victory 
which had sent the city mad on the previous day was utterly 
false. Tears came into her eyes as she ga*cd .absently at all 
tiie curtained windows of the courtyard. She had youth and 
loveliness; according to the rules she ought to have been irre- 
sponsible, gav, and indulgently watched over by the wisdom of 
admiring age. But she felt towards the French nation os a 
mother might feel towards adorable, wilful children suffering 
through their own charming foolishness. She saw France per- 
sonified in Chirac. How easily, despite bis special knowledge 
lie bad yielded to the fever! Her heart bled for France and 
Chirac on that morning of reaction and of truth. She con a 
not bear to recall the scene in the Place de la Concorde. Ma- 
dame Foucault had not descended. 



CHAPTER VI 



THE SIEGE 

Madame Foucault caidc into SopluA*s room one afternoon 
with A peculiar guilty expression on her large face, and she lield 
her peignoir close to her exuberant Iwdy in folds consciously 
majestic, as though endeavouring to prove to Sophia by her 
carriage that despite her shifting eyes she was the most right- 
eous and sinecrc M’oman that ever lived. 

It was Saturday, the third of September, a beautiful day. 
Sophia, suiTcring from an unimportant relapse, had remained 
in a state of inactivity, and had scarcely gone out at all. She 
loathed the dat, but lacked the energy to leave it every day. 
There was no sufficiently definite object in leaving it. She 
could not go out and look for health ns she might have looked 
for flowers. So she remained in the flat, and stared at the 
courtyard and the continual mystery of lives hidden behind 
curtains that occasionally moved. And the painted yellow 
walls of the house, and the papered walls of her room pressed 
upon her and erusiicd her. For a few days Chirac had called 
daily, animated by the most adorable solicitude* Then he 
had ceased to call. She had tired of reading the journals; 
they lay unopened. The relations between Madame Foucault 
and herself, ond her status in the flat of which she now legally 
owned the furniture, — these things were left unsettled. But 
tlic question of her board was arranged on the terms that she 
halved the cost of food and service with Madame Foucault; 
lier expenses were thus reduced to the lowest possible — about 
eighteen francs a week. An idea hung in the air — like o 
scientific discovery on the point of being made by several inde- 
pendent investigators simultaneously — that she and Madame 
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Foucault should co-opcratc in order to let furnished rooms at 
a remunerative profit. So])hia felt the nearness of the idea 
and she wanted to be shocked at the notion of any avowc<l 
association between herself and Madame Foucault; but she could 
not be. 

" Here arc a lady and a gentleman who want a bedroom.’* 
began Madame Foucault, " a nice large bedroom, furnished." 

‘*Oh!’' said Sophia; “who arc they?” 

“ They will pay a hundred and thirty francs a montli, in 
advance, for the middle bedroom.*’ 

“You’ve shown it to them already?” said Sophia. And her 
tone implied that somehow she was conscious of a right to 
overlook the affair of Madame Foucault. 

" No,” said the other. “ I said to myself that first I would 
ask you for a counsel.” 

“ Then will they pay all that for a room they haven’t seen? ” 

“ The fact is,” said Madame Foucault, sheepishly. “ The 
lady has seen the room before. I know her a little. It is a 
former tcn.ant. She lived here some weeks.” 

“ In that room? ” 

“Oh no! She was poor enougli then.” 

“ Where arc they? ” 

“ In the corridor. She is very well, the lady. Naturally 
one must live, she like all the world; but she is veritably well. 
Quite respectable! One would never say . . . Then there 
would be the meals. We could demand one franc for the 
cafe an lait, two and a half francs for the lunch, and three 
francs for the dinner. Without counting other things. That 
would mean over five hundred francs a month, at least. .’\nd 
what would they cost us? Almost nothing! By what appears, 
he is a pl utocra t ... I could thus quickly repay you.” 

“ Is it a marric(^ couple? ” 

“Ah! You know, one cannot demand the marriage certifi- 
cate.” Madame Foucault indicated by a gesture that the Rue 
Br<^a was not the paradise of saints. 

“ When she came before, this lady, was it with the same 
man?” Sophia asked coldly. 

“Ah, my faith, no!” exclaimed Madame Foucault, bridling. 

It was a bad sort, the other, a . , . ! Ah, no.” 
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Wlir do you ask my advice? *’ Sophia abruptly questioned, 
in a hard, inimical voice, “ Is it that it concerns me? 

Tears came at once into the eyes of Madame Foucault. Do 
not l>c unkind/* she implored. 

‘‘ I'm not unkind/* said Sophia, in tlie same tone. 

'* Shall you leave me if I accept this offer? ** 

There was a pause. 

*’ Yes/* said Sophia, bluntly. Slic tried to be large-hearted, 
large-minded, and sympathetic; but there was no sign of these 
qualities in her speech. 

** And if you take with you the furniture which is 
yours ... ! ’* 

Sophia kept silence. 

"How am I to live, I demand of you?** Madame Foucault 
asked weakly. 

By being respectable and dealing with respectable peo- 
ple!** said Sophia, uncompromisingly, in tones of steel. 

** I am unhappy!*' murmured the elder woman. ** However, 
you arc more strong than 1 ! ** 

She brusquely dabbed her eyes, gave a little sob, and ran 
out of the room. Sophia listened at the door, and heard her 
dismiss the would-be tenants of the best bedroom. She 
wondered that she should possess such moral ascendancy over 
the woman, she so young and ingenuous! For, of course, she 
had not meant to remove the furniture. She could hear Ma- 
dame Foucault sobbing quietly in one of the other rooms; and 
licr lips curled. 

Before evening a truly astonishing event happened. Per- 
ceiving that Madame Foucault showed no signs of bestirring 
herself, Sophia, with good nature in her heart but not on her 
tongue, went to her, and said: 

"Shall I occupy myself with the dinner?** 

Madame Foucault sobbed more loudly. 

" That would be very amiable on your part/* Madame 
Foucault managed at last to reply, not very articulately. 

Sophia put a hat on and went to the groccr*s. The grocer, 
who kept a busy establishment at the corner of the Rue 
Clause], was a middle-aged and wealthy man. He had sent 
his young wife and two children to Normandy until victory 
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over the Prussians eliould be more assured, and he asked 
Sophia whether it was true that tlierc was a good bedroom to 
let in the flat where she lived. His servant was ill of small- 
pox ; he was attacked by anxieties and fears on all sides ; he 
would not enter his own flat on account of possible infection; 
he liked Sophia, and Madame Foucault had been a customer of 
his, with intervals, for twenty years. Within an hour he had 
arranged to rent the middle lx.*drooin at eighty francs a month, 
and to take his meals there. The terms were modest, but the 
respectability was pr odigious . All the glory of this tenancy 
fell upon Sophia. 

Madnmc Foucault was deeply impressed. Characteris- 
tically she began at once to construct a theory that Sophia 
had only to walk out of the house in order to discover ideal 
tenants for the rooms. Also slic regarcled the a<lvent of the 
grocer as a rcwarcl from Providence for her self-denial in ri - 
fusing the proflts of sinfulness. Sophia felt personally respon- 
sible to the grocer for his comfort, and so she herself under- 
took the preparation of the room. Madame Foucault was 
amazed at the thoroughness of her housewifery, and at the 
ingenuity of her ideas for tlic arrangement of furniture. She 
sat and watched with admiration syc oj)h_a ntic but real. 

That night, when Sophia was in bed, ^^adamc Foucault 
came into the room, and dropped down by the side of the bed. 
and begged Sophia to be her moral support for ever. She 
confessed herself generally. She explained how she liad 
always hated the negation of respectability; bow respectability 
was the one thing that she had all her life passionately desired. 
She said that if Sophia would be her partner in the letting of 
furnished rooms to respectable persons, she would obey her in 
everything. She gave Sophia a list of all the traits in Sopliin^s 
character which she admired. She asked Sojiliia to influence 
her, to stand by her. She insisted tliat she would sleep on the 
sixth floor in the servant's tiny room; and she had a vision of 
three bedrooms let to successful tradesmen. She >vas in an 
ecstasy of repentance and good intentions. 

Sophia consented to the business proposition; for she had 
nothing else whatever in prospect, and she shared Madame 
Foucault's rosy view about the rcmunerativcncss of the bed- 
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rooms. With three tenants wUo took meals the two women 
would he able to feed themselves for nothing and still make a 
profit on the food; and the rents would be clear gain. 

And she felt very sorry for the ageing, feckless Madame 
L'oucault, wliosc sincerity was obvious. The association bc- 
twc<n them would be strange; it would hove been im{>ossible 
to explain it to St. Luke’s Square. . . . And yet, if there 

was anything at all in the virtue of Christian charity, what 
could properly l>c urged against the association? 

“Ah!** inurmurcd Madame FoncauU, kissing Sophia’s hands, 
it is to-day, then, that I recommence my life. You will see — 
you will see! You have saved me!” 

It was a strange sight, the time-worn, disfigured courtesan, 
li/ill prostrate before the beautiful young creature proud and 
unassailable in the instinctive force of her own character. It 
was almost a didactic tableau., fraught with lessons for the 
vicious. Sophia was happier than she had been for years. 
She had a purpose in existence; she had a fluid soul to mould 
to her will according to her wisdom; and there was a large 
compassion to her credit. Public opinion could not intimidate 
her, for in her case there was no public opinion; she knew 
nolxuly; Dolxxly hod the right to question her doings. 

I he next day, Sunday, they botli worked hard at the bed- 
rooniH from early morning. The grocer was installed in his 
chaml>or, and the two other rooms ivcre cleansed as they had 
never been cleansed. At four o’clock, tlic weather being more 
luagnificcnt than ever, Madame Foucault said; 

*‘ If we took a promfiftodc on the boulevard?” 

Sojihia reflected. They were partners. Very well,” she 
agreed. 

I he boulevard was crninmcd with gay, laughing crowds. 
All the cafes were full. None, who did not know, could have 
guessed that the news of Sedan was scarcely a day old in the 
capital. Delirious joy reigned in the glittering sunshine. As 
the two women strolled along, content with their industry and 
their resolves, they came to a National Guard, who, perched 
on a ladder, was chipping away the ” N ” from the official sign 
of a court-tradesman. He was exchanging jokes with a circle 
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of open mouths. It was in this way that Madame Foucault and 
Sophia learnt of the establishment of a republic. 

•‘Vive la republique!” cried Madame Foucault, incon^- 
n t ntly , and then apologized to Sophia for the lapse. 

"Tirey listened a long while to a man who was telling btratigc 

histories of the Empress. 

Suddenly Sopliia noticed that Madame Foucault was no 
longer at her elbow. She glanced about, and saw her in ear- 
nest conversation with a young man whose face seemed famili.ar. 
She remembered it was the young man with whom Madame 
I'oucault had quarrelled on the night when Sophia found her 
prone in the corridor; the last remaining worshipper of the 
courtesan. 

The woman’s face was quite changed by her agitation, 
iophia drew away, offended. She watched the pair 1 rora a 
distance for a few moments, and then, furious in disillusion, 
she escaped from the fever of the boulevards and walked 
(juietly home. Madame Foucault did not return. Api)nrently 
Madame Foucault was doomed to be the toy of chance. I wo 
days later Sophia received a scrawled letter from her, with the 
information tlmt her lover hod required that she should accom- 
pany him to Brussels, as Paris would soon be getting dangerous. 
“ He adores me always. He is the most delicious boy. As 
I have always said, this is the grand passion of my life. I am 
happy. He would not permit me to come to you. He has 
spent two thousand francs on clothes for me, since naturally 
I had nothing." And so on. No word of apology. Sophia, in 
reading the letter, allowed for a certain exaggeration and twist- 


ing of the truth. 

"Young fool! Fool!" she burst out angrily. She did not 
mean herself ; she meant the fatuous adorer of that dilapi- 
d ated, horrible woman. She never saw her again. Doublicss 
iladamc Foucault fulfilled her own prediction as to her ulti- 
mate destiny, but in Brussels. /- 






'll' M 

Sophia still possessed oboiit a liundrcd pounds, and bad She 


chosen to leave Paris and France, there was nothing to prevent 
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her from doing so. Perhaps if she had chanced to visit the 
Garc St. Larare or the Gare du Nord, the sight of tons of 
thousands of people flying seawards might liavc stirred in her 
the desire to flee also from the vague coming danger. But she 
did not visit those t e^^inin i : she was too busy looking after 
Niepce, her grocer. Moreover, she would not <\nit her furni- 
furc, whicli seemed to her to be a sort of rock. Witli a flat full 
of furniture she considered that she ought to he able to devise 
a livchhood; tlic enterprise of becoming independent was al- 
ready indeed begun. She ardently Avished to be independent, to 
utilize in her own behalf the gifts of organization, foresight, 
coinmonscnsG and tenacity whicli she knew she possessed and 
which had Iain idle. And she hated the idea of flight. 

Chirac returned as unexpectedly as he had gone; an expe- 
dition for his paper had occupied him. With his lips he urged 
her to go, but his eyes spoke differently. He had, one after- 
noon, a mood of candid despair, such as he would have dared 
to show only to one in whom he felt great confidence. They 
will come to Paris,*' he said; ''nothing can stop them. And 
. . . then ... ! *' He gave* a cynical laugh. But 

when he urged her to go she said: 

"And what aliout my furniture? And Tve promised M. 
Niepce to look after him." 

Then Chirac informed her thot he was without a lodging, 
and that he would like to rent one of her rooms. She agreed. 

Shortly afterwards he introduced a middle-ngcd acquaint- 
ance nam cr Carlicr, the secretary-general of his newspaper, 
who wished to^enT'a bedroom. Thus by good fortune Sophia 
let all her rooms immediately, and was sure of over two hundred 
francs a month, apart from the profit on meals supplied. On 
this latter occasion Chirac (and his companion too) was quite 
optimistic^ reiterating an absolute certitude that Paris could 
never be liwcsted. Briefly, Sophia di5^ot believe him. She 
believed the candidly despairing Clurac. She had no informa* 
tion, no %vidc theory, to justify her pessimism; nothing but the 
inward conviction that the race capable of behaving as she had 
seen it behave in the Place dc la Concorde, was bound to be 
defeated. She loved the French race; but all the practical 
Teutonic sagacity in her wanted to take care of it in its diffi- 
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cultics, and was rather angry with it for being so unfitted to take 
care of itself. 

She let the men talk, and with careless disdain of tlicir 
discussions and their certainties she went about her business 
of preparation. At this period, overworked and harassed by 
novel responsibilities and risks, she was happier, for days 
together, than she had ever been, simply because she had a 
purjiosc in life and was depending upon herself. Her ignorance 
of the irilitary and political situation was complete; tlic situa- 
tion did not interest her. What interested her was that she 
had three men to feed wliolly or partially, and that the price 
of eatables was rising. She bought eatables. She bought 
fifty pecks of potatoes at a franc a peck, and another fifty 
pecks at a franc and a quarter — double the normal price; ten 
iianis at two and a half francs a pound; a large quantity of 
tinned vegetables and fruits, a sack of flour, rice, biscuits, 
coffee, Lyons sausage, dried prunes, dried figs, and much wood 
and charcoal. But the chief "of Her purchases was cheese, of 
which licr mother used to say that bread and clieesc and water 
made a complete diet, ^^^ny of tliesc articles she obtained from 
her grocer. All of them, except the flour and the biscuits, she 
stored in the cellar belonging to the flat; after several days’ 
delay, for the Parisian workmen were too elated by the advent 
of a republic to stoop to labour, she caused a new lock to be 
fixed on the ccllar-door. Her acti\’itics were the sensation of 
the liousc. Everybody admired, but no one imitated. 

One morning, on going to do her marketing, she found a 
notice across the shuttered windows of her creamery in the 
Rue Notre Dame de Lorette: " Closed for want of milk.” The 
si ege had begu n. It was in the closing of the creamery that 
the siege was ^gured for her; in this, and in eggs at five sous 
a piece. She went elsewhere for her milk and paid a franc 
a^Rtcc.for it. That evening she told her lodgers tliat the price 
of meals would be doubled, and that if any gentleman thought 
that he could get equally good meals cbsewhcrc, he was at 
liberty to get them elsewhere. Her position was strengthened 
by the appearance of another candidate for o room, a friend of 
Niepce. .She at once offered him her own room, at a hundred 
and fifty francs a month. 
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You see/' she said, tlicrc is a piano in it/* 

But I don’t play the piano/’ the man protested, shocked 
at the price. 

*' That is not my fault/’ she said. 

He agreed to pay the price demanded for the room because 
of tlic opportunity of getting good meals much cheaper than 
in llu* restaurants, Like M. Niepce, he was a ‘ siege-widower/ 
his wife having been put under shelter in Brittany. Sophia 
took to the servant’s bedroom on the sixth floor. It measured 
nine feel by seven, and liad no window save a skylight; but Sophia 
was in a fair way to realize a profit of at least four pounds a 
week, after paying for everything. 

On the night when she installed herself in that chamber, 
amid a world of domestics and poor people, she worked very 
late, and the rays of her candles shot up intermittently through 
the skylight into a black heaven; at inten'als she flitted up 
and down the stairs with a candle. Unknown to her a crowd 
gradually formed opposite the house in the street, and at nlxiut 
one o clock in the morning a file of soldiers woke the concierge 
and invaded the courtyard, and every window was suddenly popu- 
lated with heads, Sophia was called upon to prove that she was 
not a spy signalling to the Prussians. Three quarters of an 
hour passed before her innocence was established and the stair- 
cases cleared of uniforms and dishevelled curiosity. The child- 
ish, impossible unreason of the suspicion against licr completed 
ill Sophias mind the ruin of the reputation of the French peo- 
ple os a sensible race. She was extremely enustje the next day 
lo her boarders. Except for this episode, the frequency of 
military uniforms in the streets, the price of food, and the fact 
that at least one house in four was flying either the ambulance 
flag or the flag of a foreign embassy (in an absurd hope^^T im- 
munity from the impending bombardment) the siege did not exist 
for Sophia. The men often talked about their guard-duty, 
and disappeared for a day or two to the ramparts, but she was 
too busy to listen to them. She thought of nothing but her en- 
terprise, which absorbed all her powers. She arose at six a.ro. 
in the dark, and by seven-thirty M, Niepce and his friend had 
^cn served with breakfast, and much general work was alreody 
done* At eight o'clock she went out to market When asked 
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why she continued to buy at a high price, articles of which she 
had a store, she would reply: " I am keeping all tliat till tilings 
are much dearer.” This was regarded as astounding astute- 
ness. 

On the fifteenth of October she paid the quarter’s rent of 
the flat, four hundred francs, and was accepted as tenant. Her 
cars were soon quite accu.stomed to the sound of cannon, and 
she felt that d»c had always been a citizeness of Paris, and 
that Paris had always been besieged. She did not speculate 
al)out the end of the siege; she lived from day to day. Occa- 
sionally she had a qu^ of fear, when the firing grew momen- 
tarily louder, or when she heard that battles had been fought 
in such and such a suburb. But then she said it was absurd 
to he afraid when you were with a couple of million people, all 
in the same plight as yourself. She grew reconciled to every- 
thing. She even began to like her tiny bedroom, partly be- 
cause it was 80 easy to keep warm (the quesbon of artificial 
heat was growing acute in Paris), and partly bccau.se it ensured 
her privacy. Down in the flat, whatever was done or said in 
one room could be more or less heard in all the others, owing 
to the prevalence of doors. 

Her existence, in the first half of November, had become regu- 
lar with a monotony almost absolute. Only the number of 
meals served to her boarders varied slightly from day to day. 
All these repasts, save now and then one in the evening, were 
carried into ITic bedrooms by the charwoman. Sophia did not 
.allow herself to be seen much, except in the afternoons. Though 
Sophia continued to increase her prices, and was now selling her 
stores at an immense profit, she never approached the prices 
current outside. She was very indignant against the exploitation 
of Paris by its shopkeepers, who had vast supplies of provender^ 
and were hoarding for the rise. But the force of Oicir ex- 
ample was too great for her to ignore it entirely; she contented 
herself with about half their gains. Only to M. _NicpcjL ilitl she 
charge more than to the others, because he was a shopkeeper. 
The four men appreciated their paradise. In them developed 
that agreeable feeling of security which solitary males find 
only under the roof of a landlady who is at once prompt, honest, 
and a votary of cleanliness. Sophia hung a slate near the front- 
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door, and on this slate they wrote their requests for meals, for 
being called, for laundry-^^v)rk. etc. Sophia never made a mis- 
take, and never forgot. The perfection of the domestic machine 
amazed these men. who had l>ocn accustomed to something 
different, and who every day heard harrowing stories of discom- 
fort and swimiling from their acquaintances. Tlicy even ad- 
mired Sophia for making them pay, if not too high, still high. 
They tliought it wonderful that she should tell them the ])ricc 
of all tilings in advance, and even show them how to avoid 
expense, particularly in the matter of warmth, She arranged 
rugs for each of them, so that they could sit comfortably in 
their moms with nothing hut a small charcoal heater for the 
hands, (^uitc naturally they came to regard her as the para- 
gon and miracle of women. They endowed her with every fine 
quality. According to them there had never l>ccn such a woman 
in tlic history of mankind ; there could not have been ! She be- 
came legendary among their friends: a young and elegant 
creature, surpassingly beautiful, proud, queenly, unapproncliable, 
scarcely visible, a marvellous manager, a line cook and artificer 
of strange English dishes, utterly reliable, utterly exact and 
with habiUs of order . . . ! They adored the slight Eng- 
lish accent which gave a touch of the exotic to her very correct 
and freely idiomatic Ercnch. In short, Sophia was jicrfect 
for them, an impossible woman. Whatever she did was right, 

And she went up to her room every night with limbs ex- 
hausted, but with licad clear enough t o balance her accounts and 
go tlirough her money. She did this in bed with thick gloves on. 
If often she did not sleep well, it was not because of the dis- 
tant guns, but l>ocause of her preoccupation with the subject 
of finance. She was making money, and she wonted to make 
more. She was always inventing ways of economy. She was so 
anxious to achieve independence that money was always in her 
mind. She began to love gold, to love hoarding it, and to hate 
paying it away. 

One morning her charwoman, who by good fortune was nearly 
ns precise as Sophia herself, failed to appear, ^Vhcn the mo- 
ment came fop serving M. Niepce’s breakfast, Sophia hesitated, 
and then decided to look after the old man personally. She 
knocked at his door, and went boldly in with the tray and candle. 
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He started at seeing her; she was wearing a blue apron, as the 
charwoman did, but there could be no mistaking her f or tlic char- 
woman. Niepce looked older in bed than when dressed. He 
had a rather ridiculous, undignified appearance, common among 
old men before their morning toilette is achieved; and a niglit- 
cap did not improve it. His r otund pauncli lifted the bed- 
clothes, upon which, for the sake of extra warmth, he had spread 
iinmajestic garments. Sophia smiled to herself; but the con- 
tempt implied by that secret smile was softened by the thought: 

" Poor old man!” She told him briefly that she supjioscd the 
chirwoman to be ill. He coughed and moved nervously. His 
benevolent and simple face beamed on her paternally as she 
li.xed the tray by the bed. 

■■ I really must open the window for one little second,” she 
said, and did so. The chill air of the street came through the 
closed shutters, and the old man made a noise as of shivering. 
She pushed back the shutters, and closed the window, and then 
did the same with the other two windows. It was almost day 
in the room. 

'* You will no longer nerd the candle,” she said, and came 
back to the bedside to extinguish it. 

The benign and fatherly old man put his arm round her waist. 
Fresh from the tonic of pure air, and with the notion of his 
ridiculousness still in her mind, she was staggered for an instant 
by this gesture. She had never given a thought to the tempera- 
ment of the old grocer, the husband of a young wife. She 
could not always imaginatively keep in mind the effect of her 
own radiance, especially under such circumstances. But after 
an instant her precocious cynicism, which had slept, sprang up. 
" Naturally! I might have expected it! ” she thought with blast- 
ing scorn. 

” Take away your hand ! ” she sold bitterly to the amiable old 
fool. She did not stir. 

He obeyed, sheepishly. 

” Do you wisli to remain with me? ” she asked, and as he did 
not immediately answer, she said in a most commanding tone: 
” Answer, then! ” 

“ Yes,” he said feebly. 

“ Well, behave properly.” 
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She went towards the door. 

I wished only — he stammered. 

‘‘ 1 do not wish to know what you wished/' she said. 

Afterwards she wondered how much of the incident had been 
oTcrhcard. The otlicr breakfasts she left oubiidc the respective 
doors; and in future Nir})cc*s also. 

The charwoman never came again. She had caught smallpox 
and she died of it, thus losing a good situation. Strange to 
say, Sophia did not replace her; the temptation to save her 
wages and food was too strong. She could not, however, stand 
wailing for hours at the door of the official baker and the of- 
ficial butcher, one of a long line of frozen women, for the 
daily rations of bread and tri-weekly rations of meat. She em- 
ployed the concierge's boy, at two sous an hour, to do this. Some- 
times he would come in with his hands so blue niul cold tlmt he 
could scarcely hold the precious cards which gave the right to 
the rations and which cost Cliirac an hour or two of waiting at 
the mayora l offices each week. Sophia might have fed her flock 
without resorting to the official rations, hut she would not sacrifice 
tlio cconuroy which they represented. She demanded thick 
cIoUics for the concierge's boy, and received boots from Chirac, 
gloves from Carlicr, and a great overcoat from Niepce. The 
weather increased ia severity, and provisions in price. One day 
she sold to the wife of a chemist who lived on the first floor, 
for a hundred and ten francs, a ha m for which she had paid less 
than thirty francs. She was conscious of a thrill of joy in 
receiving a beautiful banknote and a gold coin in exchange for 
a mere ham. By this time her total cash resources hod grown 
to nearly five thousand francs. It was astounding. And the re- 
serves in the cellar were still considerable, and the sack of flour 
that encumbered the kitchen was still more than half full. The 
death of the faithful charwoman, when she heard of it, pro- 
duced hat little effect on Sophia, who was so overworked and 
so completely absorbed in her own affairs that she had no nerv- 
ous energy to spare for sentimental regrets. The charwoman, 
by whose side she had regularly passed many hours in the 
kitchen, so that she knew every crease in her face and fold of 
her dress, vanished out of Sophia^s memory, 

Sophia cleaned and arranged two of the bedrooms in the mor»^ 
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ing, and two in tbc afternoon. She had stayed in hotels \Thcre 
fifteen bedrooms were in charge of a single chambermaid, and 
she thought it would be hard if she could not manage four in 
the intervals of cooking and other work! This she said to her- 
self by way of excuse for not engaging another charwoman. 
One afternoon she was rubbing the brass knobs of the numer- 
ous doors in M. Niepce’s room, when the grocer imcxpcctedly 
came in. 

She glanced at him sharply. There was a self-conscious look 
in liis eye. He had entered the flat noiselessly. She remem- 
bered having told him, in response to a question, that she now 
did his room in the afternoon. Why should he have left his 
shop? He hung up his hat behind the door, with the meticulo us 
care of an old man. Then he took off his overcoat and rubbed 
liis hands. 

“ You do well to wear gloves, madaroc,” he said. It is dog’s 
weather.” 

“ [ do not wear them for the cold,” she replied. " I wear 
them so as not to spoil my hands.” 

"Ah! truly! Very well! Very well! May I demand some 
wood? Where shall I And it? I do not wish to derange you.” 

She refused his help, and brought wood from the kitchen, 
counting tlic logs audibly before him. 

“Shall I light the fire now?” she asked. 

“ I will light it,” he said. 

“ Give me a match, please.” 

As she was arranging the wood and paper, he said; “ hindame, 
will you listen to me?” 

“ What is it? ” 

“ Do not be angry,” he said. " Have I not proved that I ^ 
am capable of respecting yon? I continue in that respect. It 
is with all that respect that 1 say to you that 1 love yoo, madamc./ 
. . . No, remain calm, I implore yoo!” The fact was thati 

Sophia showed no sign of not remaining calm. “ It i.s true thad 
I have a wife. But what do you wish . . . ? She is fat 

away. I love you madly,” he proceeded with dignified respectl 
“ I know I am old; but 1 am rich. I understand your character.^ 
You are a lady, you arc decided, direct, sincere, and a woman 
of business. I have the greatest respect for yon. One con talk 
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to you as one could not to another woman. You prefer direct- 
ness and sincerity. Madame, I will give you two tijousand f rancs 
a month, and all you require from my shop, if you will be amiable 
to me. I am very solitary, I need the society of a charming 
creature who would be sympathetic. Two thousand francs a 
month. It is money." 

He wiped his shiny head with his hand. 

Sophia was bending over the fire. She turned her head to- 
wards him. 

Is that all?" she said quietly. 

You could count on my discretion," he said in a low voice. 
" I appreciate your .scruples. I would come, very late, to your 
room on the sixth. One could arrange • • • You see, I 

am direct, like you." 

Slic had an impulse to order him tempestuously out of the 
Hat; but it was not a genuine impulse. He was an old fool. 
Wily not treat him as such? To take him seriously would Ikj 
absurd. Moreover, he was a very remunerative boarder. 

" Do not be stupid," she said with cruel tranquillity. " Da 
not be an old fool." 

And the benign but fatuous middle-aged l eche r saw the en- 
chanting vision of Sophia, with her natty apron and her amus- 
ing gloves, sweep and fade from the room. He left ihc house, 
and the expensive fire warmed an empty room. 

Sophia was angry with him. He had evidently planned the 
proposal. If capable of respect, he was evidently also capable 
of ^hicanc . But she supposed these Frenchmen were oil alike: 
disgusting; and decided that it was useless to w*orry over a uni- 
versal fact. They had simply no shame, and she had been very 
prudent to establish herself far away on the sixth floor. She 
hoped that none of the other boarders hod overheard Niepce’s 
outrageous insolence. She was not sure if Chirac was not writ- 
ing in his room. 

Tliot night there was no sound of cannon in the distance, and 
Sophia for some time was unable to sleep. She woke up with 
a start, after a doze, and struck a match to look at her watch. 
It had stopped. She had forgotten to wind it up, which omis- 
sion indicated .that the grocer bad perturbed her more than she 
thought. She could not be sure how long she had slept. The 
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hour might he two o’clock or it might he six o'clock. Impossible 
for her to rest! She got up and dressed (in ease it should be as 
late as she feared) and crept down the interminable creaking 
stairs with the candle. As she descended, the conviction that it 
was the middle of the night grew upon her, and she stepped more 
softly. There was no sound save that caused by her footfalls. 
With her latchkey she cautiously opened the front door of the 
flat and entered.’ She could then hear the noisy ticking of 
tlie small, cheap clock in the kitchen. At the same moment an- 
other door creaked, and Chirac, with hair all tousled, but fully 

dressed, appeared in the corridor. 

"So you have decided to sell yourself to him! Chirac 

whispered. 

She drew away instinctively, and she could feel herself blush- 
ing. She was at a loss. She saw that Chirac was in a furious 
rage, tremendously moved. He crept towards her, halt crouch- 
ing. She had never seen anything so theatrical as his movement, 
and the twitching of his face. She felt that she too ought to 
he theatrical, that she ought nobly to scorn his infamous sug- 
gestion, his unwarrantable attack. Even supposing that she 
h.id decided to sell herself to the old pasha , did that concern 
him? A dignified silence, an annihilating glance, were all tliat 
he deserved. But she was not capable of this heroic behaviour. 
"What time is it?” she added weakly. 

" Three o’clock,” Chirac sneered. 

" I forgot to wind up my watch,” she said. ” And so I came 

down to see.” ^ 

"In effect!” He spoke sarcastically, as if saying: 1 vc 

waited for you, and here you arc.” 

She said to herself that she owed him nothing, but all the 
time she felt that he and she were the only young people in 
that flat, and that she did owe to him the proof that she was 
guiltless of the supreme dishonour of youth. She collected her 
forces and looked at him. 

"You should be ashamed,” she said. “You will wake the 
others.” 

“ And M. Niepce — will he need to be wakened? 

“ M. Niepce is not here,” she said. 

Niepce’s door was unlatched. She poshed it open, and went 
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into tlic room, wfiicli was empty and bore no sign of having 
been used. 

‘’Come and satisfy yourself!*’ slic insisted. 

C’hirac did so. His face fell. 

She look licr watch from her pocket. 

” And now wind my watch, and set it, please.” 

She saw that lie was in anguish He could not take the watcli. 
Tears came into his eyes. Then he hid his face, and dashed 
away. She heard a sob- impeded murmur that sounded like, 
1‘orgivc me!” and the banging of a door. And in the still- 
ness she heard the regular snoring of M. Carlier. She too cried. 
Her vision was blurred by a mist, .and she stumbled into the 
kitchen and seized the clock, and carried it willi her up- 
stairs, and shivered in the intense cold of the night. She wept 
gently for a very long time. ” What a shame! What a shame! ** 
she said to herself. Yet she did not quite blame Chirac. The 
frost drove her into bed, but not to sleep. She continued to 
cry. At dawn her eyes were inriamed witli weeping. She was 
back in the kitchen then. Chirac's door was wide open. He had 
left the flat. On the slate was written, ” I shall not take meals 
to-day.” 

■ ^ ^ ^ h ' ^ ' 

, Their rclattons were permanently changed. For several days 
tliry did not meet at nil; nnd when at the end of tho week 
Cliirnc was obliged at last to face Sophia in order to pay his 
hill, he had n most grievous expression. It was obvious that he 
considered himself a criminal without any defence to olFcr for 
his crime. He seemed to make no attempt to hide his state of 
mind. But he said nothing. As for Sophia, she preserved a 
mien of Qiniahl(^hccrfulncss. She exerted herself to convince 
him by her attitude that she bore no resentment, that she had 
determined to forget the incident, that in short she was the for- 
giving angel of his dreams. She did not, however, succeed 
entirely in being quite natural. Confronted by his misery, it 
would have been impossible for her to be quite nnturol, and at 
the same time quite cheerful ! 

^ A little later the social atmosphere of the flat begon to grow 
q uerulo us, disputatious and perverse. The nerves of everybody 
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were seriously strained. This applied to the whole citv. Da\s 
of heavy rains followed the sharp frosts, and the town was, as 
it were, sodden with woe. The gates were closed. And thonpli 
nine-tenths of the inhabitants never went outside the gates, the 
dehuite and absolute closing of them demoralized all hearts. 
Gas was no longer supplied. Rats, cats, and thorough-bred 
horses were being eaten and pronounced ‘ not bad. The siege 
had ceased to be a novelty. Friends did not invite one another 
to a ‘ siege-dinner ’ as to a picnic. Sophia, fatigued by regular 
overwork, became weary of the situation. She was angry with 
the Prussians for dilatorincss, and with the French for inaction, 
and she poured out lier English spleen on her boarders. The 
boarders told each other in secret that the patronne was growing 
formidable. Chiefly she bore a grudge against the shopkeepers; 
and when, upon a rumour of peace, the shop-windows one day 
suddenly blossomed with prodigious quantities of all odible.s, at 
highest prices, thus proving that the famine was artificially 
created, Sophia was furious. M. Niepce in particular, though 
he sold goods to her at a special discount, suffered indignities. 
A few days later that benign and fatherly man put himself 
lamentably in the wrong by attempting to introduce into his room 
a charming voung creature who knew how to be sympathetic. 
Sophia, by an accident unfortunate for the grocer, caught them 
in the corridor. She was beside herself, but the only- outward 
symptoms were a white face and a cold steely voice that grated 
like a ra^p on the susceptibilities of the adherents of Aphrodite. 
At this period Sopliia had certainly developed into a termagant 
— without knowing it! 

She would often insist now on talking about the siege, and 
hearing everything that the men could tell her. Her comments, 
made without the least regard for the justifiable delicacy of 
their feelings as Frenchmen, sometimes led to heated exchanges. 
When all Montmartre and the Quarticr Breda was impassioned 
hy the appearance from outside of the Thirty-second battalion, she 
took the side of the populace, and would not credit the solemn 
statement of the journalists, proved by documents, that these 
maltreated soldiers were not cowards in flight. She supported 
the women who had spit in the faces of the Thirty-second. She 
actually said that if she had met them, she would have spit too. 
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Really, she was convinced of tlie innocence of the Thirty^second, 
but somethini^ prevented her from admitting it. The dispute 
ended with high words between herself and Chirac. 

Tlic next day Chirac came home at an unusual hour, knocked 
at the kitclien door, and said: 

“ I iinist give notice to leave you.” 

^Vlly? ” she demanded curtly. 

She was kneading Hour and water for a potato-cake. Her 
potato-cakes were the joy of the household. 

'' My paper has stopped !’* said Chirac. 

'‘Oh!” she added tlioughtfully, but not looking at him. 

” Tiiat is no reason why you should leave.” 

“ Yes,” he said. ” This place is beyond my means. I do not 
need to tell you that in ceasing to appear the paper has omitted 
to pay its debts. The house ow*cs me a month’s salary. So I 
must leave.” 

"No!” said Sophia. ” You can pay me wlien you have 
money.” 

He shook his head. ” I have no intention of accepting your 
kindness.” 

” Haven't you got any money? ” she abruptly asked. 

"None,” said he. ” It is the disaster — quite simply!” 

” Then you will be forced to get into debt somewhere.” 

Yes, but not here! Not to you!” 

“Truly, Chirac/’ she exclaimed, with a cajoling voice, “you 
arc not reasonable.” 

” NcverUielcss it is like that! ” he said with decision. 

” £h, well!” she turned on him menacingly. ” It will not 
be like that! You understand me? You will stay. And you 
will pay me when you can. Otherwise we shall quarrel. Do you 
imagine I shall tolerate your childishness? Just because you 
were angry last night ” 

” It is not that,” he protested. ” You ought to know it is 
not that.” (She did.) ” It is solely that I cannot permit my* 
self to ” 

” Enough ! ” she cried peremptorily, stopping him. And then 
in a quieter tone, ” And what about Carlicr? 1$ he also in 
the ditch?” 

” Ah ! he has money,” said Chirac, with sad envy. 
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“You also, one day," said she. "You slop — in any case 
until after Christmas, or we quarrel. Is it agreed?” Her ac- 
cent had softened. 

“ You are too good ! ” he yielded. " I cannot quarrel with 
you. But it pains me to accept ” 

“Oh!” she snapped, dropping into the vulgar idiom, “you 
make me sweat with your stupid pride. Is it that that you 
call friendship? Go away now. How do you wish that 1 should 
succeed with this cake while you station yourself there to dis- 

But in three days’ Chirac, with amazing luck, fell into an- 
other situation, and on the Journal des Dehats. It was the 
Prussians who had found him a place. The celebrated Paxcmic; 

second greatest chroniqueur of his time, had caught a 
cold while doing his duly as a national guard, and had died of 
pneumonia. The weather was severe again; soldiers were be- 
ing frozen to death at Aubervillicrs. Paycnnevillc’s position 
was taken by another man, whose post was offered to Chirac. 
He told Sophia of his good fortune with unconcealed vanity. 

“You with your smile!” she said impatiently, "One can 

refuse you nothing! ” 

She "behaved just as though Chirac had disgusted her. She 
humbled him. But with his fellow-lodgers his airs of importance 
as a member of the editorial staff of the Debats were comical in 
their ingenuousness. On the very same day Carlicr gave notice 
to leave Sophia. He was comparatively rich; but the habits 
which had enabled him to arrive at independence in the uncer- 
tain vocation of a journalist would not allow him, while he was 
earning nothing, to spend a sou more than was absolutely neces- 
sary. He had decided to join forces with a widowed sister, who 
was accustomed to parsimony as parsimony is understood in 
France, and who was livTng' on hoarded potatoes and wine. 

“ There!” said Sophia, “you have lost me a tenant!” 

And she insisted, half jocularly and half seriously, that Cnr- 
licr was leaving because he could not stand Chirac s infantile con** 
ccit? The flat was full of acrimonious words. 

On Christinas morning Chiral lay in bed rather late; the 
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ncws))Apcrs did not appear that day. Paris seemed to be in a 
sort of stupor. About eleven o'clock he came to the kitchen door. 

“ I must speak witli you/* he soid. His tone impressed Sophia* 
Enter/’ said she. 

He ivent in, and closed the door like a conspirator, We 
uiiisl have a little fete/’ he said. You and 1/' 

Fete! she repeated- What an idea! How can I leave? 

If the idea had not appealed to the secrecies of her heart, 

stirring desires and souvenirs upon which the dust of time lay 

tliiek, she would not Imvc bepun by suggesting difficulties; she 

W'uuld have begun by a flat refusal. 

That is nothing/' he said vigorously, It is Christmas, and 

I must have a ehnt with vou- Wo cannot chat here, I have not 

% 

had a true little chat with vou since vou were ill. Y^ou will 

* » 

come with me to a rc-slauront for lunch.’' 

She laughed. “And the lunch of my lodgers?” 

** Y’ou will serve it a little earlier. We will go out immediately 
afterwords, and we will return in time for you to prepare dinner. 
It i.s quite simple,” 

She shook her head. “ Y’^ou arc mad,” she said crossly. 

“ It is necessary that I should offer you something/' he went 
on scoy^ling. ” Y'ou comprehend me? I wish you to lunch with 
me to-day, I demand it, and you arc not going to refuse me.” 

He was very close to her in the little kitchen, and he spoke 
fiercely, bullyingly, exactly as she had spoken to him wlira in* 
aisting that he should live on credit with her for n while, 

“ You arc very rude/' she parxied. 

” If 1 am rude, it is all the same to me/' he held out uiicom* 
promisingly, “You will lunch with me; I hold to it,” 

“ How can I be dressed? *' she protested. 

“ That docs not concern me. Arrange that os you can.” 

It was the most curious invitation to a Christmos dinner 
imaginable. 

At a quarter past twelve they issued forth side by side, 
licavily clad, into the mournful streets. The sky, slatc-coloured, 
presaged snow. The air was bitterly cold, and yet damp. 
There were no fiacres in the little three-cornered place which 
forms the mouth of the Rue Clauscl. In the Rue Notre Dnmc 
de lx>rette, a single empty omnibus was toiling up the steep 
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glassy slope, the horses slipping and rccoTcring themselves lu 
response to the %vhip-cracking, which sounded in the streets 
as in an empty vault. Higher up, in the Rue hontaine, one 
of the few shops that were open displayed this announcement: 

** large selection of cheeses for New Yearns gifts/* They 
laughed. 

** Last year at this moment,” said Chirac, ” I was thinking 
of only one thing — the masked ball at the opera. I could 
not .sleep after it. This year even the churches, are not open. 
And you? ” 

She pat her lips together. ” Do not ask me,” she said. 

They proceeded in silence. 

We arc t ristc , we others,” he said. ” But tlic Prussians, 
in their trenches, they cannot be so gay, either! Their families 
and their Christmas trees must be lacking to them. Let us 
laugh ! ” 

The Place Blanche and the Boulevard dc Clichy were no more 
lively than the lesser streets and squares. There wa.s no life 
anywhere, scarcely a sound; not even the sound of cannon. No- 
body knew anything; Christmas had put the city into a lugubn- 
ous trance of hopelessness. Chirac took Sophia’s arm across 
*tllB Place Blanche, and a few yards up the Rue Lcpic he stopped 
at a small restaurant, famous among the initiated, and known 
as ” The Little Louis.” They entered, descending by two steps 
into a confined and sombrely picturesque interior. 

Sophia saw that they were expected. Chirac must have paid 
a previous visit to the restaurant that morning. Several dis- 
ordered tables showed that people had already lunched, and 
left; but in the corner was a table for two, freshly laid in the 
best manner of such restaurants; that is to say, with a red-and- 
whitc checked cloth, and bvo other red-and-whitc cloths, almost 
as large as the table-cloth, folded as serviettes and arranged flat 
on two thick plates between solid stcel^clltirry ; a salt-cellar, out 
of which one ground rock-^alt by turning^ handle, a pepper- 
castor, two knife-rests, and two common tumblers. The phe- 
nomena which diiFerentiated this table from the ordinary table 
were a champagne bottle apd a couple of champagne glasses. 
Champagne was one of thef few items which had not increased 
in price during the siege, f 
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The landlord and liis wife were eating in another corner, a 
fat, slatternly pair, wlioin no privations of a siege could Imvc 
emac iate d. The landlord rose. He was dressed as a all in 

wlutc, with the sacred cap; Init a soiled white. Everything in 
the place was untidy, u pkem pt and more or less unclean, ex- 
ce|>t just the table upon which champagne was waiting. And 
yet the restaurant was agreeable, reassuring. The landlord 
grertrd his customers as honest friends. His greasy face was 
honesty and so was the pale, weary, humorous face of his wife. 
C'hirac saluted her. 

You see,** said she, across from the other corner, indi- 
cating a bone on her plate, This is Diane!'* 

‘"Ah! the poor animal!" exclaimed Chirac, sympathetically. 

" What would you.^ " said the Landlady, " It cost too dear to 
feed her. And she was so mi t^nonu e! One could not watch her 
grow thin ! " 

I was saying to my wife," the landlord put in, " how she 
would have enjoyed that bone— Diane!" He roared with 
laughter. 

Sophia and the landlady exchanged a curious sad smile at this 
])lensantry, which had been rc-discovcrcd by the landlord for 
perhaps the thousandth time during the siege, but wliich he evi- 
dently regarded as quite new and original. 

" Kh, well! " he continued confidentially to Chirac. " I havo 
found for you somctliing very good — holf a duck." And in 
a still lower tone: And it will not cost you too dear,** 

No attempt to realise more than a modest profit was ever 
made in that restaurant. It possessed a regular clientele who 
knew the value of the little money they had, and who knew also 
how to appreciate sincere and accomplished cookery. The land- 
lord was the chef, and he W’ns always referred to as the chef, even 
by his wife. 

" How did you get that?" Chirac asked. 

"All!** said the landlord, mysteriously, "I have one of my 
friends, who comes from Villcncuvc St. Georges — refugee, you 
know. In fine • » A wave of the fat hands, suggesting 

that Chirac should not inquire too closely. 

* in effect 1 " Chirac commented. But it is very chic, thatl ** 
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“I believe you that it is chic!” said the landlady, sturdily. 

“ It is channing,’' Sophia murmured politely. 

“ And then a quite little salad ! ” said the landlord. 

“ But that — that is still more striking!” said Chirac. 

The landlord winked. The fact was that the commerce whicli 
resulted in fresh green vegeUbles in the heart of a bcl^Uied 
town was notorious. 

"And then also a quite little cheese!” said Sophia, slightly 
imitating the tone of the landlord, as she drew from the inward- 
ness of her cloak a small round parcel. It contained a Brie 
cheese, in fairly good condition. It was worth at least fifty 
■francs, and it had cost Sopliia less than two francs. The 
landlady joined the landlord in inspecting this wondrous jewel. 
Sophia seized a knife and cut a slice for the landlady's table. 

"Madame is too good!” said the landlady, confused by this 
noble generosity, and bearing the gift off to her table as a 
fox-terrier will hurriedly seek solitude with a sumptuous morsel. 
The landlord beamed. Chirac was enchanted. In the intimate 
and unaffected cosiness of that interior the vast, stupefied melan- 
choly of the city seemed to be forgotten, to have lost its sway. 

Then the landlord brought a hot brick for the feet of inadame. 
It was more an acknowledgment of the slice of cheese than a 
necessity, for the restaurant was very warm; the tiny kitchen 
opened directly into it, and the door between the two was open; 
there was no ventilation whatever. 

" It is a friend of mine,” said the landlord, proudly, in the 
way of gossip, as he served an undcscribed soup, " a butcher 
in the Faubourg St. Honorc, who has bought the three clepliants 
of the Jardin des Plantes for twenty-seven thousand francs.” 
Eyebrows were lifted. He uncorked the champagne. 

As she drank the first mouthful (she had long lost her youth- 
ful aversion for wine), Sophia hod a glimpse of herself in 
a tilted mirror hung rather high on the opposite wall. It was 
several months since she had attired herself with ceremoniousness. 
The sudden unexpected vision of elegance and pallid beauty 
pleased her. And the instant' effect of the champagne was to 
renew in her mind a forgotten conception of the goodness of 
life and of the joys which she had so long missed. 
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At half-past Iwo they were alone in the little salon of the 
restaurant, and vaguely in their dreamy and feverish minds 
that were too prcoecui)icJ to control with precision their warm, 
relaxe<l bodies, there floated the illusion that the restaurant be- 
loiigtil to them anel that in it they were at home. It was no 
longer a restaurant, but a retreat and shelter from hard life. 
The; chef and his wife were dozing in an inner room. The 
cltanipagnc Mas drunk; the adorable cheese was eaten; and they 
Mere sipping .Marc de Bourgogne. They sot at right angles to 
one another, close to one another, with brains asM'iDg; full of 
good nature and quick sympathy; their flesh content and yet 
e'spectant. In a pause of the conversation (M’iiioh, entirely 
Wnal a nd fragmentary, had seemed to reach the acme of agrcc- 
ablcncss), Chirac put his hand on the hand of Sophia ns it rested 
limp on the littered table. Accidentally she caught his eye; she 
had not meant to do so. They both became self-conscious. 
His thin, bearded face had more than ever that wistfulncss which 
always softened toM'ards him the uncompromisingiicss of her 
character. He had the look of a child. For her, Gerald had 
soiiicUmes shoM-n the same look. But indeed she was noM- one of 
those women for whom all men, and especially all men in a 


tender mood, arc invested with a certain incurable quality of 
childishness. She had not withdrawn her hand at once, and so 
she could not withdraw it at all. 

He gazed at her with timid audacity. Her eyes were liquid. 

'■ What arc you thinking about? ” she asked. 

*' I was asking myself what I should hove done if you had 
refused to come.” 

■' And what should you have done? ” 

” Assuredly something terribly inconvenient,” he replied, with 
the lorgc importance of a man who is in the domoin of pure 
supposition. He leaned towords her. ” My very dear friend,” 
he said in a difl^crent voice, getting bolder. 

It was infinitely sweet to her, voluptuously sweet, this bask- 
ing in the heat of temptation. It certainly did seem to her, 
then, the one real pleasure in the world. Her body might have 
Ix-en soying to his: ” See how ready I am! ” Her body might 
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bsTC been sAying to his: Look into my mind. For you 1 have 

no modesty. Look and see all that is there.” The veil of con- 
vention seemed to have been rent. Their attitude to each 
other was almost that of lover and mistress, betvreen whom a 
single glance may be charged with the secrets of the post and 
promises for the future. Morally she was his mistress in that 
moment. 

He released her hand and put his arm round her waist. 

1 love thee,” he whispered with great emotion. 

Her face changed and hardened. ” You must not do that,” 
she said, coldly, unkindly, harshly. She scowled. She would 
not abate one crease in her forehead to the appeal of his sur- 
prised glance. Yet she did not want to repulse him. The in- 
stinct which repulsed him was not within her control. Just 
as -H shy man will obstinately refuse an invitation which he is 
hungering to accept, so, though not from shyness, she was com- 
pelled to repulse Chirac. Perhaps if her desires had not been 
l.aid to sleep by excessive physical industry and nervous strain, 
the sequel might have been did'erent. 

Chirac, like most men who have once found a woman weak, 
imagined that he understood women profoundly. He thought 
of women os the O ccidenta l thinks of the Chinese, as a race 
apart, mysterious but capable of being infallibly comprehended 
by the application of a few leading principles of psychology. 
Mor<:ovcr he was in earnest; he was hard driven, and he was 
honest. He continued, respectfully obedient in withdrawing his 
arm: 

” Very dear friend,” he urged with undaunted confidence, 
" you must know that I love you.” 

She shook her head impatiently, all the time wondering wimt 
it was that prevented her from slipping into his arms. She 
knew that she was treating him badly by this brusque change of 
front ; hut she could not help it. Then she began to feel sorry 
for liiiu. 

” Wc have been very good friends,” he said. ” I have always 
admired you enormously. I did not think that I should dare to 
love you until that day when I overheard that old villain Niepce 
make his advances. Then, when I perceived my acute jealousy, 
I knew that 1 was loving you. Ever since, I have thought only 
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of you. I swror to you that if you will not belong to me, it is 
already finished for me! Altogether! Never have I seen a 
woman like you! So strong, so proud, so kind, and so beautiful! 
You are astonishing, yes, astonishing! No other woman could 
have <Ir.awn herself out of an impossible situation as you have 
done, since the <lisappcarancc of your husband. For me, you 
are a woman unique. I am very sincere. Besides, you know 
it. • , ♦ Dear friend!*^ 

She shook her liead passionately. 

She did not love him. But she was moved. And she wanted 
to love liim. Slic wanted to yield to him, only liking him, and 
to love afterwards. But this obstinate instinct held her back. 

I do not say, now,'' Chirac went on. Let me hope." 

The Latin theatricality of his gestures and his tone made her 
sorrowful for him. 

My poor Chirac!" she plaintively murmured, and began to 
put on her gloves. 

" I shall hope! " he persisted. 

She pursed her lips. lie seized her violently by the waist 
She drew her face away from his, firmly. She was not hard, not 
angry now. Disconcerted by her compassion, he loosed her. 

" My poor Chirac,” she said, “ I ought not to have come. I 
must go. It is perfectly useless. Believe me.” 

No, no!” he whispered fiercely. 

She stood up and the abrupt movement pushed the table 
gratingly across the floor. The jthrohhing spell of the flesh was 
snapped like a stretched string, and the scene over. The land- 
ord, roused from his doze, stumbled in. Chirac had nothing 
but the bill as a reward for his pains. He was baffled. 

They left the restaurant, silently, with n foolish air. 

Dusk was falling on the mournful streets, and the lamp- 
lighters were lighting the miserable oil lamps that had replaced 
gas. They two, and the lamplighters, and on omnibus were alone 
m the streets. The gloom was awful; it was desolating The 
universal silence seemed to be the silence of despair. Steeped 
in woe, Sophia thought wearily upon the hopeless problem of 
existence. For it seemed to her that she and Chirac had created 
this woe out of nothing, and yet it was an incurable woe » 



CHAPTER VII 


SofiiiA lay awake one night in the room lately quitted by Carlicr. 
That silent negation of individuality had come and gone, and 
left scarcely any record of himself either in his room or in the 
memories of those who had surrounded his existence m the house. 
Sophia liad decided to descend from the sixth floor, partly be- 
cause the temptation of a large room, after months in a ciib^le, 
was rather strong; but more because of late she had been obliged 
to Iwirricade the door of the cubicle with a chest of drawers, 
owing to the propensities of a new tenant of the sixth floor. It 
was useless to complain to the concierge; the sole effective argu- 
mflnt was the chest of drawers, and even that was frailer than 
Sophia could have wished. Hence, finally, her retreat. 

She heard the front-door of the flat open; then it was shut 
with nervous violence. The resonance of its closing would hove 
certainly wakened less accomplished sleepers than M. Niepce and 
his friend, whose snores continued with undisturbed regularity. 
After a pause of shuffling, a match was struck, and feet crept 
across the corridor with the most exaggerated precautions against 
noise. There followed the unintentional bang of another door. 
It was decidedly the entry of a man without the slightest natu- 
ral aptitude for furtive irruptionj . The clock in M. Niepce’s 
room, which the grocer had persuaded to exact time-keeping, 

chimed three with its delicate ting. 

For several days past Chirac had been mystcrionsly engaged 
very late at the bureaux of the Debat$. No one knew the nature 
of his employment; be said notlung, except to inform Sophia that 
he would continue to come home about three o clock until further 
notice. She had insisted on leaving In his room the materials 
and apparatus for a light meal. Naturally he had protested, 
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^villl tlic irratioiinl obstinacy of a pliysicnlly weak man wlio sticks 
to it that be can defy the laws of nature. lJut he liad protested 
in vain. j 

Ilis general conduct since Christmas Day had frightened 
Sophia, in spile of her tendency to stifle facile alarms at their 
Inrtli. He had eaten scarcely anytinng at all, ^)d he went about 
with the face of a man dying of broken heart. The change in 
him was indeed tragic. And instead of improvitig, he grew 
worse. '* Have I done this? " Soplua asked herself. It is im- 
j)ossihlc that I should have done thisf It is absurd and ridicu- 
lous that he should behave so!'* Her thoughts were employed 
allrrnatcdy in sympathizing with him and in despising him, in 
]>latning herself and in blaming him. When they spoke, they 
spoke awkwardly, as though one or l)olh of them had committed 
a shameful crime, which could not even be mentioned. The 
Atmosphere of the flat Was tainted by the horror. And Sophia 
could not offer him a bowl of soup without wondering how he 
would look at her or avoid looking, and without carefully ar- 
ranging in advance her own gestures and speech. Existence >vas 
a nightmare of sclf-consciousncss. 

'‘At last they have unmasked their batteries!'* he had ex- 
claimed with painful gaiety two doys after Christmas, when the 
l)csiegers bad recommenced their cannopadc. He tried to imitate 
the strange, general joy of the city, which had been roused from 
aj>atiiy by the recurrence of a familiar noise; but the effort was 
a deplorable failure* And Sophia condemned not merely the 
failure of Chirac s imitation, but the thing imitated. " Child- 
ish I" she thought. Yet, despise the feebleness of Chirac’s be- 
haviour as she might, she was deeply impressed, genuinely as- 
tonished, by the gravity and persistence of the symptoms. “ He 
must have been getting himself into a state about me for a long 
time,” she thought, y’ Surely he could not have gone mad like 
this all in a day or two! But I never noticed anything. No; 
honestly I never noticed anything! ” And just as her behaviour 
in the restaurant had shaken Chirac’s confidence In his knowl- 
edge of the other sex, so now the singular behaviour of Chirac 
shook hers. She was taken aback. She was frightened, though 
she pretended not to be frightened. 

She had lived over and over again the scene in the restaurant 


SUCCESS 


429 


She asked herself over and over again if really she had not be- 
forehand expected him to make love to her in the restaurant. She 
could not decide exactly when she had begun to expect a declara- 
tion; but probably a long time before the meal was finished. 
She had foreseen it, and might have stopped it. But she had 
not chosen to stop it Curiosity concerning not merely him, but 
also herself, bad tempted her tacitly to encourage him. She 
asked lierself over and over again why she had repulsed him. It 
struck her os curious that she had repulsed Iiim. as it because 
site was a married woman? Was it because she bad moral 
scruples? Was it at bottom because she did not care for him? 
Was it because she could not care for anybody? ^^as it because 
his fciiid manner of love-making offended her English ])lilcgm? 
And did she feel pleased or displeased by bis forbearance in not 
renewing the assault? She could not answer. She did not know. 

But all the time she knew that she wanted love. Only, she 
conceived a different kind of love; placid, regular, somewhat 
.stern, somewhat above the plane of whims, moods, caresses, and 
all mere fleshly contacts. Not that she considered that she dc- 
bl>iscd these things (though she did)! What she wanted was a 
love that was too proud, too independent, to exhibit frankly 
either its joy or its pain. She hated a display of sentiment. 
And even in the most intimate abandonments she would have 
made reserves, and would have expected rcscrve.s, trusting to a 
lover’s powers of divination, and to her own ! The foundation 
of her character was a haughty moral independence, and this 
quality was what she most admired in others. 

Chirac’s inability to draw from his own pride strength to sus- 
tain himself against the blow of her refusal gradually killed in 
her the sexual desire which he had aroused, and which during 
a few days flickered up under the stimulus of fancy and of re- 
gret. Sopluo sow with increasing clearness that her unreasoning 
instinct had been right in saying him nay. And when, in spite 
of this, regrets still visited her, she would comfort herself in 
thinking: “ I cannot be bothered with all that sort of thing. It 
is not worth while. What docs it lead to? Is not life com- 
plicated enough without that? No, no! I will stay as I am. 
At any rate I know what I am in for, as things arc! ” And she 
:ivould reflect upon her hopeful financial situation, and the ap- 
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pro.iching prospeci of a constantly sufficient income. And a 
little thrill of impntienco a{2;ainst the interminable and gigantic 
foolisluioss of the siege would take her. 

But her self-consciousness in presence of Chirac did not abate. 

As she lay in bed she awaited accustomed sounds which should 
have connoted Chirac's definite retirement for the night. Her 
car, however* caught no sound whatever from liis room. Then 
she imagined that there was a smell of burning in the flat. She 
sat up, atid sniflfed anxiously, of a sudden wideawake and ap- 
prehensive. And then she was sure that the smell of burning 
was not in her imagination. The liedroom was in perfect dark- 
ness. Feverishly she searched with her right liand for the 
matches on the night-table* ami knocked candlestick and matches 
to tlic floor. She seized her dressing-gown, which was spread 
over the l)cd* and put it on, aiming for the door. Her feet M*rre 
bare. She discovered the door. In the passage she could dis- 
cern nothing at first, and then she made out a thin line of light, 
which indicated the bottom of Chirac's door. The smell of burn- 
ing was strong and unmistakable. She went towards the faint 
light, fumbled for the door-handle with her palm, and opened. 
It did not occur to her to call out and ask what was the matter. 

The house wos not on fire; but it might have been. She had 
left on the table at the foot of Chirac's bod a small cooking-lamp, 
and a saucepan of bouillon. All that Chirac Imd to do was to 
Ignite the lamp and p^ tife saucepan on it. He had ignited the 
lonlp, having previously raised the double wicks, and had then 
dropped into the chair by the table just os he was, ond sunk 
forward and gone to sleep with his head lying sideways on the 
table. He had not put the saucepan on the lamp; he had not 
lowered the wicks, ond the flames, capped with thick black smoke, 
were waving slowly to and fro within a few inches of his loose 
hair. His hat had rolled along the floor; he wos wearing his 
great overcoat and one woollen glove; the other glove hod lodged 
on his slanting knee. A candle was also burning. 

Sophia hastened forward, os it were surreptitiously, and with 
fi forward-reaching movement turned down the^ wicks of the lamp; 
black specks were falling on the table; happily the saucepan 
was covered, or the bouillon would have been ruined. 

Chirac made a heart-rending spectacle, and Sophia was aware 
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of deep ond painful emotion in seeing him thus. He must have 
been utterly exhausted and broken by loss of sleep. He was a 
man incapable of regular hours, incapable of treating his lx)dy 
with decency. Though going to bed at three o'clock, he had 
continued to rise at his usual hour. He looked like one dead; 
but more sad, more wistful. Outside in the street a fog reigned, 
and his thin draggled heard was jewelled with the moisture of it. 
His attitude lia'd'lhe unconsidered and violent prostration of an 
overspent dog. The beaten animal in him was expressed in 
every detail of that posture. It showed even in his white, drawn 
eyelids, and in the falling of a finger. All his face was very 
sad. It appealed for merey as the undefended face of sleep 
always appeals; it was so helpless, so exposed, so simple. It re- 
called Sophia to a sense of the inner mysteries of life, remind- 
ing her somehow that humanity walk.s ever on a thin crust over 
terrific abysses. She did not physically shudder; but her soul 
shuddered. 

Slic mechanically placed the saucepan on the lamp, and the 
noise awakened Chirac. He groaned. At first he did not per- 
ceive her. When he saw that some one was looking down at him, 
he did not immediately realize who this some one was. He 
rubbed his eyes with his fists, exactly like a baby, and sat up, and 
the chair cracked. 

“ Wliat then?” he demanded. “Oh, madame, I ask pardon. 
What?” 

“ You have nearly destroyed the house,” she said. " I smelt 
fire, and I came in. I was just in time. There is no danger 
now. But please be careful.” She made as if to move towards 
the door. 

” But what did I do? ” he asked, his eyelids wavering. 

She explained. 

He rose from his chair unsteadily. She told him to sit down 
again, and he obeyed as though in a dream. 

" I can go now,” she said. 

“ Wait one moment,” he murmured. “ I ask pardon. I should 
not know how to thank you. You arc truly too good. Will you 
wait one moment? ” 

His tone was one of s upplicatio n. He gazed at her, a little 
dazzled by the light and by her. The lamp and the candle 
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illuTDinAtcd the lower part of her face, theatrically, and showed 
the texture of her blue flannel pcipnoir; the pattern of a part 
of the lace collar was silhouetted in shadow on her cheek. Her 
face was flushed, and her hair hung down unconfined. E>i- 
dentlv he could not recover from his excusable astonishment at 
the apparition of such a figure in ins room. 

What is it — now?*' she said. The faint, quizzical cinpha- 
sis wliicli she put on the ‘ now * indicated the essential of her 
thought. The sight of him touched her and filled her with a 
womanly sympathy. But that sympathy was only the envelope 
of her disdain of him. She could not admire weakness. Sho 
could but pity it with a pity in which scorn was mingled. Her 
instinct was to treat liim as a child. He had failed in human 
dignity. And it seemed to her as if she had not previously been 
quite certain whether she could not love him, but that now she 
was quite certain. She was close to him. She saw the wounds 
of a soul that could not hide its wounds, and she resented the 
sight. She was hard. She would not make allowances. And 
.she revelled in her hardness. Contempt — a good-natured, 
kindly, forgiving contempt — that was the kernel of the sym- 
pathy which exteriorly warmed her! Contempt for the lack of 
self-control which had resulted in this s>rift degeneration of a 
man into a tortured victim! Contempt for the lack of per- 
spective which magnified a mere m ushroo m passion till it filled 
the whole field of life! Contempt foTThis feminine slavery to 
sentiment! She felt that she might have been able to give her- 
self to Chirac as one gives a toy to an infant. But of loving 
him ... I No! She was conscious of an immeasurable 
superiority to him, for she was conscious of the freedom of a 
strong mind. ^ , 

1 wanted to tell you," said he, " I am going away." 

" ^Vhc^c? " she asked. 

" Out of Paris." 

"Out of Paris? How?" 

"By balloon! My journal • • » i It is an affair of 
great importance. You understand. I offered myself. What 
would you?" • 

" It is dangerous/' she observed, waiting to sec if he would 
put on the silly air of one who does not understand fear. 
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Oh ! ” the poor fellow muttered with a f ^ous mtonatio n 
and snapping of the fingers. ** That is all the same to me. 
Yes, it is dangerous. Yes, it is dangerous ! ” he repeated. 
■■ But what would you . , . ? For me ... ! ’ 

She wished that she had not mentioned danger. It hurt her 
to wateli him incurring her ironic disdain. 

■■ It will be the night after to-morrow,” he said. *' In the 
courtyard of tl»c Gate du Xord. I want you to come and see 
me go. I particularly want you to come and see me go. I have 
asked Carlicr to escort you.” 

He might have been saying, " I am offering myself to martyr- 
dom, and you must assist at the spectacle.” 

She despised him yet more. 

‘‘Oh! Be tranquil,” he said. “I shall not worry you. 
Never shall I speak to you again of my love. I know you. I 
know it would be useless. But I hope you will come and wish 
me bon voyage." 

“ Of course, if you really wish it,” she replied witli cheerful 
coolness. 

He seized her hand and kissed it. 

Once it had pleased her when he kissed her hand. But now 
she did not like it. It seemed hysterical and foolish to her. 
She felt her feet to be stone-cold on the floor. 

” ril leave you now,” she said. ” Please cat your soup.” 

She escaped, hoping he would not espy her feet 
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ilwt^Station was lighted by 


The courtyard of the Nord 
oil-lamps taken from locomotives; their silvered reflectors threw 
dazzling rays from all sides on the ander portion of the im- 


mense yellow mass of the bi^lloon l the upper portion was 

'iffanti. 


swaying to and fro with gi^mic ungainlincss in the strong 
breeze. It was only a small balloon, as balloons arc measured, 
but it seemed monstrous as it wavered over the human forms 
that were agitating themselves beneath it. The c ordage was 
silhouetted against the yellow taffrtas as high up as the widest 
diameter of the balloon, but above that all was vague, and even 
spectators standing at a distance could not clearly separate the 
28 
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summit of the groat s]>Iutc from the darkly moving sky. The 
car, held by ropes foslcncd to stakes, rose now and then a few 
inches uneasily from the ground. The sombre and severe 
.•irchitu lure of the station-buildings enclosed the balloon on 
every Ii.ind; it had only one way of escape. Over the roofs of 
th it nrehitecturc, mIucIi sliiit out the sounds of the city, came 
the irregular booming of tlic bombardment. Shells were falling 
in the southern quarters of Paris, doing perhaps not a great 
deal of damage, but still jdunging occasionally into the midst 
of some domestic interior and making a sad mess of it. The 
J\arisians were convinced th at the shells were aimed maliciously 
at hospitals and museums; and when a child happened to be 
blown to pieces their unsj>oken comments upon the Prussian 
savagery were biller. Their face s said: Tliosc barbarians 

cannot even spare our children ! They amused themselves by 
creating n market in shells, paying more for a live shell than 
a deatl one, and modifying the tariff according to the supply. 
And as the cattlc-ioarkct was cmjdy, and the vegetable-market 
was empty, and beasts no longer pastured on tlie grass of the 
]>arks, and the twenty-6vc million rats of the metropolis were too 
numerous to furnish interest to spectators, and the Bourse was 
practically deserted, the traflic in shells sustained the starving 
iiurcautilc instinct during a very dull period. But the effect 
on the nerves was d eleteriou s. The nerves of everybody were 
like nothing but a raw >vound. Violent anger would spring 
up magically out of laughter, and blows out of caresses. Tins 
indirect consequence of the bombardment was particularly notice^ 
able in the group of men under the balloon. Each Indiavcd as 
if he avcrc controlling his temper in the most difficult circum* 
stances. Constantly they all gazed upwards into the sky, though 
nothing could possibly be distinguished there save the blurred 
edge of o flying cloud. But the booming came from that sky; 
the shells that were dropping on Mentrouge came out of that 
sky; and the balloon was going up into it; the balloon was as« 
cending into its mysteries, to brave its dangers, to sweep over 
the encircling ring of fire and savages. 

Sophia stood apart with Carlier. Carlicr had indicated a 
particular spot, nndcr the shelter of the c olonnad^ e. where he 
sold it was imperative that they should post themselves. Hov* 
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ing guided Sophia to this spot, ond impressed upon In r timt 
they were not to move, lie seemed to consider that the activity 
of his role was finislied, and spoke no word. With the very 
high silk hat which he always wore, and a thin old-fashioiud 
overcoat whose collar was turned up, he made a rather grolestjuf 
figure. Fortunately the night was not very cold, or he might 
have passively frozen to death on the edge of that feverish 
group. Sophia soon ignored him. She watched the balloon. 
An aristocratic old man leaned against the car, watch in hand ; 
at intervals he scowled, or stamped his foot. An old sailor, 
tranquilly smoking a pipe, walked round and round the balloon, 
staring at it; once he climbed up into the rigging, nn<l once he 
jumped into the car and angrily threw out of it a bag, which 
some one hud placed in it. But for the roost part he was calm. 
Other jicrsons of authority liurried about, talking and gestieu- 
lutiiig; and a number of workmen waited idly for orders. 

■' U’hcrc Is Chirac?" suddenly cried the old man with llic 
watcli. 

Several voices deferentially answered, and a man ran away 
into the gloom on an errand. 

Then Chirac appeared, nervous, self-conscious, restless. He 
was envcloj)cd in a fur coat that Sophia had never seen before, 
and lie carried dangling in his hand a cage containing six 
pigeons whose whiteness stirred uneasily within it. The sailor 
took the cage from him and all the persons of authority gath- 
ered round to inspect the wonderful birds upon which, appar- 
ently, momentous affairs depended. When the group separated, 
the sailor was to be seen bending over the edge of the cur to 
deposit the cage safely. He then got into the car, still smok- 
ing his pipe, and perched himself negligently on the wicker- 
work. The man with the watch was conversing with Chirac; 
CJiirac nodded his head frequently in acquiescence, and seemed 
to be saying all the time; "Yes, sir! Perfectly sir! I under- 
stand, sir! Yes, sir! " 

Suddenly Chirac turned to the car and put a question to the 
sailor, who shook his head. Whereupon Chirac gave a gesture 
of submissive despair to the man with the watch. And in an 
instant the whole throng was in a ferment. 

" The victuals ! ” cried the man with the watch. " The vie- 
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tuals, name of God! Must one be indeed an idiot to forget tlie 

\icluals! Name of God — of God!** 

Sophia smiled at the agitation, and at the inefficient manage- 
ment Nvliich had never thought of food. I* or it appeared that 
tl^c food had not merely been forgotten; it was a question which 
luid not even been considered. She could not help despising 
all that crowd of self-important and fussy males to whom the 
idea had not occurred that even balloonists must cat. And 
she Mondered whether everything was done like that. After a 
delay that sSecine<l very long, the problem of victuals was solved, 
cliiefly. as far as Sophia could judge, by means of cakes of 
clii»colale and lK>ltle.s of wine. 

It is enough! It is enough!** Chirac shouted passionately 
sc\ eral times to a knot of men who In'gaii to argue with him. 

Then he gazed round f urtivcl v. ami with an inflation of the 
clie.st and a patting of his fur coat he came directly towards 
Sophia. Evidently Sophia's position had been prearranged be- 
tween him and Carlier. They could forget food, but they could 
think of Sophia's position! 

All eyes followed him. Those eyes could not, in the gloom, 
distinguish Sophia's beauty, but they could see that she was 
young and slim and elegant, and of foreign carriage. That 
was enough. The very air seemed to vibrate with the intense 
curiosity of those eyes. And immediately Chirac grew into the 
hero of some brilliant and romantic adventure. Immediately 
he was envied and admired by every man of authority present- 
\\*hat was she? Who was slic? Was it a serious passion or 
simply a caprice? Had she flung herself at him? It was un- 
deniable that lovely creatures did someUmes fling themselves at 
iucky me dioc rities. Was she a married woman? An a rtist e? 
A girl? ^ Sucli queries thumped beneath overcoats, while the cor- 
rectness of a ceremonious demeanour was strictly observed- 

Chirac uncovered, and kissed her hand. The wind disar- 
ranged his hair. She saw thot his face was very pale and anx- 
ious beneath the swagger of a sincere desire to be bravc- 
Well, it is the moment!** he soid. 

Did you all forget the food? ** she asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders. ** What will you? One cannot 
think of everything.** 
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“ I hope you will have a safe voyage,” she said. 

She had already taken leave of him once, in the house, and 
heard all about the balloon and the sailor-aeronaut and tlie 
preparations; and now she had nothing to say, nothing M'h.it- 
ever. 


He shrugged his shoulders again. “I hope so!” he mur- 
mured, but in a tone to convey that he had no such hope. 

“ The wind isn’t too strong? ” she suggested. 

He shrugged his shoulders again. “What would you?” 

“ Is it in the direction you want? ” 

“ Yes, nearly,” he admitted unwillingly. Then rousing him- 
self: “ Eh, well, madainc. You have been extremely amiable to 
come. I held to it very much — that you should come. It is 
bi’cause of you I quit Paris.” 

She resented the speech by a frown. 

■’Ah!” he implored in a whis])er. ” Do not do that. Smile 
on me. After all, it is not my fault. Uememher that this may 
l>e the last time I see you, the last time I regard your eyes.” 

She smiled. She was convinced of the genuineness of the 
emotion which expressed itself in all this fl amboya nt behaviour. 
And she had to make excuses to herself on behalf of Chirac. 
She smiled to give him pleasure. The hard commonsensc In 
her might sneer, hut indubitably she was the centre of a ro- 
mantic episode. Tlic balloon darkly swinging there! The 
men waiting! The secrecy of the mission! And Chirac, barc- 
he.adcd in the wind that was to whisk him away, telling 
fatalistic accents that her image had devastated Ins life, while 
envious aspirants watclied their coHoguy ! Yes, it was romantic. 
And she was beautiful! Her beauty was an active renldy that 
went about the world playing tricks in spile of herself. The 
thoughts that passed through her mind were the large, splendid 
thoughts of romance. And it was Chime who had aroused 
th-m ! A real drama existed, then, triumphing over the ,mei- 
dental absurdities and pettinesses of the situation. Her final 
words to Chirac were tender and encouraging. 

He hurried back to the balloon, resuming bis cap. He was 
received with the respect due to one who comes fresh from eon- 

^’^SophifK'joinS^' earlier, who had withdrawn, and began to 
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talk to liim with a self-conscious gamij ity. She spoke with- 
out reason and scarcely noticed what she was sayinj;. Already 
Chirac was snatched out of her life, as other heinps, so many 
of th( in, had been snatched. She thought of their first meclincs, 
and of the sympathy M’hich had always united them. Ho line! 
lost his simplicity, noM% in the self-created crisis of his fate, 
an<l had sunk in her esteem. And slic was determined to like 
him all the more because he Iiad sunk in her esteem. She 
wondered svhethcr ho really had undertaken this adventure 
from sentimental disappointment. She M'ondercd whether, if 
she li i<l not forgotten to wind her watch one night, they would 
still have been living quietly under the same roof in the Rue 
Breda. 

'!'hc sailor climbed definitely into the car; he hod covered him- 
self with a large cloak. Chime had got one leg over the side 
ol the car, and eight men were standing by tbc ropes, when a 
horse’s hoofs clattered through tlic guarded entrance to the court- 
yard, amid an uproar of sudden excitement. The shiny chest 
of the horse was flecked with the classic foam. 

“ \ telegram from the Governor of Paris ! 

As the orderly, checking his mount, approached the group, 
even the old man M'ith the watch raised Ills Imt. The orderly 
res|)oiidcd, hent down to make an inquiry, M*hich Chirac an- 
swrre<l, and then, with another exchange of salutes, the official 
telegram was handed over to Chime, and the horse backed away 
from the crowd. It was quite thrilling. Carlicr was thrilled. 

He is never too prompt, the Governor. It is a quality!*^ 
said Carlicr, uith irony. 

Chime entered the car. And tlicn the old man with the wolch 
drew a black bag from the shadow behind liim and entrusted 
it to Chime, who accepted it with a profound deference and 
hill it. The sailor began to issue commands. The men at the 
ropes were bending down now. Suddenly the balloon rose about 
a foot and trembled* The sailor continued to shout. All Iho 
persons of authority gazed motionless at the balloon. The mo- 
ment of suspense was eternal. 

Let go all!’* cried the sailor, standing up, and clinging to 
the cordage. Chime was seated in the car, a mass of dark fur 
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with a small patch of white in it. The men at the ropes were 
a knot of strngfcling confused figures. 

One side of tlic car lilted up, and the sailor was nearly pitched 
out. Three men at the otlier side Iiad failed to free tlie 
ropes. 

•‘Let go, corpses!" the sailor yelled at tliem. 

The balloon jumped, as if it were drawn by some terrific im- 
pulse from the skies. 

'‘Adieu!" called Chirac, pulling his cap off and waving it. 
"Adieu!" 

"Bon voyage! Bon voyage!" the little crow<l cheered. 
And then, " la France ! Throats tightened, including 

Sophia’s. 

But the top of the balloon had leaned over, destroying its 
pear-shape, and the whole mass swerved violently towards the 
wall of the station, the car swinging under it like a toy, anil 
an anchor under the car. There was a cry of alarm. Then 
the great ball leaped again, and swept over the high glass 
roof, escaping by inches tiic spouting. The cheers expired in- 
stantly. . . . The balloon was gone. Jt was spirited away 

as if by some furious and mighty power that had grown im- 
patient in waiting for it. There remained for a few seconds on 
the collective retina of the spectators a vision of the inclined 
car swinging near the roof like the tail of a kite. And then 
nothing! Blankness ! Blackness ! Already the balloon was 
lost to sight in the vast stormy ocean of tijc night, a plaything 
of the winds. The spectators became once more aware of the 
dull booming of the cannonade. The balloon was already per- 
haps flying unseen amid the wrack over those guns. 

So])lua involuntarily caught her breath. A chill sense of lone- 
liness, of purposelessness, numbed her being. 

Nobody ever saw Chirac or the old sailor again. The sc.i 
must have swallowed them. Of the sixty-five balloons tliat left 
Paris during the siege, two were not heard of. Tliis was the 
first of the two. Chirac had, at any rate, not magnified the 
peril, though his intention was undoubtedly to magnify it. 
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This was the end of Sophia's rotnaiitic adventures in France, 
Soon afterwards tlic Germans entered Paris, by mutual apree- 
merit, and made a point of seeing the Louvre, and departed, amid 
the silence of a city. Tor Sophia the conclusion of the siege meant 
chiefly that prices went down. Long before supplies from out- 
side coultl reaeli Paris, the shop-windows were suddenly full of 
goods wliieli had arrived from the shopkeepers alone knew where. 
So|>hia, with the stock in her collar, could have licld out for sev- 
eral weeks more, and it annoyed her that she had not sold more 
of her good things while good things were worth gold. The 
signing of a treaty at Versailles reduced the value of Sophia's 
two remaining hams from about five pounds apiece to the usual 
jiricc of hams. However, at the end of January she found her- 
self in possession of a capital of al)Out eight thousand francs^ 
all the furniture of the fiat, and a reputation. Slic liad earned 
it all. Nothing could destroy the structure of her l)Cauty, but 
she looked worn and appreciably older. She wondered often 
when Chirac would return. She might have written to Carlior or 
to the paper; but she did not. It was Niepce who discovered 
in a newspaper that Chirac's balloon had miscarried. At the 
moment the news did not affect her at oil; but after several 
days she began to feel her loss in a dull sort of way; and she 
felt it more and more, thoiigh never acutely. She was perfectly 
convinced that Chirac could never have attracted her power- 
fully, She continued to dream, at rare intervals, of the kind 
of passion that would have satisfied her, glowing but bankcil 
down like a fire in some fine chamber of a rich but careful 
household. 

She was speculating upon wliat her future would be, and 
whether by inertia she was doomed to slay for ever in the Rue 
Bredn, when the Commune caught her. She was more vexed 
than frightened by the Commune; vexed that a city so in need 
of repose and industry should indulge in such antics . For many 
people the Commune was a worse experience than the siege; but 
not for Sophia. She was a woman and a foreigner. Niepce 
was infinitely more disturbed than Sophia; he went in fear of 
his Ufe* Sophia would go out to market and take her chances. 
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It is true that during one period the whole population of the 
house went to live in the cellars, and orders to the butcher and 
other tradesmen .were given over the party-wall into the ad- 
joining courtyard, which communicated with an alley. A strange 
existence, and possibly perilous! But the women who passed 
through it and had also passed through the siege, were not very 
much intimidated by it, unless they happened to have husbands 
or lovers who were active politicians. 

Sophia did not cease, during the greater part of the year 1871, 
to make a living and to save money. She watched every sou, 
and she developed a tendency to demand from her tenants all 
that they could pay. She excused tliis to herself by ostenta- 
tiously declaring every detail of her prices in advance. It came 
to the same thing in the end, with this advantage, that the bills 
did not lead to unpleasantness. Her difficulties commenced 
when Paris at last definitely resumed its normal aspect and life, 
when .all the women and children came back to those city termini 
which they had left in such huddled, hysterical throngs, when 
flats were rc-opened that had long been shut, and men who 
for a whole year had had the disadvantages and the advantages 
of being without wife and family, anchored themselves once 
more to the hearth. Then it was that Sophia failed to keep 
all her rooms let. She could have let them easily and con- 
stantly and at high rents; but not to men without encumbrances. 
Nearly every day she refused attractive tenants in pretty hats, 
or agreeable gentlemen who only wanted a room on condition 
that they might offer hospitality to a dashing petticoat. It was 
useless to proclaim oloud that her house was * serious.’ The am- 
bition of the majority of these joyous persons was to live in a 
' serious ’ house, because each was sure that at bottom he or 
she was a ' serious ’ person, and quite different from the rest 
of the joyous world. The character of Sophia’s flat, instead 
of repelling the wrong kind of aspirant, infallibly drew just 
that kind. Hope was inextinguishable in these bosoms. They 
heard that there would be no chance for them at Sophia’s; hut 
they tried nevertheless. And occasionally Sophia would make 
a mistake, and grave unpleasantness would occur before the mis- 
take could be rectified. The fact was that the street was too 
much for her. Few people would credit that there was a serious 
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boarding-honse in the Rue Breda. The police themselves would 
not credit it. And Sophia's beauty was against her. At that 
lime the Rue Breda was perhaps the most notorious street in 
the centre of Paris; at the height of its reputation as a warren 
of individual improprieties; most busily cheating that prejudice 
against itself which, over thirty years later, forced the authori- 
ties to change its name in obedience to the wish of its trades- 
men. ^Vllcn Sophia wont out at about eleven o'clock in the 
morning with her r eticu le to buy, the street was littered with 
women who had gone out with reticules to buy. But whereas 
Soi)hia was fully dressed, and wore headgear, the others were 
in dressing-gown and slippers, or opera-cloak and slippers, having 
slid directly out of unspeakable beds and omitted to brush their 
hair out of their puffy eyes. In the little shops of the Rue 
Breda, the Rue Notre Dame dc Lorette, and the Rue des 
Martyrs, you were very close indeed to the primitive instincts 
of iuiinan nature. It was wonderful; it was amusing; it was 
excitingly picturesque ; and the universality of the manners 
rendered moral indignation absurd. But the neighbourhood was 
certainly not one in which a woman of Sophia's race, training, 
ATul character, could comfortably earn a living, or even exist. 
She could not fight against the entire street. She, and not the 
street, was out of place and in the wrong. Little wonder that 
tlic neighbours lifted their shoulders when they spoke of her! 
What beautiful woman but a mad Englishwoman would have 
had the idea of establishing herself in the Rue Breda with the 

intention of living like a nun and compelling others to do the 
same? 

By dint of continual ingenuity, Sophia contrived to win some- 
what more than her expenses, but she was slowly driven to admit 
to licrsclf that the situation could not last. 

'Ihcn one day she saw in Golignani^s Alcssenger an adver- 
tisement of an English p ensio n for sale in the Rue I^ord Byron, 
in the Champs Elys^es quarter. It belonged to some people 
named Fr^i^aliAm, and bad enjoyed a certain popularity before 
the war. The proprietor and his wife, however, hod not suffi- 
ciently allowed for the vicissitudes of poliUcs in Paris. In- 
stead of saving money during their popularity they had put 
It on the back and on the fingers of Mrs. Frensham. ^ The siege 
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And the Commune had almost ruined them. With capit,il tlicy 
might liave restored themselves to their former pride; Init Iheir 
capital M'as exhausted. Sophia answered the advertisement. 
She impressed the Frenshams, who were delighted with the pros- 
pect of dealing in business with an honest English face. Like 
many Englisli people abroad they were most strangely obsessed 
1)7 the notion timt they had quitted an island of honest men 
to live among thieves and robbers. They always implied that 
dishonesty was unknown in Britain. Tliey ofi'ered, if she would 
take over the leasc^ to sell all their furniture and their renown 
lor ten thousand francs. She declined, the price seeming absurd 
to her. When they asked her to name a price, she said that she 
preferred not to do so. Upon entreaty, she said four thousand 
francs. They then allowed her to see that they considrred her 
to have been quite right in hesitating to name a price so ridicu- 
lous. And their confidence in the lioncst English face seemed 
to have l>ccn shocked. Sophia left. When she got bock to t!u* 
Hue Breda she was relieved that the matter had come to noth- 
ing. She did not precisely foresee what licr future was to be, 
but at any rate she knew she shrank from the responsibility 
of tlie Pension Frensham. The next morning she received a 
lettvr oATcring to accept six thousand. She wrote and declined. 
She was indilFcrcnt and she would not budge from four thou- 
sand. The Frenshams gave way. They were pained, hut they 
gave way. The glitter of four thousand francs in cash, and 
freedom, was too tempting. 

Thus Sophia became the proprietress of the Pension Fren- 
sham in the cold and correct Hue Lord Byron. She made room 
in it for nearly all her other furniture, so that instead of bciifjt 
under-furnished, as pensions usually arc, it was over-furnished. 
She was extremely timid at first, for the rent alone was four 
thou.sand francs a year; and the prices of the quarter were 
alarmiogly different from those of tlie Hue Breda, She lost u 
lot of sleep. For some nights, after she had been insUlIed in 
the Rue Lord Byron about a fortnight, she scarcely slept at all, 
and she ate no more than she slept. She cut down expenditure 
to the very lowest, and frequently walked over to the Hue 
Breda to do her marketing. With the aid of a charwoman 
at six sous an hour she accomplished everything. And though 
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clients were few, tlic i'vnX w;is in tlu' nature of a miracle; for 
Sophia had to cook. 

Tlir articles wliicli George Augustus Sala Mrotc under the 
title ** Paris herself again '* ought to have been paid for in gold 
by tlic hotel and ))cnsion-kccpors of Paris. They awakened 
English curiosity and the desire to witness the scene of terrible 
events. Their erteet was immcdiatclv noticeable. In less than 
a year after her adventurous purchase, Sophia had acquired con- 
lideiicc, and she was employing two servants, working them 
very hard at low wages. She liad also acquired the landlady's 
manner. She was known as Mrs. Frcnsham. Across the baN 
conies of two wimlows the Frenshams had left a gilded sign, 

'* Pension Frcnsham,’' and Sophia had not removed it. She 
often explained that her name was not Frensham; but in vain. 
FAcry visitor inevitably and persistently addressed her accord- 
ing to the sign. It was jiast the general com])rchension that 
the proprietress of the Pension Frcnsham might bear another 
name than Frcnsham. Put later there came into l>cing a class 
of persons, habitues of the Pension Frcnsham, who knew the 
real name of the proprietress and were proud of knowing it, 
ami l>y this knowledge were distinguished from the lierd. Wliat 
struck Sophia was the astounding similarity of her guests. 
They all asked the same questions, made the same exclama- 
tions, went out on the same excursions, returned with the same 
jtidgmcnts, and exhibited the same \mimpaircd assurance that 
foreigners were really very ])cculiar people. Thev never seemed 
to advance in knowledge. There was a constant stream of ex- 
plorers from England who had to be set on their way to the 
1-ouvrc or the Bon Marche. 

Sophia’s sole interest was in her profits. The excellence of • 
her house was firmly established. She kept it up, and she kept 
the modest prices up. Often she had to refuse guests. She 
naturally did so with a certain distant condescension. Her man- 
ner to guests increased in stiff formality; and she was exces- 
sively firm with undesirables* She grew to be seriously con- 
vinced that no pension as good as hers existed in the world, or 
ever had existed, or ever could exist Hers wos the acme of 
niccncss and respectability. Her preference for the respectable 
rose to a passion. And there were no faults in her establishment 
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Even tlie once despised showy furniture of Madame Foucault had 
mysteriously changed into tlie best Conceivable furniture; and 
its cracks were hallowed. 

Slie never heard a word of Gerald nor of her family. In 

the thousands of people who sta^’cd under her perfect roof, not 

one mentioned Bursley nor disclosed a knowledge of anybody 

that Sophia Imd known. Several men had the wit to propose 

marriage to her with more or less skilfulncss, but none of them 

was skilful enough to perturb her licart. She had forgotten 

the face of love. She was a landladv- She was the landlady: 

• • 

efficient, stylish, diplomatic, and tremendously experienced. 
There was no trickery, no baseness of Parisian life that she 
was not acquainted with and armed against. She could not be 
startled and she could not be swindled. 

Years passed, until there was a vista of years behind her. 
Sometimes she would think, in on unoccupied moment, ” How 
strange it is that I ihould be here, doing what I am doing! ” 
Hut the regular ordinariness of her existence would instantly 
seize her again. At the end of 1878, the F.xhibition Year, her 
Pension consisted of two floors instead of one, and she l iad. 
t urned the tw o hu ndred pounds stolen from Gerald into over two. 
thousand. 







SRINAGAR 

library 


C/ass No. 


s Book No. 


Accession No. 


8 


BOOK IV 


WHAT LIFE IS 




CHAPTER r 


FKKNSHAM S 


. ■'.'J / 'S'^v'y'»v\Cy^ 

a^^fiT^lElic lon'j'^lcfmi^-roSiri’^ 

th<ri^nsion Frcnsham, Rue I.ord Bjron, Paris; and he looked 
out of place there. It was on apartment about tliirty feet in 
length, and of the width of two windows, which sufficiently 
lighted one lialf of a very long table with round ends. The 
gloom of the other extremity w.ns iljjnnined by a large mirror 
in a tarnished gilt franje, which j^^d a ^ood jibr^n of tlie 
wall opposite the windows*^ Near tlVi4u;rror w^a hig^h^<^lding- 
screcn of four leaves, and be^iind tHis ^orseh^couldSi^hcard 
the sound of a door contiiuially shutting and o^iung. ^Ifctlie 
long wall to the left of the windovyi wcrip jwo dool^ 
and important, a door of state, through whicK^a ijroces&km Af 
hungry and a procession of s ^ti< l solcmtf^lflconscious pc_jVons 
passed twice daily, and the othcrpa/fetaall^r do^ctf, glaicd, its 
glass i>aintcd with wreaths of roses, not on itiginil door of the 
Iiouse, but a late breach in the wall, that seemed ^to lead to the 
dangerous and to the naughty. The wall-paper and^Jhe, window 
drapery were rich and forbidding, dark in hue, iny^crious of 
pattern. Over the state-door was a pair of a ptle rs. And at 
intervals, so high up as to defy inspection, engravings and oil- 
paintings made oblong patches on the walls. They were hung 
from immense nails with p orcclai h heads, and they appeared 
to depict the more majestic aspect of man and nature. One en- 
graving, over the mantelpiece and nearer earth than the rest, 
unmistakably sj^owed Louis Philipp e and his family in attitudes 
of virtue. Beneath this royal group, a vast gilt clock, flanked by 
pendants of the same period, gave the right time — a quarter 
past seven. y 

And down the room, filling It, ran the great white table. 
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Ijordcrcd with bowed hends and the backs of chairs. There were 
over thirty ]><oj)le at the table, .and the peculiarly restrained 
noisiness of lln ir knives .and forks on tlie plates proved that 
they were a discreet and a correct ])CopIc. Their clothes — 
blousc.s, botlices, and jackets — did not flatter the lust of the 
eye. Only two or three were in evening dress. They spoke 
little, and generally in a timorous tone, as though silence had 
iK'en enjoined. Somelmdy would half-whisper a remark, and 
tlien liis neighbour, absently fingering Iter bread and lifting gaze 
from lier plate into vacancy, would conscientiously weigh the 
remark and half-wliispcr in reply: “I dare say.” But a few 
spoke loudly and volubly, and were regarded by the rest, who 
envied them, as iinderlircd. 

I’ood was quite properly the chief preoccupation. The 
diners nlc as those cot who arc l>aying a fixed price per day 
for os muclt as they can consume while observing the rules of 
the game. A\ithoiit moving their heads they glanced out of 
the corners of their eyes, watching the in amrip Tea of the three 
stai£U«l mai.ls who served. They l.ad no concciJtion of food 
save ns i)orlioiis laid out in rows on large silver dishes, and 
when a maid bent over them deferentially, balancing the dish, 
they summed up the offering in an instant, and in an instant 
decided how much they could decently take, and to what ex- 
tent they could practise the theoretic liberty of choice And 
if the food for any reason did not tempt them, or if it cgregiouslv 
failed to coincide with their aspirations, they considcr^^cm'- 
sclvcs aggrieved For, according to the game, they might not 
command; they had the right to seize all that was presented 
under their noses, like genteel tigers; and they had the right 
to refuse; that was all. The dinner was thus a series of emo- 
tional crises for the diners, who knew only that full dishes and 
clean plat^ came endlessly from the banging door behind the 
screen, and that ravaged dishes and dirty plates vanished end- 

fid^ T "T ‘^«ting similar 

food simultaneously; they began together and they finished 

P“P"'l>“nchcs which hung 
from the chandlers to l^he level of the flower-vases, were mor! 

free. The s^rT^vent that chequered the exact regularity of 

the repast was the occasional arrival of a winc-botUc fo/ono 
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of the gncsts. The receiver of the wine-bottle signed a small 
paper in exchange for it and wrote largely a number on the 
label of the bottle; then, staring at the number and fearing tli it 
after all it might be misread by a stupid maid or an nnscrnpuloiis 
compeer, he would re-write the number on another part of the 
label, even more largely. 

Matthew Pccl-Swynnerton obviously did not belong to this 
world. He was a young man of twenty-five or so, not hand- 
some, but elegant. Though he was not in evening dress, though 
he was, as a fact, in a very light grey suit, entirely improper 
to a dinner, he was elegant. The suit was admirably cut, and 
nearly new; but he wore it as though be had never worn any- 
thing else. Also his demeanour, reserved yet free from self- 
consciousness, his method of handling a knife and fork, the 
niceties of his manner in transferring food from the silver 
dishes to his plate, the tone in which he ordered half a bottle 
of wine — all these details infallibly indicated to the company 
that Matthew Pecl-Swynncrton was tlicir superior. Some folks 
hopeil that he was the son of a lord, or even a lord. He hap- 
pi ii. d to be fixed at the end of the table, with his back to the 
window, and there was a vacant chair on either side of him; this 
situation favoured the hope of lus high rank. In truth, he 
was the .son, the grandson, and several times the nephew, of 
earthenware manufacturers. He noticed that the large com- 
pote ’ (as it was called in his trade) which marked the centre 
of the table, was the production of his firm. This surprised 
him, for Peel, Swynnerton and Co., known and revered through- 
out the Five Towns as ‘ Peels,’ did not cater for cheap mar- 
kets. 

A late guest startled the room, a fat, flalAy, middle-aged 
man whose nose would have roused the provisional hostility of 
those who have convinced themselves that Jews arc not ns 
other men. . His nose did not definitely brand him as a usurer 
and a murderer of Christ, but it was suspicious. His clothes 
hung loose, and might have been nnylwdy’s clothes. He ad- 
vanced with brisk assurance to the tabic, Ijowcd, somewhat too 
effusively, to several people, and sat down next to Peel-Swyn- 
nerton. One of the maids at once brought him a plate of soup, 
and he said: “ Thank you, Marie,” smiling at her. He was evi- 
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drnllj a l ial)itn e of the lioiiso. His spectacled cycs bi^amcd the 
superiority wliicli conies of knowin;; girls by their names. He 
was seriously lian(]icap]>ed in the race for sustenance, being two 
and r% half courses Ixhind, but he drew level with speed and then, 
Having accomplished this, he sighed, and pointedly engaged 
Pccl-Swynncrlon ivith his sociable glance. 

All!" he breathed out. " Nuisance when you come in late, 

sir ! 

PccLSwynncrton gave a reluctant nffinnativc. 

Doesn't only upset you! It upsets the house! Servants 
doirt like it ! " 


No," murmured PccUSwynnerton, ** I suppose not." 
However, it’s not often I\n late/' said the man. " 


Can't 


help it sometimes. Uusincss! Worst of these French business 


people is that they've no notion of time. Appointments 
. ! God bless my soul ! " 

"Do you come here often?" asked Pccl-Swynncrlon. He 
detested the fellow, quite inexcusably, perhaps because his scr- 
v iette was tucked under his chin; but he saw tliat tlic fellow wos 
one of your determined talkers, who always win in tiic end* 
Moreover, as being clearly not an ordinary tourist in Paris, the 
fellow mildly excited his curiosity. 

I live here," said the otiicr. "Very convenient for a bach- 
elor, you know. Have done for years. My office is just close 
by. You may know my name — L ewis Mardon ." 

PecLSwynncrton hesitated. The hesitation convicted him of 
not ' knowing his Paris * well, 

" House-agent," said Lewis Mardon, quickly. 

" Oh yes," said Pccl-Swynncrton, vaguely recalling a vision 
of the name among the advertisements on newspaper l ^sks. 

"I expect," Mr. Mardon went on, "my name is as well* 
known as anybody's in Paris." 

" I suppose so," assented Pccl-Swynncrton. 

The conversation fell for a few moments. 


" Staying here long? " Mr. Mardon demanded, having added 
up Pccl-Swynncrton as a man of style and of means, and being 
Duzi^lcd by his presence at that table. 

" I don't know," said Pccl-Swynncrton. 

This was a lie, justified in the uttcrer's opinion as a r^ulsa 
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to Mr. Mardon’s vulgar inquisitiveness, such inquisitiveness as 
might liave been expected from a fellow who tucked his serviette 
under his chin. Pecl-Swvnncrton knew exactly how long he 
would stay. He would stay until the day after the morrow; lie 
had onlv about fifty francs in his pocket. He had been making 
a fool of himself in another quarter of Paris, and he had de- 
.srended to the Pension Frensham as a place where he could be 
absolutely sure of spending not more than twelve francs a day. 
Its reputation was high, and it was convenient for the Galliera 
Museum, where he was making some drawings which he had come 
to Paris expressly to make, and without which he could not rep- 
utably return to England. He was capable of foolishness, but 
he was also capable of wisdom, and scarcely any pressure of 
need would have induced him to write home for money to re- 
place the money spent on making himself into a fool. 

Mr. Mardon was conscious of a check. But, being of .an ac- 
commodating disposition, he at once tried another direction. 

“ Good food here, eh? ” he .suggested. 

“ Very,” said Pcel-Swynnerton, with sincerity. I "a* 

quite— , - 

At that moment, a tall straight woman of uncertain a c 

niishcd open the principal door and stood for .an instant m t ic 

doorway. Peel-Swynncrton had just time to notice that .she 

was handsome and pale, and that her hair was black, and then she 

was gone again, followed by a clipped poodk that accompanied 

her. ^She had signed with a brief gesture to one of the servants, 

who at once set about lighting the gas-jets over the tabic. 

“Who is that?” asked Pccl-Swynnerlon, without reflecting 

that it was now he who was making advances to the fellow whose 

napkin covered all his shirt-front. . 

“That's the missis, that is,” said Mr. Mardon, in a -oner 

and scmi-confidcntial voice. 

“Oh! Mrs. Frensham? ” , , 

“Yes. But her real name is Scales,” said Mr. Mardon, 

'iproudly. 

“ Widow, I suppose? " 

“And she puns the whole show?’ 

“ She runs the entire contraptuip,” said Mr. Mardon, sol* 
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cmnly; ^'nnd don’t you make any mistake!*' He was getting 
familiar. 

Pccl-Swynnt rtoii beat lum o/T once more, glancing with care- 
ful, uninterested noj udiala ncc at tlic gas-burners wlncli exploded 
oiH* afti’r aiiotin r witTi a lillTe plop under the application of the 
maid’s taper. The while table "^H^nu d more whitcly than ever 
under the flaring gas. People at the end of the room away from 
the window instinctively smiled, as though the sun had begun 
to shine. The aspect of the dinner was changed, a meli orated; 
and M'ilh the reiterated statement that the evenings \vcrc draw- 
ing in though it was only Jnly, conversation became almost gen- 
iral. In two minutes Mr. Mardon was genially talking across 
Ihr whole length of the table. The meal iinishcd in a state that 
resembled c onviviality . 

Matthew Pccl-Swynnerlon might not go out into the c repus - 
^lar delights of Paris. Unless he remained within the shelter 
of the Pension, he could not hope to complete successfully his 
rc-convrrsion from folly to wisdom. So he bravely passed 
through the small rose-embroidered door Into a small glass-cov- 
ered courtyard, furnished with palms, wicker armchairs, and two 
stnaU tables; and he lighted a pipe and pulled out of his pocket 
a copy of The Referee. That retreat was called the Lounge; 
it was the only part of the Pension where smoking was not 
either n positive crime or a transgression against good form. 
He felt lonely. Ho said to himself grimly in one breath that 
pleasure was all rot, and in the next he sullenly demanded of 
the universe how it was that pleasure could not go on for ever, 
and why lie was not Mr. Barney Barnato. Two old men en- 
tered tlic retreat and burnt cigarettes with many precautions. 
Tlion Mr. Lewis Mardon appeared and sat down boldly next to 
Afatthew, like a privileged friend. After oil, Mr. Mardon was 
better than nobody whatever, and Matthew decided to. suffer 
him, especially as he began without preliminary sk irmish ing to 
talk about life in Paris. An irresistible subject! Mr. Mardon 
In a worldly tone that the existence of a bachelor in Paris 
migh> easily be made agreeable. But that, of course, for him- 
self ~ well, he preferred, as a general rule, the Pension Fren- 
sham sort of thing; and it was excellent for his business. Still 


FRENSHAMS 


455 


hecouMnct ... he knew . . compared the 

vantages of what he called ‘ knocking about in Pans, with tl.e 
equivalent in London. His information about London was out 
of date, and Pecl-Swynnerton was able to set him right 
portant details. But his infonnaUon about Paris was infinite y 
precious and interesting to the younger man, who saw that he 
liad hitherto lived under strange roisconcepUons. _ 

-Have a whiskey?” asked Mr. Mardon, suddenly. Very 

good here! '' he added. 

‘-Thanks!'^ dra>^ Pccl-Swynnerton. 

The temnUUSTtriisten to Mr. Mardon as long as Mr. Mar- 
don would talk was not to be overcome. And presently, w .en 
the old men had departed, they were frankly telling each other 
elories in the dimness of the retreat. Then, when llic supply of 
: “ enme .0 an end. Mr. Mardon smacked his lips over the 
last drop of whiskey and ejaenlatcd: “ Yes ! " as if g.v.ng a gen- 
cral confirmation to all that had been said. 

Do have one with me," said Matthew, politely. It was the 

Irflst he could do. , - 

Tlic second supply of whiskies was brought into the Lounge 

by Mr. Mardon's Marie. He smiled on her familiarly, and re- 

m irked that he supposed she would soon be going to l^d afUr 

n hard day's work. She gave a iaau£ and a (l^ce m reply, 

Carried Crself well, doesn't she?” observed Mr. Mardon, 
as though Marie had been an exhibit at an ngrieul ural show 
- Ten yc.ars ago she wos very fresh and pretty, but of course 

it takes it out of ’em, a place like this ! ” 

■■ But still,” said Peel-Swynnerton, they must t J 

wouldn’t .stay -that is. unless ^things are very different here 

from what they are in England.” , . , i • 4.., 

The conver/nUon seemed to hove st.mnlaled him 

the woman question in all its bearings, with plnlpspplne 

■ Oh ! The, me it.” Mr. Mardon assured him, M one who 
knew " Besides, Mrs. Seale, treats ’em very well I know 
JL, She’s toli me. She's very particular he looked 
around lo see if wolls hod ears and, by jove, you ve got to be; 
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but slic treats ’em ^rell. You’d scarcely believe the wages they 
get, and pickings. Now at the Hotel Moscow — know the Ho- 
tel os cow? 

Iiaj)i)ily Pecl-Swynncrlon did. He had been advised to 
avoid it bc'C-anse it catered exclusively for English visitors, but 
in the Pension I'renshatn he had accepted something even more 
cxrlusivelv llritish than the Hotel Moscow. Mr. Mardon was 
quite relieved at his affirmative. 

'I’lie Hotel Moscow is a liiniled companv now/* said he; 

Kiiglisli.” 

” Ueallv? ” 

"Yes. I floated it. It >vas iny idea. A great success! 
That’s how I know all about the Hotel Moscow/* He looked at 
the w.alls again. I wanted to do the same here/* he murmured, 
and Pecl-Swynnrrton had to show that he appreciated this confi- 
dence. But she never would agree. I've tried her all ways. 
No go! It's a thousand pities/' 

" Paying thing, eh? " 

"This place? I should say it was! And I ought to be 
able to judge, I reckon. Mrs. Seales is one of the shrewdest 
Momcn you’d meet in a day’s march. She's made a lot of 
money here, a lot of money. And there's no reason why a 
place like this .shouldn't be five times as big as it is. Ten times. 
The scope’s unlimited, my dear sir. All that's wanted is capital. 
Naturally she has capital of her own, and she could get more. 
But then, as she says, she doesn't want the place any 
bigger. She says it's now just ns big as she can handle. That 
isn't so. She's a woman who could handle anything— a born 
manager — but even if it was so, all she would have to do would 
Ik' to retire — only leave us the plage and the name. It's the 
name that counts. And she's made the name of Frensham worth 
something, I can tell you!" 

"Did she get the place from her husband?" asked Pecl- 
Swynnerton. Her own name of Seales intrigued him. 

Mr. Mnrdon sliook his head. " Bought it on her own, after 
the husband's time, for a song— » a song! I know, because I 
knew the original Frenshams." 

" You must have been in Paris a long time,” said Pccl-Swyn^ 
Tiorton, 
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Mr. Afardon could never resist .in opportunity to talk about 
himself. His was a wonderful history. And Pecl-Swynner- 
ton. while scorning the man for his fatuity , was impressed. And 
when that was finished — 

“Yes!” said Mr. Mardon after a pause, reaffirming every- 
thing in general by a single monosyllable. 

Shortly afterwards he rose, saying th.it his habits were reg- 

ular. 

“ Good-night,” he said with a mechanical smile. 

“ G-good-night,” said Pcel-Swynnerton. trying to force the 
tone of fellowship and not succeeding. Thcii .intimacy, which 
liad sprung up like a mushroom, suddenly fell into dust. Peel- 
Swynnerlon's unspoken comment to Mr. Mardon s b.ick was: 
“ Ass ! ” Still, tlie sum of Pccl-Swynnerlon’s knowledge had 
indubitably been increased during the evening. And the hour 
was yet early. Half-past ten! The Folie.s-Marigny, with its 
beautiful architecture and its crowds of wliite toilettes, and its 
frothing of champagne and of beer, and its musicians in tight 
red coats, was just beginning to be alive — and at a distance 
of scarcely a stonc's-throw ! Peel-Swynnerton pictured the ter- 
raced, glittering hall, which had been the prime origin of his 
exceeding foolishness. And he pictured all the other resorts, 
great and small, garlanded with white lanterns, in the Champs 
Elysccs; and the sombre aisles of the Champs Elysees where 
mysterious pale figures walked troublingly under the shade of 
trees, while snatches of wild song or absurd brassy music floated 
u|) from the resorts and restaurants. He wanted to go out and 
.spend those fifty francs that remained in Ills pocket. After nil, 
wiiy not telegraph to England for more money? “Oh, damn 
it!” he said savagely, and stretched his arms and got up. The 
Lounge was very small, gloomy and dreary. 

One brilliant incandescent light burned in the hall, crudely 
illuminating the wicCgf- fauteui ls, a corded trunk with a blu^ 
nnd-red label on it, a FitzfoyTarometer, a map of Pans, a col- 
oured poster of the Compagnic Transatlanliquc, and the ma- 
hogany retreat of the hall-portress. In tliat retreat was not 
only the hall-portress — an aged woman with a wliite cap above 
her wrinkled pink face — but the' Distress of the establishment 
They were murmuring together softly; they seemed to be well 
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<lisposra to one aiiollicr. The portress was respectful, hut the 
mistress was respectful also. 1 lie hall, with its one light tran- 
♦ quilly burning, was bathed in an honest calm, the calm of a 
day’.s work accomplished, of gradual relaxation from tension, of 
growing expectation of repose. In its simplicity it affected Pccl- 
Swynnerton as a medicine tonic for nerves might have affected 
him. In that hall, though exterior nocturnal life was but just 
stirring into activity, it seemed that the middle of the night had 
come, and that these two women alone watched in a mansion full 
of sleepers. And all the recitals which Pccl-Swynnerton and 
Mr. Mardon had exchanged sank to the level of pitiably foolish 
gossip. I’ccl-Swynnerton felt that his duty to the house was to 
retire to bed. He felt, loo, that he could not leave the house 
witliout saying that ho was going out, and tliat he lacked the 
courage deliberately to tell these two women that he was going 
out — at that time of night! He dro]>ped into one of the chairs 
and made a second attempt to peruse The Referee. Useless! 
Either his mind was outside in the Champs Elys6es, or his garc 
would wander s urreptitio usly to the figure of Mrs. Seales. He 
could not well distinguish her face because it was in the shadow 
of the mahogany. 

Then the jmrtrcss came forth from her box, and, slightly bent, 
sped actively across the hall, smiling pleasantly at the guest as 
she passed him, and disappeared up the stairs. The mistress was 
alone in the retreat. Pccl-Swyiincrton jumped up b nisque ly, 
dropping the paper with a rustle, and approached her. 

Excuse me,” he said deferentially. ” Have any letters come 
for me to-night? ” 

He knew that the arrival of letters for him was impossible, 
since nobody knew his address. 

”Wliat name?” The question was coldly polite, and the 
questioner looked him full in the face. Undoubtedly she was a 
handsome woman. Her hair was greying at the temples, and the 
skin was withered and crossed with lines. But she was hand- 
some. She was one of those women of whom to their last on 
earth the stranger will say: "When she was young she must 
have been worth looking at I” — with a little transient regret 
that ynnng women cp rinnt fnr 
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Her voice was firm and even, sweet in tone, and yet morally 
harsh from incessant traffic with all varieties of human nature. 
H« r eyes were the impartial eyes of one who is always judging. 
And evidently she was a proud, even a haughty creature, with 
her careful, controlled politeness. Evidently she considered her- 
self superior to no matter what guest. Her eyes announced 
tiiat slm had lived and learnt, that she knew more about life than 
any one whom she was likely to meet, and that having pre-emi- 
lieiitlv succeeded in life, she had tremendous confidence in her- 
self. The proof of licr success was the unique Frensham’s. A 
consciousness of the uniqueness of Frensham’s was also in those 
eves. Theoretically Matthew Pccl-Swynncrton’s mental attitude 
towards lodging-house keepers was condescending, hut here it 
«as not condescending. It had the real resjjcctfulness of a 
man «’lio for the moment at any rate is impressed beyond his cal- 
cuhition.s. His glance fell as he said — 

“ Fccl-Swynncrtoii.’' Then he looked up again. 

He said the words awkwardly, and rather fearfully, as if 
nwarc that lie was playing with fire. If this Mrs. Scales was 
llie long-vanished aunt of his friend, Cyril Povey, she must know 
lliosc two names, locally so famous. Did she start? Did she 
show a sign of being perturbed? At first he thought he detected 
n .symptom of emotion, but in an instant he was sure that he had 
tlctccted nothing of the sort, and that it was silly to suppose 
tli.'it he was treading on the edge of a romance. Then she turned 
towards the letter-rack at her side, and he saw her face in profile. 
It bore a sudden and astonishing likeness to the profile of Cyrtl 
Povey; a resemblance unmistakable and finally decisive. Ihc 
nose, and the curve of the upper lip were absolutely Cyril's. 
Matthew Pccl-Swynnerton felt very queer. He felt like a crim- 
inal in peril of being caught in the act, and he could not under- 
stand why he should feel so. The landlady looked in the P 
pigeon-hole, and in the ‘ S ' pigeon-hole. 

“ No,” she said quietly, " I sec nothing for you.” 

Taken with a swift rash audacity, he said: “Have you had 
anv one named Povey here recently?” 

“Povey?” 

“Yes. Cyril Povey, of Bursley — In the Five Towns.” 



i60 


THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 

He was very impressionable, very sensitive, was Matthew 
PCel-Swynncrton. His voice trembled as he spoke. But licrs 

also treuiblod in reply. , 

-Not that I remember! No! Were you expcctnig him to 


1? h ' ? 

" Well, it wasn’t at all sure,” he nmltcrcd. '* Thank you. 


Good-night.” ... . i 

” Goo<l-night,” she said, apparently with the simple iiet 

i imctoriness of the landlady who says good-night to dozens ot 
strangers every evening. 

He hurried away upstairs, and met the portress coming down. 
“Well, well!” he thought. “Of all the queer things . 
And he kept nodding his head. At last he had encountered 
something really strange in the spectacle of existence. “ ‘ind 
fallen to him to discover the legendary woman who had fled from 
Burslcy licfore he was born, and of whom nobody knew any- 
thing. What news for Cyril! What a staggering episode ! He 
had scarcely any sleep that night. He wondered whether he 
would be able to meet Mrs. Scales without self -consciousness 
on the morrow. However, he was spared the curious ordca of 
meeting her. She did not appear at all on the following day; 
nor did he see her before he left. He could not find a pretext 
for asking why she was invisible. 


Th^iiaplinn o^Iatthew Pccl-Swynncrton drew up in front 
of No. 26, Victoria Grove, Chelsea; his kit-bag was on the roof 
of the cab. The cabman Imd a red flower in his buttonhole. 
Matthew leaped out of the vehicle, holding his straw hot on Ins 
head with one hand. On reaching the pavement he cheeked him- 
self suddenly and became carelessly calm. Another straw-hatted 
and grey-clad figure was standing at the side-gate of No. 26 in 


the act of lighting a cigarette. 

‘"Hello, Matt!"" exclaimed the second figure, languidly, and 
in a veiled voice due to the fact thot he ^os still holding the 
match to the cigarette and puffing. "" ^^^lat s the meaning of 
all this finstp r? You're just the man I want to see. 

He threw oway the match with a wove of the arm, and took 
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Matthew's liand for a moment, blowing a double shaft of smoke 
tlirough liis nose. 

“ I want to see you, too,” said Matthew. ” And I’ve only got 
a minute. I’m on mv wav to Euston. I must catch the twelve- 
five.” 

He looked at his friend, and could positively sec no feature 
of it that was not a feature of Mrs. Scales’s face. Also, the 
elderly woman held her body in exactly the same way as the 
young man. It was entirely disconcerting. 

” Have a cigarette,” answered Cyril Povey, imperturbably. 
He was two years younger than Matthew, from whom he bad 
acquired most of lii.s vast and intricate knowledge of life and 
art, with certain leading notions of deportment; whose pupil in- 
deed he was in all the things that matter to young men. But he 
had already siirp.as.scd his professor. He could pretend to be 
old much more successfully than Matthew could. 

The cabman approvingly watched the ig nition of the second 
cigarette, and then the cabman pulled out a cigar, and showed 
his large, while teeth, as he bit the end off it. The appearance 
and manner of his fare, the quality of the kit-bag, and the open- 
ing gestures of the intcr^-iow between the two young dukes, had 
put the cabman in an optimistic mood. He had no apprehensions 
of miserly and ungentlcmanly conduct by his fare upon the ar- 
rival at Euston. He knew the language of the tilt of a straw 
hat. And it was a magnificent day in London. The group of 
the two elegances dominated by the perfection of the cabman 
made a striking tab leau of triumphant masculinity, content with 
itself, and needing nothing. 

Matthew lightly took Cyril’s arm and drew him further down 
the street, past the gate leading to the studio (hidden behind a 
house) which Cyril rented. 

*' Look here, my boy,” be began, " I’ve found your aunt.” 

” Well, that’s very nice of you,” said Cyril, solemnly. 
" That's a friendly act. May I ask what aunt? ” 

” Mrs. Scales,” said Matthew. ” You know ” 

“Not the ” Cyril’s face changed. 

“ Yes, precisely ! ” said Matthew, feeling that he was not bemg 
cheated of the legitimate joy caused by making a sensation. As- 
suredly he had made a sensation in Victoria Grove. 
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When he had related tlie whole story, Cyril said: “ Then she 
doesn’t know you know? ’’ 

I don't think so. No, Tin sure she doesn^t She may 
guess.” 

‘'But !iow can you be certain you haven t made a mistake. 

It may be that 

•• Look here, my boy,” Matthew interrupted him. '* I’ve not 
made any mistake." 

'* But you've no proof." 

■' Proof be damned! ” said Matthew, nettled. ” I tell you it’s 
her! " 

•• Oh ! All right ! All right ! What puzzlc.s me roost is what 
the devil you were doing in a place like that. According to \our 
description of it, it must be a - -- 

" I went there because I was broke, said Matthew. 

** Ilazzlc ? " 

Mattlicw nodded. 

‘■Pretty stifl', that!” commented Cyril, when Matthew had 

narrated the prologue to Frenshmn's. 

” Well, she absolutely swore she never took less than two hun- 
dred francs. And she looked it, too! And she was worth it! 

I had the time of my life with that woman. 1 con tell you one 
thing — no more English for me! They simply aren t in it. 

” How old was she? ” 

Matthew reflected judicially. " I should say she was thirty.’ 
The gajjc of admiration and envy was upon him. He had tJic 
legitimate joy of making a second sensation. ” I’ll let you know 
more nlmut that when I come back,” he added. 1 can open 
your eyes, my child.” 

Cyril smiled sheepishly. ” Why can't you stay now?” he 
asked. ” I'm going to take the cast of that Vcrrall girl’s arm 
this afternoon, and I know 1 can't do it alone. And Robson s no 
good. You’re just the man 1 want.” 

” Can’t!” said Matthew. 

” Well, come into the studio a minute, anyhow." 

” Haven’t time; 1 shall miss my train.” 

" I don’t care if you miss forty trains. You must come in. 
You've got to sec that fountain,” Cyril insisted crossly. 

ilatlljcw yicl<le<J* When they emerged into the street agaiDf 
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after six minutes of CyriPs savage interest in his own work, 
Matthew remembered Mrs. Scales. 

■■ Of course you'll write to your mother.' ” he said. 

■■ Yes,” said Cyril, “I’ll write; but if you happen to see her, 
you might tell her.” 

'■ I will,” said Matthew. “ Shall you go over to Paris? ” 

“What! To see Auntie?” He smiled. “I don’t know. 
Depends. If the mater will fork out all my exes . . . it’s 

an idea,” he said lightly, and then without any change of lone, 
■■ Naturally, if you’re going to idle about here all morning you 
aren’t likely to catch the twelve-five.” 

.Matthew got into the cab, while the driver, the stump of a 
cigar between his exposed teeth, leaned forward and lifted the 
reins away from the tilted straw hat. 

" By-the-by, lend me some silver,” Matthew demanded. " It's 
n good thing I’ve got my return ticket. I’ve run it as fine as 
ever I did in my life.” 

Cyril produced eight shillings in silver. Secure in the pos- 
session of these riches, Matthew called to the driver — 

" Euston — like hell] ” 


” Yes, sir,” said the driver, calmly. 

“Not coming iiiy way I supi>osc?” Matthew shouted os an 
aftertliought, just when the cab began to njovc. 

•• No. Barber’s," Cyril shouted 5n answer, and waved his 


hand. 

The horse rattled into Fulham Road. - 

. hUjA , ' 

Three days later Matthew Peel-Swynncrton was walking along 
Bursicy Market Place when, just opposite the Town Hall, he met 
Q short, fat, middle-aged lady dressed in black, with a black em- 
broidered mantle, and a small bonnet tied with black ribbon and 
ornamented with jet fruit and crape leaves. As she stepped 
slowly and carefully forward she bad the dignified, important 
look of a provincial woman who has always been accustomed to 
deference in her native town, and whose income is ample cnoogh 
to extort o bsequiousg ess from the vulgar of all ranks. But im- 
mediately she caught sight of Matthew, her face changed. She 


Ci 
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became simple and naive. She blushed slightly, smiling with s 
timid pleasure. For her, Matthew belonged to a superior race. 
He bore the almost sacred name of Peel. His family had been 
distinguished in the district for generations. * Peel ! ^ ou 

could without impropriety utter it in the same breath with 
^ Wedgwood.* And ' Swynnerton * stood not much lower. 
Neither her self-respect, which M*as great, nor her commonsense, 
which far exceeded the average, could enable her to extend as 
far as the Peels the theory that one man is as good as another. 
The Peels never shopped in St. Luke's Square. Even in its 
golden days the Square could not have expected such a con- 
descension. The Peels shopped In London or in Stafford ; at a 
pinch, in Oldcastle. That was the distinction for the ageing 
stout lady in black. Why, she had not in six years recovered 
from her surprise that her son and Matthew Pccl-Swynncrton 
treated each other rudely as equals! She and Matthew did not 
often meet, but they liked each other* Her involuntary meek- 
ness flattered him. And his rather elaborate homage flattered 
her. lie admired her fundamental goodness, and her occasional 
raps at Cyril seemed to put him into ecstasies of joy. 

** Well, Mrs. Povey," he greeted her, standing over her with 
his hat raised. (It was a fashion be had picked up in Paris.) 
** Here I am, you see." 

** You're quite a stranger, Mr. Matthew. I needn’t ask you 
how you arc. Have you been seeing anything of my boy 
lately?" 

” Not since Wednesday," said ^fatthew. " Of course he's 
written to you ? " 

" There's no * of course ’ about it," she laughed faintly. I 
had a short letter from him on Wednesday morning. He said 
yon were in Paris." 

" But since that — hasn’t he written? " 

" If I hear from him on Sunday I shall be lucky, bless ye!” 
said Constance, grimly. " It’s not letter-writing that will kill 
Cyril." 

"But do you mean to say he hasn’t—” Matthew stopped* 

" Whatever 's amiss?" asked Constance. 

Matthew was at a loss to know what to do or say* ” Ohj 
nothing." 
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“ Now, ilr. Matthew, do please ” Constance’s tone had 

suddenly quite changed. It had become firm, commanding, and 
gravely suspicious. The conversation had ceased to be Small- 
talk for Ikt. 

Matthew saw how nervous and how fragile she was. He [lad 
never noticed before that .she was so sensitive to trifles, though 
it was notorious that nobody could safely discuss Cyril n-ith her 
in terms of chaff*. He was really astounded at that youth’s 
carelessness, shameful carelessness. That Cyril’s attitude to his 
mother was marked by a certain benevolent negligence — this 
Matthew knew; but not to have written to her with the important 
news coneerning Mrs. Scales was utterly inexcusable; and 
Matthew determined that he would tell Cyril so. He felt very 
sorry for Mrs. Povey. She seemed pathetic to him. standing 
there in ignorance of a tremendous fact which she ought to have 
been aware of. He was very content that he had said nothing 
about Mrs. Scales to anybody except his own mother, who had 
prudently enjoined silence upon him, saying that his one duty, 
luiving told Cyril, was to keep his mouth shut until the Poveys 
tjilkcd. Had it not been for his mother’s advice he would as- 
suredly have spread the amazing talc, and Mrs. Povey might have 
flrst heard of it from a stranger's gossip, which would Iiavc been 
too cruel upon her. 

“ Oh! ” Matthew tried to smile gaily, archly. “ You’re bound 
to hear from Cyril to-morrow.” 

He wanted to persuade her that he was concealing merely some 
delightful surprise from her. But be did not succeed. With all 
his experience of the world and of women he was not clever 
enough to deceive that simple woman. 

” I’m waiting, Mr. Matthew,” she said, in a tone that flattened 
the smile out of Matthew's sympathetic face. She was ruthless. 
The fact was, she had in an instant convinced herself that Cyril 
had met some girl and was engaged to be married. She could 
think, of nothing else. "What has Cyril been doing?” she 
added, after a pause. 

” It’s nothing to do with Cyril,” said he. 

Then what is it?” 

“It was about — Mrs. Scales,” he murmured, nearly trem- 
bling. As she offered no response, merely looking around her 
30 



466 


THE OLD WIVES* TALE 


in n peculiar fashion, he said: Shall we walk along a bit?^* 

And he turned in the direction in wliicli she had been going. 
She ol>cjcd the suggestion. 

What did ye say?*’ she asked. The name of Scales for a 
moment had no significance for her. But M*hen she compre- 
hended it she was afraid, and so she said vacantly* as though 
wishing to postpone a shock: What did ye say? ’’ 

I said it was about Mrs. Seales, You know I m-met her in 
Paris.** And he was saying to himself : I ought not to be tell- 

ing this poor old thing here in the street. But what can I do? 

“ Nay, nay! ** she muttered. 

She stop|)cd and looked at him with a worried expression. 
Tlien he obscrA'cd that the hand that carried her reticule was 


making strange purposeless curves in the air, and her rosy face 
wont the colour of cream* as though it had l)cen painted with one 
stroke of an unseen brush. Matthew wos very much put about. 

** Hadn't yoti belter—*' he began. 

** Eh/* she said; ** I must sit me " Her bag dropped. 

He siijiportcd her to the door of Allman's shop, the ironmon- 
ger's. Unfortunately, there were two steps up into the shop, 
and she could not climb them. She collapsed like a sack of flour 
on the first step. Young Edward Allman ran to the door. He 
was wearing a black Tlprmr^nd’fldgc ling with it in his excite- 
ment. 


Doi/t lift her up — don’t try to lift her up, Mr. Pccl-Swyn- 
nert<in!‘* he cried, as Matthew instinctively began to do the 
wrong thing. 

Matthew stopped, looking a fool and feeling one, and he and 
young Allman contemplated each other helpless for a second 
across the body of Constance Povey. A part of the Market 
Place now perceived that the unusual was occurring. It was 
Mj._Shawcross^ the chemist next door to Allman's who dealt ade- 
quately Mith the situation. He hod seen all, while selling a 
Kodak to a young lady, and he run out with salts. Constance 
recovered very rapidly. She had not quite swooned. She gave 
a long sigh, and whispered weakly that she was all right The 
three men helped her into the lofty dark shop, which smelt of 
nails and of stove-polish, and she was balanced on a rickety 
cbair« 
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■' Afy word ! ” exclaimed young Allman, in his loud voice, when 
could smile and the pink was returning reluctantly to her 
cheeks. “You mustn’t frighten us like that, Mrs. Povey!” 

Matthew said nothing. He had at last created a genuine .sen- 
satior.. Once again he felt like a criminal, and could not under- 
stand why. 

Constance announced that she would walk slowly home, down 
the Cock-yard and along Wedgwood Street. But when, glancing 
round in her returned strength, she saw the hedge of faces at the 
doorway, she agreed with Mr. Shaweross that she would do bet- 
ter to have a cab. Young Allman went to the door and wliistlcd 
to the unique cab that stands for ever at the grand entrance to 
the Town Hall. 

“ Mr. Matthew will come with me," said Constance. 

“ Certainly, with pleasure,” said Matthew. 

And she passed through the little crowd of gapers on Mr. 
Shaweross's arm. 

“.Just take care of yourself, missis,” said Mr. Sliawcross to 
licr, through the window of the cab. “ It’s fainting weather, 
and wc’rc none of us any younger, seemingly." 

She nodded. 

“ I’m awfully sorry I upset you, Mrs. Povey,” said Matthew, 
when the cab moved. 

She. shook her head, refusing lii.s apology as unnecessary. 
Tears filled her eyes. In less than a minute the cab had stopped 
in front of Constance’s light-grained door. She demanded her 
reticule from Matthew, who had carried it since it fell. She 
would pay the cabman. Never before had Matthew permitted 
a woman to pay for a cab in which he had ridden; but there was 
no arguing with Constance. Constance was dangerous. 

Amv Bat es, still inhabiting the cave, had seen the cob-wheeU 
through the grating of her window and had panted up IJic kitchen 
stairs to open the door ere Constance had climbed the steps. 
Amy, /lecidedly over forty, was a woman of authority. She 
wonted to know what was the matter, and Constance had to tell 
her that she had ‘ felt unwell.’ Amy took the hat and mantle 
and departed to prepare a cup of tea. When they were alone 

Constance said to Matthew: 

“ Now, Mr. Matthew, will you please tell me? ” 
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It’s only tills, “ he l>ogan. 

And as ho told it. in <juitc a few words, it indeed had the air 
of being ‘ only that.’ And yet his voice shook, in sympathy with 
the a geing woman’s canlrollcd but visible emotion. It seemed 
to him that gladness should have filled the absurd little parlour, 
but tlie spirit that presided had no name; it was certainly not joy. 
He himself felt very sa<l, desolated. He would have given much 
money to have been spared the experience. He knew simply 
that in the memory of the stout, comical, nice woman in the rock- 
ing-chair he had stirred old, old things, wakened slumbers that 
might have been eternal. He did not know that he was sitting 
on the very spot M*horc the sofa had been on which Samuel Povey 
lay when a beautiful and shameless young creature of fifteen 
cxlraclcd his tooth. He did not know that Constance was sitting 
in tJie very chair in which the memorable Mrs, Baines had sat 
in vain conflict with that same unconquerable girl. He did not 
know ten thousand matters that were rushing violently about in 
the vast heart of Constance. 

She cross-questioned him in detail. But she did not put the 
(|urslions which lie in his innocence expected; such as, if her 
sister looked old, if her hair was grey, if she was stout or thin. 
And until Amy, mystified and resentful, had served the tea, on 
a little silver tray, she remained comnarativclv calm. It was in 
the middle of a gulp of tea that she broke down, and Matthew 
had to take the cup from her. 

'*1 can*t thank you, Mr. Matthew/' she wept. ** I couldn't 
thank you enough/* 

“ But I’ve done nothing/' he protested. 

She shook her head. " I never hoped for this. Never hoped 
for it!^* she went on. “It makes me so happy — in a way. 
« . . You mustn’t take any notice of me. I’m silly. You 

must kindly write down that address for me. And I must write 
to Cyril at once. And I must see Mr. Critchlow," 

“ It’s really very funny that Cyril hasn't written to you/* said 
Matthew. 

“ Cyril has not been a good son/* she said with sudden, solemn 
coldness. “ To think that he should hove kept that • • • I ** 

She wept again. 
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At length Matthew saw the possibility of leaving. He felt 
her warm, soft, c rink led hand round bis fingers. 

■ You’ve behavetTvery nicely over this,” she said. “ .-\nd very 
cleverly. In every thing — both over there and here. Nolx)dy 
could have shown a nicer feeling than you’ve shown. It’s a 


great comfort to me that my son has got you for a friend.” 

When he thought of his escapades, and of all the knowledge, 
unutterable in Bursley, fantastically impossible in Bursley, wliich 
he liad imparted to her son, he marvelled that the maternal in- 
stinct sliould be so deceived. Still, he felt that her praise of 
him was deserved. 

Outside, he gave vent to a ‘Phew’ of relief. He smiled, in 
his worldliest manner. But the smile was a sham. pretence 
to himself! A childish attempt to disguise from liiiusclf how 
profoundly he had been moved by a natural scene ! 


r <*v/<X5 * ^ 

On the night when Matthew Peel-Swynnerton spoke to Mrs. 
Scales, Matthew was not the only person in the Pension Fren- 
sliam who failed to sleep. When the old portress came down- 
stairs from her errand, she observed that her mistress was leaving 
the mahogany retreat. 

'* She is sleeping tranquilly, the poor one! ” said the portress, 
discharging her commission, which had been to learn the latest 
news of the mistress's indisposed dog, Fossette. In saying this 
her ancient, vibrant voice was rich with sympathy for the suf- 
fering animal, ^nd she smiled. She was rather like a figure 
out of an almshouse, with her pink, apparently brittle skin, her 
tight black dress, and frilled white cap. She stooped habitually, 
and always walked quickly, with her head a few inches in ad- 
vance of her feet. Her grey hair was scanty. She was old; 
nobody perhaps knew exactly how old. Sophia had taken her 
with the Pension, over a quarter of a century before, because she 
was old and could not easily have found another place. Al- 
though the clientele was almost exclusively English, she spoke 
only French, explal^g herself to Britons by means of benevo- 
lent smiles. 


A 
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“ I think I shall go to bed, Jaccji^inc/' said the mistress^ in 
reply. 

A strange reply, thought Jacqueline. The unalterable cus- 
tom of Jacqueline was to retire at midnight and to rise at five- 
thirty. Her mistress also usually retired alx>ut midnight, and 
during the final hour mistress and portress saw a good deal of 
each otln r. And considering that Jacqueline had just been sent 
up into the mistress's own bedroom to glance at Fossette, and 
that the bulletin was satisfactory, and that madamc and Jacque- 
line had several customary daily matters to discuss, it seemed 
odd that inadame should thus be going instantly to bed. How- 
ever, Jacqueline said nothing but: 

*' Very well, madamc. And the number 32? 

Arrange yourself as you can,’* saitl the mistress, curtly. 

It is well, madamc. Good evening, madame, and a good 
night/* 

Jacqueline, alone in the hall, re-entered licr box and set upon 
one of those endless, mysterious tasks wdiich occupied her when 
she >vas not rusliing to and fro or wdiistling up the tubes. 

Sophia, scarcely troubling even to glance into Fossctlc's round 
basket, undressed, put out the light, and got into bed. She felt 
extremely and inexplicably gloomy. She did not wish to reflect; 
she strongly wished not to reflect; but her mind insisted on re- 
flection — A monotonous, futile, and distressing reflection. 
Povey ! Povey ! Could this be Constance's Povey, the unique 
Samuel Povey? That is to say, not he, but bis son, Constance's 
son. Had Constance a growm-np son? Constance must be 
over fifty now, perhaps a grandmother I Had she really mar- 
ried Samuel Povey? Possibly she was dead. Certainly her 
mother must be dead, and Aunt Harriet and Mr. Critchlow* If 
olive, her mother must be ot least eighty years of ogc, 

The cuy^i|a^vc effeet of merely remaining inactive when one 
ought to be active, wos terrible. Undoubtedly she should hove 
communicated with her family. It was silly not to have done 
so. After all, even if she had, as a child, stolen a trifle of money 
from her wealthy aunt, whot would that have mattered? She 
had been proud. She was criminally proud. That was her vice. 
She admitted it frankly. But she could not alter her pride. 
Everybody had some weok spot. Her reputation for sogoclty. 
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for commonscDse, was, she knew, enormous; she always felt, 
when people were talking to her, that they regarded her as a 
very unusually wise woman. And yet she had been guilty of the 
capital folly of cutting herself off from her family. She was 
a ggipg, and she was alone in tl]y world. She was enriching hcr- 
sclf; slie Ijad the most perfectly managed and the most respect- 
able Pension in the W'orld (she sincerely believed), and she was 
alone in the world. Acquaintances she had — French 
who never offered nor accepted hospitality other than tea 
wine, and one or two members of the English commercial 
— b ut her one f riend was Fossette, aged three years ! She was 
the most solitary person on earth. She liad licard no word of 
Gerald, no word of anybody. Xobody whatever could truly be 
interested in her fate. This was wh.it she hid achieved after a 
quarter of a century of ceaseless labour and anxiety, during 
which she had not once been away from the Kuc Lord Uyron 
for more than thirty hours at a stretch. It was appalling — the 
passage of years; and the passage of years would grow more 
appalling. Ten years hence, where would she be? She pictured 
herself dying. Horrible ! 

Of course there was nothing to prevent her from going back 
to IJurslcy and repairing the grand error of her girlhood. No, 
nothing except the fact that hcr w hole soul recoiled from the 
mere idea of any such cntcrjirisc! in the Rue 

T, f>rd Hym n. She was a part of tlic street. She knew nil that 
li.ippentd or could ha])pcn there. Slie was nttoched to it by the 
heavy chains of habit. In the chill way of long use she loved it. 
There ! The i ncaridcscctit gas-burner of the street-lamp outside 
had been turned down, as it was turned down every night! If 
it is possible to love such a phenomenon, she loved that phenome- 
non. That phenomenon was a portion of her life, dear to her. 

An agreeable young man, that Pecl-Swynncrton! Tlien evi- 
dently, since her days in Burslcy, the Peels and the Swynnertons, 
partners in business, must have intermarried, or there must hove 
been some affair of a will. Did he suspect who she was? He 
had had a very self-conscious, guilty look. No! He could not 
have suspected who she was. The idea was ridiculous. Prob- 
ably he did not even know that her name was Seales. And even 
if he knew her name, he had probably never heard of Gerald 
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Scales, or the story of her flight. Why, he could not have been 
born until after slic liad left Burslcy! Besides, the Peris Mere 
always quite aloof from the ordinary social life of the town. 
No! He could not Imvc susj)ectcd licr identity. '‘It was in- 
fantile to conceive such a thing. 

And yet, she inconscqucntly proceeded in the tangle of her af- 
flicted mind, supposing he had sus]>cctcd it! Supposing by 
some queer chance, he had heard her forgotten story, and casu- 
ally put two and two together ! Supposing even that he were 
iiKTcly to mention in the Five Towns that the Pension Frensham 
was kept hy a Mrs. Scales. ‘Scales? Seales?* people miglit 
rej)eal, 'Now, what does that remind me of?* And the ball 
iniglit roll and roll till Constance or somel>ody picked it up! 
And then 

Moreover — a detail of which she had at first unaccountably 
failed to mark the significance — this Pcel-Swynnertoii was a 
friend of the Mr. Povey as to whom he had inquired. . • • 

In that ease it could not be the same Povey. Impossible that 
the Peels sliould be on terms of friendship with Samuel Povey 
or his connections! But supposing after all they were! Sup- 
posing something utterly unanticipated and revolutionary had 
happened in the Five Towns! 

She was disturbed. She was insecure. She foresaw inquiries 
being made concerning her. She foresaw an immense fomily 
fuss, endless to ni foolery , the upsetting of her existence, the de- 
struction of her calm. And she sank away from that prospect. 
She could not face it. She did not want to face it. ** No,** she 
cried passionately in her soul, ** Tve lived alone, ond 1*11 stay os 
I am. I can’t change at my time of life.** And her attitude 
towards a possible invasion of her solitude became one of resent- 
ment. " I won't have it! I ivon’t hove it! I will be left alone. 
Constance! What can Constance be to me, or I to her, now? ** 
rile vision of any change in her existence was in the highest de- 
gree painful to her. And not only painful! It frightened her. 
It made her shrink* But she could not dismiss it. • . , She 

could not orguc herself out of it. The apparition of I^fatthew 
Pccl-Swynncrlon had somehow altered the very stuff of her 
fibres. 

And surgingj)n the outskirts of the central storm of her brain 
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^rcrc ten tlioiisand apprehensions about the management of the 
Pension. All was black, hopeless. The Pension might have 
been the most complete business failure that gross carelessness 
and incapacity had ever provoked. Was it not the fact that she 
had to supervise everything herself, that she could depend on no 
one? Were she to be absent even for a single day the entire 
structure M’ould inevitably fall. Instead of working less she 
worked harder. And who coidd guarantee that her investments 
were safe? 

When dawn announced itself, slowly discovering each object 
in the chamber, she was ill. Fever seemed to rage in her head. 
And in and round her mouth she had strange sensations. Fos- 
sette stirred in the basket near the large desk on which multi- 
farious files and papers were ranged with minute particularity. 

"Fossettc!” she tried to call out; but no sound issued from 
her lips. She could not move her tongue. She tried to protrude 
it, and could not. For hours she had been conscious of a hcad- 
aclie. Her heart sank. She was sick with fear. Her memory 
flashed to her father and his seizure. She was his daughter! 
Paralysis! “ ^a serait le comblc!” she thought in French, hor- 
rified. Her fear l>ccamc object! "Can I move at all?” she 
thought, and madly jerked her head. Yes, she could move her 
head slightly on the pillow, and she could stretch her right arm, 
both arms. Absurd cowardice ! Of course it was not a seiz- 
ure! She reassured herself. Still, she could not put her 
tongue out. Suddenly she began to hiccough, and she had no 
control over the hiccough. She put her hand to the bell, whose 
ringing would summon the man who slept in a pantry off the 
hall, and suddenly the hiccough censed. Her hand dropped. 
She was better. Besides, what use in ringing for a man if she 
could not speak to him through the door? She must wait for 
Jacqueline. At six o’clock every morning, summer and winter, 
Jacqueline entered her mistress’s bedroom to release the dog for 
a moment’s airing under her own supervision. The clock on the 
mantelpiece showed five minutes past three. She had three 
hours to wait. Fossettc pattered across the room, and sprang 
on to the bed and nestled dovm. Sophia ignored her, but Fos- 
sette, being herself unwell and torpid, did not seem to care. 

Jacqueline was late. In the quarter of an hour between six 
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o'clock and a quarter past, Sophia suiTcred the supreme pangs 
of despair and verged upon insanity. It appeared to her that 
her ct anium would blow off under pressure from within. Then 
the door opened silently, a few inches. Usually Jacqueline 
came into the room, but sometimes she stood behind the door and 
called in her soft, trembling voice, **Fossettc! Fossette!*' 
And on this morning she did not come into the room. The dog 
did not immediately respond. Sophia was in an agony. She 
marshalled all her volition, all her self-control and strength, to 
shout : 

" Jacqueline ! '' 

It came out of her, o horribly difficult and misshapen birth, 
but it came. She was exhausted. 

** Yes, madamc.'' Jacqueline entered. 

As soon as she Imd a glimpse of Sophia she threw up her 
hands. Sophia stared at her, wordless. 

I will fetch the doctor — myself," whispered Jacqueline, 
and fled, 

" Jacqueline! ** The woman stopped. Then Sophia deter- 
mined to force herself to make a speech, and she braced her 
muscles to an unprecedented effort. " Say not a word to the 
others." She eould not boar that the whole household should 
know of licr illness, Jacqueline nodded and vanished, the dog 
following, Jacqueline understood. She lived in the place wiUi 
her mistress as with a fellow-conspirator, 

Sophio began to feel better. She could get into a sitting pos- 
ture, though the movement made her disEy, By working to the 
foot of the bed she could see herself in the glass of the ward- 
robe. And she saw that the lower port of her face was twisted 
out of shape. 

The doctor, who knew her, and who earned a lot of money in 
her house, told her frankly what had happened, Paralytie 
glotto-labio-lartfngee was the phrase he used. She understood. 
A very slight attack; due to overwork and worry. He ordered 
absolute rest and quiet, 

^Mmpossiblc! " she said, genuinely convinced that she alone 
was indispensable, 

" Repose the moat absolute! " he repeated. 

She marvelled that a few words with a man who chanced to 
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"be named Pecl-Swynnerton could have resulted in such a dis- 
aster, and drew a curious satisfaction from this fearful proof 
that she was so highly-strung. But even then she did not realize 
how profoundly she bad been disturbed. 




/- 


■■My darling SSpTira ^ 

The inevitable miracle had occurred. Her suspicions con- 


cerning that Mr. Pccl-Swynncrton were well-founded, after all! 
Here was a letter from Constance! The writing on the envelope 


was not Constance’s; but even before examining it she had had 


a peculiar qualm. She received letters from England nearly 
every day asking about rooms and prices (and on many of them 
she liad to pay threepence excess postage, because the writers 
carelessly or carefully forgot that a penny stamp was not sut- 
ficient) ; there was nothing to distinguish this envelope, and yet 
licr first glance at it had startled her; and when, de cipher ing the 
smudged post-mark, she made out the word ’ Bnrslcy,’ her heart 
did literally seem to stop, and she opened the letter in quite vio- 
lent trcmolation, thinking to herself: “The doctor would say 
thi.s is bad for me.” Six days had elapsed since her attack, 
and she was wonderfully better; the distortion of her face had 
almost disappeared. But the doctor was grave; he ordered no 
medicine, merely a tonic; and monotonously insisted on ‘repose 
the most absolute,' on perfect mental calm. He said little else, 
allowing Sophia to judge from his silences the seriousness of 
her condition. Yes, the receipt of such a letter must be bad for 


She controlled herself while she read it, lying in her drcssiiig- 
ffown against several pillows on the bed; a mist did not form in 
her eyes, nor did she sob, nor betray physically that she was not 
reading an order for two rooms for a week. But the expendi- 
ture of nervous force necessary to self-control was terrific. 

Constance’s handwriting had changed; it was, however, easily 
recognizable as a development of the neat caligraphy of the girl 
who could print window-tickets. The ‘ S ' of Sophia was formed 
in the same way as she had formed it in the last letter which sho 

bad received from her at Axe! 
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■■ My Darling Sophia, 

“ I cannot tell von how overjoyed I was to learn that 

after all these Axars vou arc alive and avcII, and doing so well 

too. I long to see you, my dc«ar sister. It M’ns Mr, Pccl-Swvn- 

nrrton who told me. lie is a frirnd of Cyrils. Cyril is tlic 

name of mv son. I married Samuel in 1867. Cyril was born 
♦ 

in 1871 at Christmas. He is now twenty-two, and doing very 
well in London as a student of sciil|)t\irc, though so young. He 
won a National Scholarship, There were only eight, of which 
lie won one, in all England. Samuel died in 1888. If you read 
the jiapers you must have seen about the PoTCy affair. I mean 
of eoursc Mr. Daniel Povey, Confectioner. It was that that 
killed poor Samuel. Poo r mother d ieji in It doesnT 

seem so long. Aunt Harriet and Aunt Maria arc both dead. 
Old Dr, Ilarrop is dead, and his son has practically retired. 
He has a partner, a Scotchman, Mr, Critcldow Jia^jnarricd 
^liss Insull, Did you ever hear of ^uch a thing? Tlicy have 
tatrn over the simp, and I live in the house part, the other being 
bricked up. Business in the Square is not what it used to be. 
The steam trams take all the custom to Hanbridge, and they arc 
talking of electric trams, but I dare say it is only talk. I have 
a fairly good servant. She has been with me a long time, but 
servants arc not what they were. I keep pretty well, except for 
my s natica and palpitation. Since Cyril went to I.ondon I have 
been very lonid}*. But I try to cheer up and count my blessings, 
I am sure I have a great deal to be thankful for. And now this 
news of you! Please write to me a long letter, and tell me all 
nlmut yourself. It is a long way to Paris, But surely now you 
know I am still here, you will come and pay me a visit — at 
least. Everybody would be most glad to see you. And I should 
be 80 proud and glad. As I say, 1 am all olonc. Mr. Critch** 
low says I am to say there is a deal of money waiting for you* 
Vou know he is the trustee. There is the half^sbarc of mother^s 
and also of Aunt Harriet’s^ and it has been accumulating. By 
the way, they arc getting up a subscription for Miss Chetwyndj 
poor old thing. Her sister is dead, and she is in poverty. I 
have put myself down for £S0. Now, my dear sister, please do 
write to me ot once. You see it is still the old address, 1 re- 
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main, mr darling Sophia, with much love, your affectionate 
sister, 

“ Constance Povev. 

p.S. I should have written yesterday, but I was not fit. 

Every time I sat down to write, I cried. ” 


"Of course,” said Sophia to Eossette, “she expects me to 
go to her, instead of her coming to me! And yet who s the 

busiest?” 

But this observation was not serious. It was merely a trifle 
of affVetionate malicious embroidery that Sophia put on the edge 
of her deep satisfaction. The very spirit of simple love seemed 
to emanate from the paper on which Constance had written. 
And this spirit woke suddenly and completely Sophia’s love for 
Constance. Constance! At that moment there was assuredly 
for Sophi.a no creature in the world like Constance. C onstan ce 
p.T. nnifird for hcrjlie qiinlitifs nf the R aia e u ^ -fomUy. Con- 
st^e's letter was a great letter, a perfect letter, perfect in its 
artlessness; the natural expression of the Baines character at its 
host. Not an awkward reference in the whole of it! No clumsy 
expression of surprise at anything that she, Sophia, had done, 
or failed to do! No mention of Gerald! Just a sublime nc- 
e pUnee of the situation os it was, and the assurance of undi- 

juiiiishcd love! Tact? No; it was something finer than tact . 
Tact was conscious, skilful. Sophia was certain that the notion 
of tactfulness had not entered ConsUncc’s head. Constance had 
simply written out of her heart. And that was what made the 
letter so splendid. Sophia was convinced that no one hut a 

Baines could have written such n letter. . 

She felt that she must rise to the height of that letter, that 
she too must show her Baines blood. And she went pnnily to 
her desk, and began to write (on private notepaper) m that 
imperious large hand of hers that was so different from Con- 
st^s. She began a little stiffly, but after a few lines her 
eenerous and passionate soul was responding freely to the np- 
Lal of ConsUncc. She asked that Mr. Critchlow should pay 
£20 for her to the Miss Chetwynd fund. She spoke of her 
Pension and of Paris, and of her pleasure in Constance’s letter. 
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But she snul notliinrr as to Gerald, nor ns to the possibility of 
a visit to tlic Five Towns. She finished the letter in a blaze of 
love, and passed from it as from a dream to the sterile banality 
of the daily life of the Foiision Frenshnm* fcclingTTTnTr'coin- 
pared to Constance's affection, nothing else had any worth- 

Bnt she would not consider the project of going to Bursley. 
Never, never would she go to Bursley. If Constance chose to 
come to Paris and see her, she would be delighted, but she her- 
self would not budge. The mere notion of any change in her 
existence intimidated her. And as for returning to Bursley 
itself . . . no.no! 

Nevertheless, at the Pension Frenshnm, the future could not 
l>c as the past. Sophia's health forlwdc that. She knew that the 
doctor was right. Jvvery time that she made an effort, she knew 
intimately and speedily that the doctor was right. Only her 
will-power was unimpaired; the machinery by which will-power 
is converted into action was mysteriously damaged. She was 
aware of the fact. But she could not face it yet. Time would 
Imvc to elapse l>cforo she couhl bring herself to face that focL 
S he was getting an old woman. She could no longer draw on 
reserves. Yct^hc ])ersiste(I to every one that she was quite re- 
cov<Tcd, ami was ahstaining from her customary work simply 
from an excess of prudence. Certainly her face had recovered. 
And the Pension, hedng a machine all of whose parts w*cre in 
order, continued to run, apparently, with its usual smoothness. 
It is true that the excellent chef began to ]>eculatc, but as his 
cuisine did not suffer, the result was not noticeable for a long 
period. The wdiolc staff and many of the guests knew that 
Sophia had l)ccn indisposed ; and they knew no more. 

When by liazard Sophia observed a fault in the daily conduct 
of the house, her first impulse was to go to the root of it and 
cure it, her second was to leave it alone, or to paH jatc it by soma 
superficial remedy. Unpcrccivcd, and yet vaguely^ uipcctcd by 
various people, ofjthc Pension F rensh am had set in. 

The tide, havin g risento^ts highcatp was receding, but so little 
that no one equl d be s ure that it had turned! E^S^dmw^nd 
tficiLjt rushed up again and washed the furthest stone. 

Sophia and Constance exchanged several letters. Sophia said 
repeatedly that she could not leave Paris. At length she roundly 
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asked Constance to come and pay her a visit. She made the sug- 
gestion witlj fear — for the prospect of actually seeing her be- 
loved Constance alarmed her — but slic could do no less tli;m 
make it. And in a few days she had a reply to say that Con- 
stance would have come, under Cyril’s charge, but that her 
sciatica was suddenly much worse, and she was obliged to lie 
down every day after dinner to rest her legs. Travelling was 
impossible for her. The fates were combining against Sophia’s 
decision. 

And now Sophia began to ask Jierself about her duty to Con- 
stance. The truth was that she was groping round to find an 
excuse for reversing her decision. She was afraid to reverse it, 
yet tempted. She had the desire to do something which she ob- 
jected to doing. It was like the desire to throw one’s self over 
a high balcony. It drew her, drew her, and she drew back 
against it. The Pension was now tedious to her. It bored her 
even to pretend to be the supervising head of the Pension. 
Throughout the house discipline had loosened. 

She wondered when Mr. Mardon would renew his ov ertur es 
for the transform.ition of her enterprise into a limited company. 
In spite of herself she would deliberately cross his path and 
give him opportunities to begin on the old theme. He hod never 
before left her in peace for so long a period. No doubt she had, 
upon his last assault, absolutely convinced him that his efforts 
had no smallest chance of success, and he had made up his mind 
to cease them. With a single word she could wind him up again. 
The merest hint, one day when he was paying his bill, and he 
would be beseeching her. But she could not utter the word. 

Then she began to soy openly that she did not feel well, that 
tlic house was too much for her, and that the doctor had impera- 
tively commanded rest She said this to every one except Mnr- 
don. And every one somehow persisted in not saying it to Mar- 
don. The doctor having advised that she should spend more 
time in the open air, she would take afternoon drives in the Bois 
with Fossette. It was October. But Mr. Mardon never seemed 
to hear of those drives. 

unc morning he met her in the street outside the house. 

“ I'm sorry to hear you’re so unwell,” he said oonfidentially,. 
after they had discussed the health of Fossette. 
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'* So unwell !" she exclaimed as if resenting the statement* 
** Who told you I was so unwell? '' 

“Jacqueline, She told me you often said that wliat you 
needed was a complete change. And it seems the doctor says so, 
loo.** 

“Oh! doctors!*' she murmured, witliout however denying the 
truth of Jacqueline’s assertion. She saw hope in Mr, Mardon's 
eyes. 

“ Of course, you know," he said, still more confidentially, “ if 

you should happen to change your mind, I'm always ready to 

form a little syndiealc to lake this he waved discreetly at the 

Pension — “off vour hands." 

% 

She shook her head violently, which was strange, considering 
that for weeks she had been wishing to hear such words from 
Mr. Mnrdon. 

“ You needn't give it up altogether," he said. “ You could re** 
tain your hold on it. We'd make you manageress, with a salary 
and a share in the profits. You’d be mistress just as much as 
you arc now." 

" Oh ! " said she carelessly. “ If I gave U up, I should give 
it up entirely. No half measures for me," 

With the utterance of that sentence, the history of Frensham^s 
as a private understanding was brought to a close. Sophia knew 
it* Mr. Mardon knew it. Mr. Mardon^s heart leapt. He saw 
in his imagination the formation of the preliminary syndicate, 
with himself at its head, and then the re-sale by the syndicate to 
a limited company at a profit. He saw a nice little profit for 
his own private personal self of a thousand or so — gained in a 
moment. The plant, his hope, which he had deemed dead, bios* 
seined with miraculous suddenness. 

"Well," he said. “Give it up entirely, then I Take a holi- 
day for life* You’ve deserved it, Mrs. Seales." 

She shook her head once again. 

" Think it over," he said* 

“ I gave you my answer years ago," she said obstinately, while 
fearing lest he should take her at her word. 

" Oblige me by thinking it over," he said. " I'll mention U 
to you again in a few days." 

“ It will be no use," she said* 
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He took his leave, \vaddling down the street in his vague 
clothes, conscious of liis fame as Lewis Mardon, the great house- 
agent of the Ch amps Ely se es, known throughout Europe and 
America. 

In a few days he did mention it again. 

** There's only one thing that makes me dream of it even for 
a moment/' said Sophia. ‘‘ And that is ray sister's healtli." 

** Your sister!" he exclaimed. He did not know she had a 
sister. Never liacl she spoken of her family. 

'' Yes. Her letters arc be ginning to >vorry me." 

" Docs she live in Paris? " 

No. In Staffordshire. She Jias never left home." 

And to preserve her pride intact she led Mr. Mardon to tliink 
that Conslancc was in a most serious way, whereas in truth Con- 
stance hud nothing worse than her sciatica, und even that was 
somewhat better. 

Thus she yielded* 
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Soon nftor dinner one day in Hie following spring, Mr. Criteh* 

low knocked at Constance’s door. She was seated in the rock- 
ing-ciiair in front of the 6rc in the parlour. She wore a large 
* rougn * apron, and M*ilh the outlying parts of the apron she was 
runbing the moisture out of the coat of o young wire-haired fox- 
terrier, for Mhom no more original name had been found than 
Spot.’ It is true that he had a spot. Constance had more than 
once called the world to witness that she >vould never nave a 


young dog again, because, as she said, she could not be always 
running about after them, and they ate the stulHng out of the 
furniture. But her last dog had lived too long; a dog can do 
worse things than cat furniture; and, in her natural reaction 
against age in dogs, and also in the liopc of postponing as long 
as possible the inevitable sorrow and upset which death causes 
when it takes of! a domestic pel, she had not known how to re- 
fuse the very desirable fox-terrier aged ten months that an ac- 
quaintance had oUercd to her* Spot’s beautiful pink skin could 
be seen tinder his disturbed hair; he was exquisitely soft to the 
touch, and to himself be was loatlisoroc. His eyes continually 
peeped forth between corners of the agitated towel, and they 
were full of inquietude and shame. 

Amy was assisting at this performance, gravely on the watch 
to see that Spot did not escape into tlic coal-cellar. She opened 
the door to Mr. Critchlow s knock. Mr. Critchlow entered with- 
out any formalities, as usual. He did not seem to have changed. 
He had the same quantity of white hair, he wore the same long 
white apron, and his voice (which showed however an occasional 
tendency to shrillness) had the same grating quality. He stood 
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fairly straigljt. He was carrying a newspaper in liis v ellu m 
hancl. 

Well, missis!” lie said. 

'■ That will do, thank you, Amy,” said Constance, quietly. 
Amy went slowly. 

” So ye're washing him for her! ” said Mr. Critchlow. 

” Yes,” Constance admitted. Spot glanced sharply at the 
aged man. 

“ An’ ye seen this bit in the p.apcr about Sopliia? ” he asked, 
holding the Signal for her inspection. 

“About Sophia?” cried Constance. “What's amiss?” 

"Nothing’s amiss. But they’ve got it. It's in the ‘Staf- 
fordshire day by day’ column. Here! I’ll read it ye.” He 
drew a long wooden spectacle-case from his waistcoat pocket, 
and placed a second pair of spectacles on his nose. Then he 
sat down on the sofa, his knees slicking out pointedly, and 
read: “‘We understand that Mrs. Sophia Seales, proprietress 
of the famous Pension I'rensham in the Rue Lord Byron, 
]»aris ’ — it’s that famous that nobody in th’ Five 'Powos has 
ever heard of it — 'is about to pay a visit to her native town, 
Burslcy, after an absence of over thirty years. Mrs. Scales 
liclonged to the well-known and highly respected fanaily of 
Baines. She has recently disposed of the Pension Frensham 
to a limited company, and we are betraying no secret in stating 
that the jirice jiaid ran well into five figures.’ So ye see ! ” 
Mr. Critchlow commented. 

“How do those Signal people find out things?” Constance 
murmured. 

“ Eh, bless ye, I don’t know,” said Mr. Critchlow. 

This was an untruth. Mr. Critchlow had himself given the 
information to the new editor of the Signal, who had soon been 
made aware of Critchlow’s passion for the press, and who knew 
how to make use of it. 

“ I wish it hadn’t appeared just to-day," said Constance. 

“ Why ? ” 

“ Oh ! I don't know, I wish it hadn’t” 

“ Well, I'll be touring on, missis,” said Mr. Critchlow, mean- 
ing tliat he would go. 

He left the paper, and descended the steps with s enile de- 
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liixiration. It was cliaraclcristic that he )»nd shown no curiosity 
whatever as to the details of Sophia’s arrival. 

Constance remeved her apron, wrapped Spot up in it, and 
put him in a corner of the sofa. She then abruptly sent Amy 
out to huy a penny time-table, 

I thought you >vcrc going by tram to Knype/’ Amy ob- 
served. 

“ I have decided to go by train/’ said ConsLance, with cold 
dignity, as if she had decided the fate of nations. She hated 
such observations from Amy, wlio unfortunately lacked, in an 
increasing degree, the supreme gift of unquestioning obedience. 

\\ lien Amy came breathlessly back, she found Constance in 
her bedroom, withdrawing crumpled balls of paper from tin’ 
sleeves of her second-best mantle. Constance scarcely ever wore 
this mantle. In theory it was destined for chapel on wet Sun- 
days; in practice it had remained long In the wardrobe, Sundays 
Jiaving l>ccn obstinately fine for weeks and weeks together. It 
was a mantle that Constance bad never really liked. But she 
%vas not going to Knype to meet Sophi.n in her everyday mantle; 
and she liad no intention of donning her best mantle for such 
an excursion. To make her first appearance before Sophia in 
the best mantle she had ~ this would have been a sad mistake 
of tactics! Not only would it have led to an enti-climax on 
Sunday, but it would have given to Constance the air of being 
in awe of Sopliia, Now Constance was in trutli a little afraid 
of Sophia; in tliirty years Sophia might have grown into any- 
thing, whereas Constance had remained just Constance. Paris 
was a great place; and it was immensely far off. And the 
mere sound of that limited company business was intiu ^dating . 
Imagine Sophia having by Jicr own efforts created somctKmg 
which a real limited company wanted to buy and had bought! 
^ cs, Constance was afraid, but she did not mean to show her 
fear in her mantle, y After all, she was the elder. And she 
had her dignity too — and a lot of it — tucked away in her 
secret heart, hidden witliin the mildness of that soft exterior. 
So she had decided on the second-best mantle, which, being 
seldom used, had its sleeves stuffed with paper to the end that 
they niiglit keep their shape and their •fall,’ The little balls 
of paper were strewed over the bed. 
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“ There*s a train at a quarter to three, gets to Knype at 
ten minutes past," said Amy, offi ciousl y. “ But supposing it 
was only three minutes late and the London train was prompt, 
tlicn you might miss her. Haj)pcn you’d better take the two 
liftcen to he on the safe side.” 

" Let me look,” said Constance, firmly. ” Please put all this 
paper in the wardrobe.” 

She would has'C preferred not to follow Amy’s suggestion, 
but it was so incontestably’ wise that she was obliged to ac- 
cei)t it. 

Unless ye go by tram," said Amy. “ That won’t mean 
starting quite so soon.” 

But Constance would not go by tram. If she took the tram 
she would be bound to meet people who had read the Signal; 
and who would say, with their stupid vacuity: “Going to meet 
your sister at Knype? ” And then tiresome conversations would 
follow. Whereas, in the train, she would choose a compartment, 
and would be far less likely to encounter chatterers. 

There was now not a minute to lose. And the excitement 
which hod been growing in that house for days past, under a 
pretence of calm, leapt out swiftly into the light of the sun, 
and was unashamed. Amy had to help her mistress make her- 
self as comely as she could be made without her best dress, 
mantle, and bonnet. Amy was frankly consulted as to clfects. 
'I'hc barrier of class was lowered for a space. Many years 
had elapsed since Constance had been conscious of a keen de- 
sire to look smart. She was reminded of the days when, in 
full fig for chapel, she would dash downstairs on a Sunday 
morning, and, assuming a pose for inspection at the threshold 
of the parlour, would demand of Samuel: “ Shall I do? ” Yes, 
she used to dash downstairs, like a child, and yet in those days 
she had thought herself so sedate and mature! She sighed, half 
with lancinating regret, and half in gentle disdain of that 
mercurial CTCaturc aged less than thirty. At fifty-one she re- 
garded herself as old. And she was old. And Amy had the 
tricks and manners of an old s pinste r. Thus the excitement in 
the house was an ‘ old ’ excitement, and, like Constance's desire 
to look smart, it had its ridiculous side, which was also its 
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tragic side, tlic 5ide tliat would have uindc a boor gtiffaw, and a 
hysterical fool cry, and a wise man meditate sadly^ upon the 
earth's fashion of renewing itself. , 

At linlf-j)<ist one Constance was dressed, with the exception 
of her gloves^ She looked at the clock a second time to make 
sure that she might safely glance round the house without fear 
nf missing the train. She went up into llic bedroom on the 
.second-floor, her and Sophia*s old bedroom, which she had pre- 
p ire<l with enormous care for Sophia. The airing of that room 
had been an enterprise of days, for, save by a minister during 
the sittings of the Wesleyan Methodist Conference at Burslcy, 
it had iieveT l>een oceiifned since the era when Maria InsuU 
used occasionally to slei]> in the house. Cyril clung to his old 
room on his visits. Constance had an ample supi)ly of solid 
and stately furniture, and the chamber destined for Sophia was 
lighleiH'd in every corner by the reflections of polished mahog- 
any. It was also fairly iinpregnalcd with the odour of fur- 
niture paste — an odour of which no housewife need be ashamed, 
hurt her, it h.id hvvn re-papered in a delicate blue, with one 
of the n<‘w ‘ art ’ j)atterns. It was a ‘ Baines ’ room. And 
Constance did not care where Sophia came from, nor what 
Sophia had been accustomed to, nor into what limited company 
Sophia liad l>ccn transformed — that room was adequate! It 
could not li.avc been improved upon. You had only to look 
at the cr oche ted mats — even those on the washstand under 
the whilc-and-gold' ewer and other utensils. It was folly to 
expose such mats to the splashings of a washstand, but it was 
sublime folly. Sophia might remove them if she cared, Con- 
stance was house-proud; house-pride had slumbered within her; 
now it blazed forth. 

A fire brightened the drawing-room, which was a truly mag-^ 
nificent apartment, a museum of valuables collected by the 
Baines and the Maddnek families since the year 1840, tempered 
by the latest novelties in antimacassars and cloths. In all 
Bursicy there could hare been few drawing-rooms to compare 
with Constance’s. Constance knew it. She was not afraid of 
her drawing-room being seen by anybody. 

She passed for an instant into her own bedroom, where Amy 
Was patiently picking balls of paper from the bed. 
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“ Now you quite understand about tea? ” Constance asked. 

“Oh yes, ’m/’ said Amy, as if to say: “How much oftciicr 
arc you going to ask me that questions “ “Are you oiT now, 
'm ? ” 

■‘Yes,’’ said Constance. “Come and fasten the front-door 
after me.” 

They descended togctlicr to the p.arlour. A white cloth 
for tea lay folded on the table. It was of the finest da mask 
that skill could choose and money buy. It was fifteen years 
old, and had never been spread. Constance would not h.avc 
produced it for the first meal, had she not possessed two other 
of equal eminence. On the ''harmonium were ranged several 
gams .iiul cakes, a Burslcy pork-pie, and some pickled s almon ; 
with the necessary silver. All was there. Amy could not go 
wrong. And crocuses were in the vases on the mantelpiece. 
Her ' garden,’ in the phrase which used to cause Samuel to 
tliink how extraordinarily feminine she was ! It was a long 
time since she had had a ‘garden’ on the mantelpiece. Her 
interest in her chronic sciatica and in her palpitations had 
grown at the expense of her interest in gardens. Often, when 
slic had finished the complicated processes by which her fur- 
niture and other goods were kept in order, she had strength 
only to ‘rest.’ She was rather a fragile, small, fat woman, 
soon out of breath, easily marred. This business of preparing 
for the advent of Sophia had appeared to her genuinely colossal. 
However, she had come through it very well. She was in pretty 
good health; only a little tired, and more than a little anxious 
and nervous, as she gave the last glance. 

“Take away that apron, do!” she said to Amy, pointing to 
the rough apron in the corner of the sofa. ‘ By the way, 

where is Spot? ” 

” Spot, m'm? ” Amy ejaculated. 

Both their hearU jumped. Amy instinctively looked out of 
the window. He was there, sure enough, in the gutter , study- 
ing the indescribabilitics of King Street. He had obviously 
escaped when Amy came in from buying the time-table. The 
woman's face was guilty. 

“Amy, I wonder al you!” exclaimed Constance, tragically. 
She opened the door. 



488 


THE OLD WIVES' TALE 


"Well, I never did sec the like of that dog!” mtirmured 
Amy. 

“Spot!” his mistress comm.andcd. “Come here at once. 
Do you hear me? ” 

Spot turned shorply and prized motionless at Constance. 
Then with a toss of the head he dashed off to the corner of the 
Srpiare, and gazed motionless again. Amy went forth to catch 
him. Alter an age she brought him in, sq uealin g. He was in 
a state exceedingly offensive to the eye and to the nose. He 
had effectively got rid of the smell of soap, which he loathed. 
Constance could have wept. It did really appear to her that 
nothing had gone right that day. And Spot had the most in- 
nocent, trustful air. Impossible to make him realize that his 
aunt Sojihia was coming. Ho would have sold Ids entire family 
into servitude in order to buy ten yards of King Street gutter. 

" Yoq must wash him in the sc uller y, that’s all there is for 
it,” said Constance, controlling herself. ” Put that apron on, 
and don't forget one of your new aprons when you open the 
door. Better shut him up in Mr. Cyril’s bedroom when you’ve 
dried him.” 

And she went, charged with worries, clasping her bag and 
her umbrella and smoothing her gloves, and spying downwards 
at the folds of her mantle. 

" That’s a funny way to go to Bursley Station, that is,” said 
Amy, observing that Constance was descending King Street in- 
stead of crossing it into Wedgwood Street. And she caught 
Spot • a fair clout^n the bead,’ to indicate to him thot she had 
him alone in tlic house now. 

Constance was taking a round-about route to the station, so 
that, if stopped by acquaintances, she should not be too ob- 
viously going to the station. Her feelings concerning the or- 

nval of Sophia, and concerning the town’s attitude towards it, 
were very complex. 

She was forced to hurry. And she had risen that morning 
with plans perfectly contrived for the avoidance of hurry. She 
disliked hurry because it always * put her about* 
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The express from London was )alc, so that Conslance had 
three-quarters of an hour of the stony calmness of Knype |)lat- 
form when it is Avaiting for a great train. At last the porters 
began to cr}’, Maccleslield^ Stockport^ and Manchester train; ** 
the immense engine glided round the curve, dwarfing the car- 
riages behind it, and Constance had a supreme tremor. Tlic 
calmness of the platform was transformed into a mclec. Little 
Constance found herself left on the fringe of a physically agi- 
tated crowd which was apparently tr^’ing to scale a precipice 
surmounted by windows and doors from M’hosc apertures looked 
forth defenders of the train. Knype platform seemed as if 
it would never be reduced to order again. And Constance did 
not estimate highly the chances of picking out an unknown 
Sophia from that w elter . She was very seriously ptTturl)ed. 
All the muscles of licr face were drawn as her gaze wandered 
anxiously from end to end of the train. 

Presently she saw a singular dog. Other people also saw it. 
Jt was of the colour of chocolate; it had a head and shoulders 
richly covered with hair that hung down iu thousands of ttifts 
like the tufts of a modern xnop such as if bouglit in shops. 
This hair stopped suddenly rather less than halfway along the 
length of the dog’s body, the remainder of which was naked 
and as smooth as marble. The effect was to give to the in- 
habitants of the Five Towns the impression that the dog had 
forgotten an essential part of its attire and was outraging 
decency. The ball of hair which had been allowed to grow on 
the dog’s tail, and the circles of hair which ornamented its 
ankles, only served to intensify the impression of indcccncv. 
A pink ribbon round its neck completed the outrage. The ani- 
mal had absolutely the air of a decked trn ))op . A chain ran 
taut from the creature's neck into the middle of a small crowd 
of persons gesticulating over trunks, and Constance traced it to 
A tall and distinguished woman in a coat and skirt with a rather 
striking hat. A beautiful and aristocratic woman, Constance 
thought, at a distance! Then the strange idea came to her: 

That's Sophia!" She was sure. . . . She was not sure. 
« . . She was sure. The woman emerged from the crowd. 
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Her eye fell on Constance. They both hcsilaled, and, as it 
were, wavered uncertainly towards each other. 

I should have known you anywhere,*' said Sophia, with ap- 
parently careless tranquillity, as she stooped to kiss Constance, 
raising her veil. 

Constance saw that this marvellous tranquillity must be imi- 
tated, and she imitated it very well. It was a ' Baines * tran- 
quillity. But she noticed n twitching of her sister's lips. The 
twitcliing comforted Constance, proving to her that she was not 
alone in foolishness* There was also something queer al)out 
the permanent lines of Sophia's mouth. That must be due to 
tlic * attack * about which Sophia had written. 

"Did Cyril meet you?” asked Constance. It was all that 
she could tliink of to say. 

*■ oil yes! ” said Sopliin, eagerly. “ And I went to his studio, 
find he saw me off at Knston. He is a very nice boy. I love 
him.” 

She said ‘ I love him ’ .with the intonation of Sophia aged 
fifteen. Her tone and imperious gesture sent Constance flying 
back to the ’sixties. "She hasn’t altered one bit," Constance 
thought with joy. " Nothing could change Sophia." And at 
the buck of tlint notion was a more general notion: " Nothing 
could change a Baines." It was true that Constance’s Sophia 
had not cliangcd. Pow erful Jndi^v idualities re main ni^isfigurcd 
b y no ma tter M'li nt vicissitudesp ^rtcr this revelation of the 
original Sophia, arising as it ^d out of praise of Cyril, Con- 
stance felt easier, felt reassured. 

" 'riiia is I’osscltc,’’ said Sophia, pulling at the chain. 

Constance knew not wliat to reply. Surely Sophia could not 
be aware what she did in bringing such a dog to n place where 
people were so particular as they are in the Five Towns. 

"Fossetlc!" She repeated the name in an endearing accent, 
half stooping towards the dog. After all, it was not the dog’s 
fault Sophia hod certainly mentioned a dog in her letters, but 
she had not prepared Constance for the spectacle of Fossette. 

All that happened in a moment. A porter appeared with two 
trunks belonging to Sophia. Constance obserred that they were 
superlatively ‘good’ trunks; also that Sophia’s clothes, though 
on the showy side,’ were superlatively ‘ good.’ The getting of 
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SopJiia’s ticket to Bursley occupied tlicoi next, and soon the first 
shock of meeting had worn off. 

In a second-class compartment of the Loop Line train, M-illr 
Sophia and Fossette opposite to her, Constance had leisure to 
* take in ’ Sophia. She came to the conclusion that, des}>itc 
her slenderness and straightness and the general effect of the 
long oval of her face under the hat, Sophia looked her age. 
She saw that Sophia must have been through a great deal; her 
experiences were daiuagiiigly printed in the details of feature. 
Seen at a distance, she might have passed for a woman of 
thirty, even for a girl, but seen across a narrow railway car- 
riage she was a_ woman whom gntTArinjC^ t»nd nged. Yet ob- 
viously her spirit was unbroken. Hear her tell a doubtful 
j)orter that of course she should take Fossette with her into 
the carriage! See her shut the carriage door with the ex- 
pressed intention of keeping other people out! She was ac- 
customed to command. At the same time her face had an al- 
most set smile, as though she had said to herself: “ 1 will die 
smiling.” Constance felt sorry for her. Wliilc recognizing in 
Sophia a superior in charm, in experience, in knowledge of the 
world and in force of personality, she yet with a kind of un- 
disturbed, fundamental superiority felt sorry for Sophia. 

“What do you think?” said Sophia, absently fingering Fos- 
sette. ” A man came up to me at Euston, while Cyril was get- 
ting my ticket, and said, ‘ Eh, Miss Baines, I haven't seen yc 
for over thirty years, but I know you’re Miss Baines, or t vere — 
and you’re looking bonny.' Then he went off. I think it must 
hove been Holl, the grocer.” 

“ Had he got a long white beard? ” 

” Yes.” 

" Then it was Mr. Holl . He’s been Mayor twice. He’s an 
alderman, you know." 

“ Really! ” said Sophia. ” But wasn’t it queer? " 

“Eh! Bless us!” exclaimed Constance. “Don’t talk about 
queer! It’s terrible how time flies .” 

The convwatiTn stopped, and it refused to start again. 
Two women who are full of affectionate curiosity about each 
other, and who have not seen each other for thirty years, and 
who arc anxious to confide in each other, ought to discover no 
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cliHiculty in talking; but somehow these two could not talk, 
Constance perceived that Sophia was impeded by the some a\sk^ 
wardness ns herself. 

••Well I never!” cried Sophia, suddenly. She had glanced 
oiil of the window and liad seen two camels and an elephant in 
a field close to the line, amid manufactories and warehouses and 
advertisements of soap. 

Oh ! ” said Constance. ” TliaCs Barnum^s, you know. 
They have what they call a central depot here, because it s the 
nii<ldlc of England.” Constance spoke proudly. (Alter all, 
there can be only one middle.) It was on her tongue to say, 
in her ‘ tart' manner, that Fossette ought to be with the camels, 
but she refrained. Sophia hit on the excellent idea of noting 
all the buildings that were new to her and all the landmarks 
that she rcincinbcrcd. It was surprising how little the district 
had nltcrcd. 

Same smoke ! ” said Sophia, 

“ Same smoke ! ’* Constance agreed. 

” It’s even worse,” said Sopliia. 

” Do you think so? ” Constance was slightly pigued. But 
they’re doing something now for smoke abatement.” 

” I must have forgotten Ijow dirty it was! ” said Sophia. ” I 
suppose that's it. I'd no idea , . . ? 

” Really!” said Constance, Then, in candid admission, 
” The fact is, it it dirty. You can’t imagine what work it makes, 
cs|)ccially with window-curtains.” 

As the train pufTcd under Trafalgar Road, Constance pointed 
to a new station that was being built there, to be called * TrafaL 
gar Road ' stotion. 

“Won't it be strange?” said she, accustomed to the eternal 
sequence of Loop Lane stations — Turnhill, Bursicy, Blcakridgc, 
Hnnbridge, Cauldon, Knype, Trent Vale, and Longshaw, A 
' Trafalgar Road ’ inserting itself between Blcakridgc and Han- 
bridge seemed to her excessively curious. 

” Yea, I suppose it will,” Sophia agreed. 

” But of course it's not the same to you,” said Constance, 
dashed. She indicated the glories of Bursley Park, as the train 
slackened for Borsley, with modesty Sophia gazed, and 
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vaguely recognized the slopes where she had taken her first walk 
with Gerald Scales* 

Nobody accosted them at Burslcy Station, and they drove to 
the Square in a cab. Amy was at the window; she held uj) 
Spot, who was in a plenary state of cleanliness, rivalling the 
purity of Amy's apron. 

Good afternoon, m'm/' said Amy, officiously, to Sophia, as 
Sophia came up the steps. 

“ Good afternoon, Amy," Sopliia replied. She flattered Amy 
in thus showing that she %vas acquainted with her name; but 
if ever a servant M’as put into her place by mere tone, Ainv 
was put into her place on that occasion. Constance trembled at 
Sophia's frigid and arrogant politeness. Certainly Sophia was 
not used To being addressed first by servants. But Amy was 
not quite the ordinary servant. She was mucli older than the 
ordinary servant, and she had acquired a partial moral dominion 
over Constance, though Constance would have warmly denied 
it. Hence Constance’s apprehension. However, nothing hap- 
pened. Amy apparently did not feel the snub. 

" Take Spot and put him in Mr. Cyril's bedroom," Constance 
murmured to her, os if implying: " Have I not already told you 
to do that.^" The fact was, she was afraid for Spot's life. 

Now, Fossette!" She welcomed the incoming poodle 
kindly; the poodle began at once to sniff. ' 

The fat, red cabman was handling the trunks on the pave- 
ment, and Amy was upstairs. For a moment the sisters were 
alone together in the parlour. 

"So here I am!" exclaimed the tall, majestic woman of fifty. 
And her lips twitched again as she looked round the room — so 
small to her. ^ 

"Yes, here you arc!” Constance agreed. She bit her lip, 
and, as a measure of prudence to avoid breaking down, she 
bustled out to the cabman. A passing instant of emotion, like 
a fleck of foam on a wide and calm sea! 

The cabman blundered up and downstairs with trunks, and 
saluted Sophia^s haughty generosity, and then there was quiet- 
ness- Amy was already brewing the tea in the cave. The pre- 
pared tea-table in front of the fire made a glittering array. 
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Now, wliat about Fosscttc?'' Constance voiced anxieties 
that had been growing on her. 

Fosse ttc will be quite right with said Sophia, firmly. 

They ascended to the guest's room, which drew Soj)hia s ad- 
miration for its prettincss* She hurried to the window and 
looked out into the Square. 

‘ Would you like a fire?** Constance asked, in a rather pezz. 
fuuctorv manner. For a bedroom fire, in seasons of normal 
was still regarded as absurd in the Square. 

“ Olu no! ” said Sopliia; but witli a slight failure to rebut the 
suggestion as utterly ridiculous. 

“Sure?” Constance questioned. 

" Quite, thank you,” said Sophia. 

“Well, I'll leave you. 1 expect Amy will have tea ready 
directly.” She went down into tlic kitehen. “ Amy, she said, 
"ns soon as we’ve Hnished tea, light a fire in Mrs. Seales s bed 
room.” 

“ In the top bedroom, in’m? ” 

” Yes.” 

Constance climbed again to her own bedroom, and shut the 
door. She needed a moment to herself, in the midst of this 
terrific affair. She sighed with relief ns she removed her mantle. 
She thought: “At any rate we’ve met, and I’ve got her here. 
She’s very nice. No, she isn’t a bit altered.” She hesitated to 
admit that to her Sophia wos the least in the world formidable. 
And .so she said once more: “She’s very nice. She isn’t a bit 
altered.” And then: " Fancy her being here! She really is 
here.” Wivh her perfect simplicity it did not occur to Con- 
stance to speculate as to what Sophio thought of her. 

.Sophia was downstairs first, and Constance found her look- 
ing at tlio blank wall beyond the door leading to the kitchen 
steps. ~ 

" So this is where you had it bricked up? ” said Sophia. 

“Yes,” said Constance. “That’s the place.” 

“ It makes me feel like people feel when they hove tickling 
in a limb that’s been cut off! ” said Sophia. 

” Oh, Sophia!” 

The tea received o great deal of praise from Sophia, but 
neither of them ate much. Constance found that Sophia wos 
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like herself: she liad to be particular about her food. She 
tasted dainties for the sake of tastirijj, but it was a bird’s peck- 
ing. Not tliC twclftli part of the tea was consumed. They 
dared not indulge caprices* Only their eyes could feed. 

After tea they went up to the drawing-room, and in the cor- 
ridor had the startling pleasure of seeing two dogs who scurried 
about after cacli other in amity. Spot liad found Fossette, with 
the aid of Amy's incurable carelessness, and had at once ex- 
amined her with great particularity. She seemed to be of an 
amiable disposition, and not averse from the lighter distrac- 
tions. For a long time the sisters sat chatting together iii 
the lit dr«a wing- room to the agreeable sound of happy dogs play- 
ing in the dark corridor* Those dogs saved the situation, be- 
cause they needed constant attention. When the dogs dozed, 
the sisters began to look through photograph albums, of wdiich 
Constance had several, bound in plush or morocco* Nothing 
will sharpen the memory, evoke the past, raise tlic dead, re- 
juvenate the ageing, and cause both sighs and smiles, like a 
collection of photographs gathered together during long years 
of life* Constance had nn astonishing ine naycr ie of unknown 
cousins and their connections, and of townspeople; she had 
Cyril at all ages; she had weird dagiicjiLflti^jes of her parents 
and their parents. The strangest of all was a portrait of 
Samuel Povey as an infant in arms. Sophia cheeked an im- 
pulse to laugh at it. But when Constance said: ** Isn’t it 
funny?'" she did allow herself to laugh. A photograph of 
Samuel in the year before his death was really imposing. Sophia 
stared at it, impressed* It was the portrait of an honest man. 

Mow long have you been a widow?” Constance asked in a 
low voice, glancing at upright Sopliia over her spectacles, a leaf 
of the album raised against her finger. 

Sophia unmistakably flushed* ” I don’t know that I am a 
widow,” said she, with an air* ” My husband left me in 1870. 
and Tve never seen nor heard of him since.” 

” Oh, my dear!” cried Constance, alarmed and deafened as 
by a clap of awful thunder. ” I thought ye were a widow. 
Mr. Pcel-Swynncrton said he was told positively ye were a 
widow. That’s w'hy I never* . . She stopped. Her 

face was troubled* 
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** Of course I always passed for a widow, over there, said 
Sophia. 

Of course/* said Constance quickly. I sec. • ♦ 

“ And I may be a widow/* said Sophia. 

Constance in.ade no remark. This was a blow, Burslcy was 
such a parlieular place. Doubtless, G erald Seale s had behav ed 
like a scoundrel. That was sure! 

WUeny imincdialely afterwards, Amy opened the drawings 
room door (having first knocked-^ the practice of encouraging 
a servant to plunge without warning of any kind into a draw- 
ing-rnoin had never been favoured in that house) she saw the 
sisters sitting rather near to each other at the walnut oval table, 
Mrs. Seales very upright, and staring into the fire, and Mrs. 
Povey 'bunched up* and staring at the photograph album; 
both seeming to Amy aged and np|wehcnsiyc; Mrs. Povey s hair 
was quite grey* though Mrs. Scales* hair was nearly as black 
as Amy's own. Mrs. Seales started at the sound of the knock, 
and turned her head. 

'* Here’s Mr. and Mrs. Critchlow, m*m/* announced Amy. 

The Bisters glanced at one another, wth lifted foreheads. 
Then Mrs. Povey spoke to Amy as though visits at hnlf-past 
eight at night were a customary phenotuenon of the household. 
Nevertheless, she trembled to think what outrageous thing Mr. 
Critchlow might say to Sophia after thirty years* absence. The 
occasion was great, and it might also be terrible. 

** Ask them to come up/* she said calmly. 

But Amy had the best of that encounter. ** I have done/* she 
replied, and instantly produced them out of the darkness of 
the corridor. It was providential: the sisters had made no re* 
mark that the Critchlows might not hear. 

Then MnrU (^pfoblaw, si mperin g, hod to greet Sophia. 
Mrs. Critchlow was very agitated, from sheer nervousness. 
She curyetted; she almost p rance d ; and she made noises with 
her mouth as though she saw some one eating a sour apple. 
She wanted to show Sophia how greatly she had changed from 
the young, timid apprentice. Certainly since her marriage she 
had changed. As manager of other people*s business she had 
not felt the necessity of being effusive to customers, but as 
proprietress, anxiety to succeed had dragged her out of her capa- 
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ble and mechanical indifference. It was a pity. Her con- 
sistent dullness had had a sort of dignity; but geni.al, she was 
merely ridiculous. Animation cruelly displayed her appalling 
commonness and physical shabbincss. Sophias demeanour was 
not chilly; but it indicated that Sophia had no wish to be eyed 

over os a freak of nature. ^ 

Mr. Critchlow advanced very slowly into the room. '‘\c still 
carry vour head on a stiff neck/' said he, dclil>cratcly examining 
Sojihia. Then with great care he put out his long thin atm and 
took her hand. “ Well, I’m rare and glad to sec yc! ’’ 

Every one was thunderstruck at this expression of joy* Mr, 
Critchlow had never been known to be glad to sec anybody. 

“ Yes,” twittered Maria, " Mr. Critchlow would come in to- 
night. Nothing would do but he must come in to-night.” 

You didn’t tell me this afternoon,” .said Constance, that 
you were going to give us the pleasure of your company like 

this.” j •• r 

He looked momentarily at Constance. ” No,” he grated, 1 

don’t know ns I did.” 

His gaze flattered Sophia. Evidently he treated this expe- 
rienced and sad woman of fifty ns a young girl. And in pres- 
ence of his extreme age she felt like a young girl, remembering 
the while how as a young girl she had hated him. Repulsing 
the assistance of his wife, he arranged an armchair in front of 
the fire and meticulously put himself into it. Assuredly he was 
much older in a drawing-room than behind the counter of his 
shop. Constance had noticed that in the afternoon. A live 
coal fell out of the fire. He bent forward, wet his fingers, 
picked up the coal and threw it hack Into the fire. 

^ “ Well,” said Sophia. ” I wouldn’t have done that.” 

“ I never saw Mr. Critchlow’s equal for picking up hot cin- 

ders/* M^ria giggled* 

Mr. Critchlow deigned, no remark. ” Wlicn did yc leave this 
Paris?” he demand^ of Sophia, leaning back, and putting his 

hands on the arms of the chair. 

” Yestr^rday morning,” said Sophia 

” And what’n ye been doing with yesclf since yesterday morn- 
ing? ’ 

” I spent last night In London,” Sophia replied. 

ii 
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‘‘ Oil, in London, did yc? *’ 

Yes. Cyril and I had an evening together/* 

‘*Kh? Cyril! What*s ycr opinion o* Cyril, Sophia?^* 

Tin very proud to have Cyril for n nephew/' said Sophia. 

“Oh! Arc ye?'* The old man was obviously ironic. 

“Yes I am/' Sophia insisted sharply. Tm not going to 
hear a word said against Cyril/* 

She proceeded to an enthusiastic la udatio n of Cyril which 
rather overwhelmed his mother. Constance was pleased ; she 
was <lelighted. And yet somewhere in her mind was an un- 
cdinfnrt.ahle feeling that Cyril, having taken a fancy to his hril- 
liaiit anrit, had triitl to charm her as he seldom or never tried 
to charm hi.s mother. Cyril and Sophia had dnzrded and con* 
qurr((l each other; they wore of the same type; whereas slic, 
Constance, being hut a plain person, could not glitter. 

She rang the Ik’U and gave instructions to Amy obout fiK>d 
— fruit cakes, coffee and hot milk, on a tray; and Sophia also 
spoke to Amy nnirmuring a request as to Fossettc. 

Yes, Mrs. Seales/’ said Amy, with eager deference. 

Mrs. Critehlow smiled vaguely from a low chair near the 
curtained window. Then Constance lit another burner of the 
chandelier. In doing so, she gave a little sigh; it was a sigh 
of~ relief. Mr. Critchlow had behaved himself. Now that he 
and Sophia Ind met, the worst was over. Had Con.stancc known 
beforehand that he would pay a call, she would have been 
agonized by apprehensions, but now that he had actually come 
she was glad he had conic. 

When he had silently sipped some hot milk, he drew a thick 
bunch of papers, white and blue, from his bulging breast- 
pocket. 

" Now, Maria Critchlow,” he enllcd, edging round bis chair 
slightly. ” Ye’d best go back home.” 

Maria Critchlow was biting at a bit of walnut cake, while in 
her right hand, all seamed with black lines, she held a cup of 
coffee. 

But, Mr. Critchlow ” Constance protested. 

” Tve got business with Sophia, and I must get it done 
I ve got for to render an account of my stewardship to Sophia, 
under her father’s will, and her mother’s will, and her aunt’s 
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will, nnd it’s nobody's business but mine and Sopliia’s, I reckon 
Now then,” he glanced at his wife, off with ye! 

Maria rose, half-kittenish and half-ashamed. 

" Surely you don't want to go into all that to-night,” said 
Sopliia. She spoke softly, for she had already fully pereciwd 
that .Mr. Critchlow must be managed with tlie tact which the 
capricious obstinacies of advanced age demanded. Surely you 
can wait a day or two. I’m in no hurry.” 

“ Haven’t I trailed long enough? ” he retorted fiercely. 

There was a pause. Maria Critchlow moved. 

As for you being in no hurry, Sopliia,” the old man wcJit 
on, ” nobody can say as you’ve been in a hurry. 

Sophia had suffered a check. She glanced hesitatingly at 

Constance, 

Mrs, Critchlow and I will go down into the parlour/' said 
Constance, quickly. There Is a bit of fire there. 

•• Oh no. I won’t hear of such a thing! ” 

"Yes, wc will, won’t we, Mrs. Critchlow?” Constance in- 
sisted, cheerfully but firmly. She was determined that in her 
house Sophia should have all the freedom and conveniences that 
she could have had in her own. If a privote room was needed 
for discussions between Sophia and her trustee, Constance s 
pride was piqued to supply that room. Further, Constance was 
glad to get Maria out of Sophia's sight. SIjc was accustomed 
to Maria; with her it did not matter; but she did not care that 
the teeth of Sophia should he set on edge by the ridiculous de- 
meanour of Maria. So those two left the drawing-room, and 
the old man began to open the papers which he had been pre- 
paring for weeks. 

There was very little fire in the parlour, and Con.stancc, m 
addition to being bored by Mrs. Critchlow’s inane and inquisi- 
tive remarks, felt chilly, which was bad for her sciatica. She 
wondered whether Sophia would have to confess to Mr. Cntch- 
low that she was not certainly a widow. She thought that 
steps ought to be taken to ascertain, tlirough Birkinshaws. >f 
anything was known of Gerald Scales. But even that course 
was set with perils. Supposing that he sUll lived, an unspeak- 
able villain (Constance could only think of him as an unspeak- 
able villain), and supposing that he molested Sophia,— what 
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scenes! Whnt shame in the town! Such frightful thouglits 
ran endlessly through Const'^nec’s mind as she l>ont over the 
fire endeavouring to keep alive a silly conversation with Maria 
Critchlow. 

Amy passed through the parlour to go to bed. There was 
no otlicr way of reaching the upper part of the house. 

Are you going to bed, Amy? " 

( • \T • t$ 

\ cs m. 

" Wlicrc is Fossette? ’* 

" In tlic kitclicn, m’m.” said Amy, defending herself. " Mrs. 
Scales told me the dog might sleep in the kitchen with Spot, as 
tliey was sucli good friends. I've opened the bottom drawer, 
and Fossit is lying in that.” 

" iMrs. Scales has brought a dog with licr!” exclaimed Maria. 

■' Yes'll! !” said Amy, drily, before Constance could answer. 
Slie implied everything in that affirmative. 

■'You are a family for dogs,” said Maria. " WHiat sort of 
dog is it.^ ” 

Well,” said Constance. ” I don't know exactly whnt they 
call it. It’s a French dog, one of those French dogs.” Amy 
was lingering at the stairfoot. " Good night, Amy, thank 
you.” 

Amy ascended, shutting the door. 

"Oh! I seel” Marin muttered. “Well, I never!” 

It was ten o’clock before sounds above indicated that the 
first interview between trustee and beneficiary was finished. 

" I’ll be going on to open our side-door,” said Maria. " Say 
good night to Mrs. Scales for me.” She was not sure whether 
Charles Critchlow had really meant her to go home, or whether 
her mere absence from the drawing-room had contented him. 
So she deported. He came down the stairs with the most tire- 
some slowness, went through the parlour in silence, ignoring 
Constance, and also Sophia, who was at his heels, and vanished. 

As Constance shut and bolted the front-door, the sisters looked 
at each other, Sophia faintly smiling. It seemed to them that 
they understood each other better when they did not speak. 
With a glance, they exchanged their ideas on the subject of 
Charles Critchlow and Maria, and learnt that their ideas were 
similar. Constance said nothing as to tJie private interview. 
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Nor did Sophia. At present, on this the first day, they could 
only achieve intimacy by intermittent flashes. 

"What about bed?” asked Sophia. 

"You must be tired,” said Constance. 

Sophia got to the stairs, which received a little light from 
the corridor gas, before Constance, having tested the window- 
fastening, turned out the gas in the parlour. They climbed 
the lower flight of stairs together. 

" I must just sec that your room is all right,” Constance 

said. 

"Must you?” Sophia smiled. 

They climbed the second flight, slowly. Constance was out 
of breath. 

"Oh, a fire! How nice!” cried Sophia. "But why did 
you go to all that trouble? I told you not to." 

" It’s no trouble at all,” said Constance, raising the gas in 
the bedroom. Her tone implied that bedroom fires were a 
quite ordinary incident of daily life in a place like Bursley. 

" Well, my dear, I hope you’ll find everything comfortable,” 
said Constance. 

" I’m sure I shall. Good night, dear.” 

" Good night, then.” 

They looked at each other again, with timid afl’ectionotcncss. 
’They did not kiss. The thought in both their minds was: " Wc 
couldn't keep on kissing every day.” But there was a vast 
amount of quiet, restrained alTectlon, of mutual confidence and 
respect, even of tenderness, in their tones. 

About half an hour later a dreadful hullaballoo smote the 
car of Constance. She was just getting into bed. She listened 
intently, in great alarm. It was undoubtedly those dogs fight- 
ing, and fighting to the death. She pictured the kitchen ns a 
battlefield, and Spot slain. Opening the door, she stepped out 
into the corridor. 

" Constance,” said a low voice above her. She jumped. " Is 
that you? ” 

" Yes.” 

•' Well, don't bother to go down to the dogs; they’ll stop in a 
moment. Fossclte won’t bile. I’m so sorry she’s upsetting the 
bouse.” 
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Constance stared upwards, and discerned a pale sltadow. 
Tiic dogs <lid soon cease tlieir altercation. This short colloquy 
in the dark affected Constance strangely, / 

The next morningr after a night varied by periods of wake- 
fulness not unpleasant, Sophia arose and, taking due precau- 
tions against cold, went to the >vindow* It was Saturday; she 
had left Paris on the Thursday. She looked forth upon the 
Stpmre, holding aside the blind. She had expected, of course, 
to (ind that the Squ.irc had shrunk in size; but nevertheless she 
was startled to see how small it was. It seemed to her scarcely 
bigger than a courtyard. She could remember a winter morning 
when from tlic window she had watched the Square under vir- 
gin snow in the lamplight, and the Square had been vast, and 
the first Wayfarer, crossing it diagonally and leaving behind 
him the irregular impress of his feet, had appeared to travel for 
hours over an interminable white waste before vanishing past 
ILilPs shop in the direction of the Town Ilnll. She chiefly re- 
called the Square under snow; cold mornings, and the coldness 
of the oil-cloth at the window, and the draught of cold air 
through the ill-fitting sash (it was put right now)! Tlicsc vi- 
sions of herself seemed beautiful to her; her childish c.xislcncc 
seemed beautiful; the storms and tempests of her girlhood 
seemed beautiful; even the great sterile es^pansc of tedium 
when, after giving up a scholastic career, she had served for 
two years in the shop — even this had a strange charm In her 
memory. 

And she thought that not for millio ns of- .piHinfjg^wqnld^ she 
live her life over agai n. ' 

In its contents the Square had not surprisingly changed 
during the immense, the terrifying interval that separated her 
from her virginity. On the cast side, several shops had been 
thrown into one, and forced into a semblance of eternal unity by 
means of a coat of stuegp. And there was o fountain at the 
north end which was new to her. No other constructional 
change! But the moral change, the sad dc^clcusion from the 
ancient proud spirit of the Souare ^ this was painfully de^ 
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pressing. Several esUblislimcnts lacked tenants, had obviously 
Jacked tenants for a long time; ‘To let’ notices hung in their 
stained and dirty upper windows, and clung insecurely to their 
closed shutters. And on the sign-boards of these establishments 
were names that Sophia did not know. The character of most 
of the shops seemed to have worsened; they had become petti- 
fopging little holes, un^ipt, shabby, poor; they had no bfTWtrT 
feeling of vitality. And the floor of the Square was 
littered with i iondcscjiip t refuse. The whole scene, paltry, con- 
fined, and dulCrcacTicd for her the extreme of provinciality. It 
was what the French called, with a pregnant intonation, la 
province. This- bring said, there was nothing else to say. 
Burslcy, of course, was in tlic provinces; Burslcy must, in the 
nature* of things, be typically provincial. But in her mind it ^ 
had always been differentiated from the common province; 
had alway.s had an air, a distinction, and es]n'ciaUy St. I.ukr5^ 
Square ! That illusion was now gone. Still, the altcr.ition was ] 
not wholly in herself; it was not wholly subjective. The Square 
rcallv had changed for the worse; it might not be smaller, but it 
hud deteriorated. As a centre of commerce it h.ad assuredly aji- 
jiroached very near to death. On a Saturday morning thirty 
years ago it would have been covered with linen-roofed stalls, 
and chattering country-folk, and the stir of bargains. Now, 
Saturday morning was like any other morning in the Square, .and 
the glass-roof of St. Luke's market in Wedgwood Street, which 
she could see from her window, echoed to the sounds of noisy 
commerce. In that instance business had simply moved a few 
vards to the cast; but Sophia knew, from hints in Constances 
letters and in her Ulk, that business in general liad moveil more 
than a few yards, it had moved a couple of miles to arrogant 
and iiushing Hanbridgc, with its electric light and its theatres 
and its big, advertising shops. The heaven of thick smoke over 
the Square, the bhack deposit on painted woodwork, the inter- 
niittcnt hooting of steam gjicns, showed that the wholesale 
trade of Burslcy still flourished. But Sophia had no memories 
of tlie wholesale trade of Burslcy; it meant nothing to the 
youth of her heart; she was attached by intimate links to the 
traffic of Burslcy, and as a mart old Burslcy was done 

for. 
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She tijouglit: “It would kill me if I had to live here. It’s 
dcndcniii". It weighs on you. And the dirt, and the horrible 
ugliness! And the way they talk, and the way they think! I 
fell it first at Knype station. The Square is ratlicr picturesque, 
but its such a poor, poor little thing! Fancy having to look 
at it every morning of one's life! Xo!” She almost shud- 
dered. 

1 or the time being she had no home. To Constance she was 
■ paying a visit.’ 

( onstance did not appear to realize the awful conditions of 
dirt, decay, and jirovineiality in which she was living. Even 
Constances house was e.^trenicly inconvenient, dark, and no 
doubt md.calthy. Cellar-kitchen, no hall, abominable stairs, 
.•ind as to hygiene, simply mediceval. She could not under- 
stand why Constance had remained in the house. Constance 
had plenty of money and might live where she liked, and in ^ 
good modern house. Yet .she stayed in the Square. “ I dare- 
say she s got used to it.” Sophia thought leniently. “I daresay 
I should be just the same in her place.” But she did not re.ally 

think so, and she could not understand Constance’s stale of 
mind. i 

Certainly she could not claim to have 'added up' Constance 
yvt. Slie considered tliat her sister ttos in some respects utterly 
provincial — what they used to call in the Five Towns a ’ body!’ 
Somewhat loo diffident, not assertive enough, not creel enough; 
with eurious provincial pronunciations, accents, gestures, man- 
nerisms, and inarticulate ejaculations; with a curious narrowness 
of outlook! But ut the same lime Constance was very shrewd, 
and she was often proving by some bit of a remark that she 
knew what was what, despite her provinciality. In judgmenU 
upon human nature they undoubtedly thought alike, and there 
was a strong natural general sympathy between them.^ And at 
the bottom of Constance was something fine. At intervals So- 
phia discovered herself secretly patronizing Constance, but re- 
flection would always cause her to cense from patronage and to 
examine her own defences. Constance, besides being the es- 
sence of kindness, was no fool. Constance could see through a 
pretence, an absurdity, as quickly as any one. Constance did 
honestly appear to Sophia to be superior to any Frenchwoman 


THE MEETING 


503 


that she had ever encountered. She saw supreme in Constance 
that quality which she had recognized in the porters at New- 
haven on landing — the quality of an honest and naive good- 
will, of powerful simplicity. That quality presented itself ta 
lier as the greatest In the world, and it seemed to be in the very 
air of England. She could even detcet it in Mr. Critchlow, 
whom, for the rest, she liked, admiring the brutal force of his 
character. She pardoned his brutality to bis wife. Slic found 
it proper. “After all/' she said, “supposing he hadn't mar- 
ried her, what would she have been? Nothing but a slave 1 
She's infinitely better off as his wife. In fact she's lucky. And 
it would be absurd for him to treat her otherwise than he does 
treat her.'* (Sophia did not divine that her masterful Critch- 
low had once wanted Maria as one might want a star.) 

But to be always with such people ! To be always with Con- 
stance ! To be always in the Burslcy atmosphere, physical and 
mental ! 

She pictured Paris as it would be on that very morning — 
bright, clean, glittering; the neatness of the Rue I-ord Byron, 
ond the magnificent slanting splendour of the Champs Elysccs. 
Paris had always seemed beautiful to her; but the life of Paris 
had not seemed beautiful to her. Yet now it did seem beau- 
tiful. She could delve down into the earlier years of her own- 
ership of the Pension, and see o regular, placid beauty in her 
daily life there. Her life there, even so late as a fortnight ago, 
Bccmcd beautiful; sad, but beautiful. It had passed into history. 
She sighed when she thought of the innumerable interviews 
with Mardon, the endless formalities required by tbc English 
and the French law and by the particularity of the Syndicate. 
She had been through all that. She had actually been through 
It and it was over. She bad bought the Pension for a song and 
Bold it for great riches. She had developed from a nobody into 
the desired of Syndicates. And after long, long, monotonous, 
strenuous years of possession the day had come, the emotional 
moment had come, when she bad yielded up the keys of owner- 
ship to Mr. Mardon and a man from the Hotel Moscow, and had 
paid her servanU for the last time and signed the last receipted 
bill. The men had been very gallant, and had requested her to 
sUy in the Pension as their guest until she was ready to leave 
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Paris. But she had declined that- She could not liavc borne 
to remain in tlic Pension under the reign of anotlicr. She l^ad 
left at once and gone to a hotel vilh her few goods whip; finally 
disposing of certain financial questions. And one evening Jac* 
quelinc had come to see her, and had we|it. 

Her exit from the Pension Frensham struck her now as 
poignantly pathetic, in its quickness and its absence of cere- 
monial. Ton steps, and her career was finished, closed. As- 
tonishing, with what liquid tenderness she turned and looked 
back on that hard, fighting, exhausting life in Paris! For, 
even if she had unconsciously liked it, she had never enjoyed it. 
She had always compared France disadvantagcously with Eng- 
lan<l, always resented the French temperament in business, al- 
ways been convinced that ^ you never knew where you were * with 
French tradespeople. An<l now they flitted before her endowed 
with a wondrous charm; so jiolitc in their lying, so eager to 
spare your feelings and to reassure you, so neat and ])rim. 
And the French shops, so exquisitely arranged! Even a butch- 
er's shop in Paris was a pleasure to the eye, whereas the 
bulchcr*s shop in Wedgwood Street, which she remembered of 
old, and which she had glimpsed from the cab — what a bloody 
shamble s ! She longed for Paris again. She longed to stretch 
her Fungs in Paris. Those people in Burslcy did not suspect 
W’liat Paris was, They did not appreciate and they never would 
appreciate the marvels that she had accomplished in a theatre 
of marvels. They probably never realized that the whole of 
the rest of the world was not more or less like Burslcy. Tiicy 
had no curiosity. Even Constance was a thousand limes more 
interested in relating trifles of Burslcy gossip than in listening 
to details of life in Paris. Occasionally she had expressed a 
mild, vapid surprise at things told to her by Sophia; but she was 
not really impressed, because her curiosity did not extend beyond 
Burslcy, She, like the rest, had the formidable, thricc-callous 
egotism of the provinces. And if Sophia had informed her that 
the heads of Parisians grew out of their navels she would have 
murmured: Well, well! Bless us! I never heord of such 

things! Mrs. Brindley's second boy has got his head quite 
crooked, poir little fellow!" 

WJiy should Sophia feel sorrowful? She did not know. She 
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was free; free to go where she liked and do what she liked. 
She had no responsibilities, no cares. The thought of her hus- 
band had long ago ceased to rouse in her any feeling ot any 
kind She was rich. Mr. Critchlow had accumulated for her 
about as much money as she had herself acquired. Never could 
she spend her income ! She did not know how to spend it She 
lacked nothing that was pro curab le. She had no desires ex- 
cept the direct desire for happiness. If thirty thousand pounds 
or so could have bought a son like Cyril, she would have Iwught 
one for herself. She bitterly regretted th.at she Iiad no child. 
In this, she envied ConsUnce. A child seemed to be the one 
commodity worth having. She was too free, too exempt from 
responsibilities. In spite of Constance she was alone in the 
world. The strangeness of the hazards of life overwhelmed 

her. Here she was at fifty, alone. 

But the idea of leaving Constance, having once rejoined her, 
did not please Sophia. It disquieted her. She could not see 
herself living away from Constance. She was alone — but Con- 
stance was there. 

She was dowDsUirs first, and she had a little conversation with 
Amy. And she stood on the step of the front-door while I'os- 
sette made a preliminary inspection of Spot’s gutter. She found 
the air nipping. 

Constance, when she descended, saw stretching across one 
side of the breakfast-table an umbrella, Sophia's present to her 
from Paris. It was on umbrella such that o better could not 
be Ixiught. It would liaVe impressed even Aunt Harriet. The 
handle was of gold, set with a circlet of opalines. The tips of 
the ribs were also of gold. It was this detail which staggered 
Constance. Frankly, this development of luxury had been un- 
known and unsuspected in the Square. That the tips of the 
ribs should match the handle . . . that did truly beat ev- 

erything! Sophia said calmly that the device was quite com- 
mon. But she did not conceal that the umbrella was strictly 
of the highest class and that it might be shown to queens with- 
out shame. She intimated that the frame (a ' Fox’s Paragon'), 
handle, and tips, would outlast many silks. Constance was child- 

isU with pleasure. 

They decided to go out marketing together. The unspoken 
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thought in their minds was that as Sophia would have to be in- 
troduced to Ihc town sooner or Inter, it might as well be sooner. 

Constance looked at the sky. ‘'It can't possibly rain/' she 
said. “ I shall take my umbrella*** 



V 




CHAPTER III 
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A 

Sophia wore list slippers in the niorninR. It was a habit 
which she had formed in the Rue Lord Byron — by accident 
rather than with an intention to utilize list slippers for the 
effective supervision of servants. These list slippers were the 
immediate cause of important happenings in St. Luke’s Sqimrc. 
Sophia had been with Constance one calendar month — it was, 
of course, astonishing how quickly the time had passed! — and 
she had become familiar with the house. Restraint had grad- 
ually ceased to mark the relations of the sisters. Constance, m 
particular, hid nothing from Sophia, who was made aware of the 
minor and major defects of Amy and all the other crcakings of 
the household macliine. Meals were eaten off the ordinary table- 
cloths, and on the days for ‘ turning out ’ the parlour, Cons^taiice 
assumed, with a little laugh, that Sophia would excuse Amy s 
apron, which she had not had time to change. In brief, Sophia 
was no longer a stranger, and nobody felt bound to pretend that 
things were not exactly what they were. In spite of the foulness 
and the provinciality of Bursley, Sophia enjoyed the ..dunney 

with ConsUnce. As for ConsUnce, she was enchanted. Ihcni^ 

flections of their voices, when they were talking to each other very 
palely, were often tender, and these sudden surprising tender- 

nesses secretly thrilled both of them. 

On the fourth Sunday morning Sophia put on her dressing- 

gown and those list sUppers very early, and paid a visit to Con- 
stance’s bedroom. She was somewhat concerned about Con- 
stance, and her concern was pleasurable to her. She made the 
most of it. Amy, with her lifelong carelessness about doors, 
liad criminally failed to latch the street-door of the parlour on 
the previous morning, and Constance had only perceived the 

e, ■ X 
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omission by the phenomenon of frigidity in her legs nt break- 
fast. She alw.iys sat with licr baek to the door, in her mother’s 
fluted rocking-chair; and Sophia on the spot, but not in tlic 
chair, occupied by John Ilaines in the forties, and in the seven- 
ties an.l later by Samuel Povey. Constance had been alarmed 
by that frigidity. I shall have a return of my sciatica!” she 
had exclaimed, and Sophia was startled by the apprehension in 
her tone. Before evening the sciatica had indeed revisited Con- 
stance’s .sciatic nerve, and Sophia for the first time gained an 
idea of what a pulsating sciatica can do in the way of torturing 
Its victim. Constance, in addition to the sciatica, had caught a 
sneezing cold, and tlie act of sneezing caused her the most acute 
liain. Sophia had soon stopped the sneezing. Constance was 
got to bed. Sophia wished to summon the doctor, but Con- 
stance assured her that the doctor would have nothing new to 
advise. Constance sufl’ercd angelically. The weak and exqui- 
site sweetness of her smile, as she lay in bed under the stress 
of twinging pain amid hot-water bottles, was amazing to 
Sophia. It made her think upon the reserves of Constance’s 
eharacter, and upon the variety of the manifestations of the 
Baines blood. 


So on the Sunday morning slic had arisen early, just after 

Amy, ^ 

She discovered Constance to be n little licttcr, as regards tlic 
ntu^a but exhausted by the torments of n sleepless night. 
Soidiia, though she had herself not slept well, felt somehow con- 
science-stricken for having slept at all. 

«■ i' TTi *‘”7 sJ'c murmured, brimming with sympathy, 

i shnil make you some tea at once, myself/* 

*■ Oh, Amy will do it,” said Constance. 

Sophia rpented with a resolute intonation: "I shall make it 
njsclf. And after being satisfied that there was no instant 
need for a renewal of hot-walcr bottles, she went further down- 
Stairs in those list slippers. \ 

step, she heard 

'1 ‘ "Oh, get out, you."’ fol- 

uTer ^hlh' ? "oventent of 

auger wlueh she controlled. The relations between her and 

Fossette were not mnrked by trnnsports. and her role over dogs 
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in general was severe; even when alone she very seldom kissed 
the animal passionately, according to the general habit of people 
owning dogs. But she loved Fossette. And, moreover, her love 
for Fossette had been lately sharpened by the ridicule which 
Biirsley had showered upon that strange beast. Happily for 
Sophia’s amour propre, there was no means of getting Fossette 
shaved in Burslcy, and thus Fossette was daily growing loss 
comic to the Bursley eye. Sophia could therefore without loss 
of dignity yield to force of circumstances what she would not 
have yielded to popular opinion. She guessed that Amy had no 
liking for the dog, but the accent which Amy had put upon the 
‘ yoM ’ seemed to indicate tliat Amy was making distinctions be- 
tween Fossette and Spot, and this disturbed Sophia mucli more 
than Fossette’s yelp. 

Sophia coughed, and entered the kitchen. 

Spot was lapping his morning milk out of a saucer, while Fos- 
fictte stood wistfully, an uin or[ihou s mass of tliiek hair, under 
the table. 

“Good morning, Amy,” said Sophia, with dreadful polite- 
ne.s.s. 

“ Good morning, m’m,’* said Amy, glumly. 

Amy knew that Sophia had heard that yelp, and Sophia knew 
that she knew. The pretence of politeness was horrible. Botlj 
the women felt as though the hitclien was sanded witli gunpow- 
der and there were lighted matches about. Sophia had a very 
proper grievance ogainst Amy on account of the open door of 
the previous day. Sophia thought that, after such a sin, the 
least Amy could do was to show c ontritio n and amiability and 
an anxiety to please; which things Amy had not shown. Amy 
had a grievance against Sophia because Sophia had recently 
thrust upon her a fresh method of cooking green vegetables. 
Amy was a strong opponent of new or foreign methods. Sophia 
was not aware of this grievance, for Amy had hidden it under 
her customary c ringin g politeness to Sophia. 

They surveyed each other like opposing armies. 

“What a pity you have no gas-stove here! I want to make 
some tea at once for Mrs. Povey," said Sophia, inspecting the 
just-born fire. 

"Gas-stove, m'm?” said Amy, hostilcly. It was Sophia's 
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list slippers which had finally decided Amy to drop the mask 
of deference. 

She made no effort to aid Sophia; she gave no indication as to 
where the various necessaries for tea were to be found. Sophia 
got the kettle, and washed it out. Sophia got the smallest tca^ 
pot, and. ns the tea-leaves had been left in it, she washed out the 
teapot also, with exaggerated noise and m eti^ulous pcss. So- 
pliia got the sugar and the other trifles, and Sophia blew up the 
fire with the hc ljows . And Amy did nothing in particular ex-* 
cept imcouragc Spot to drink. 

‘‘Is that all the milk you give to Fosscttc.^*' Sophia de- 
manded coldly, when it had come to Fossette's turn. Slic was 
waiting for the water to boil. The saucer for the bigger dog, 
who would have made two of Spot, was not half full, 

It*s all there is to spare, m’m,*' Amy railed,, 

Sopliia made no reply. Soon afterwards she departed, with 
the tea successfully made. If Amy had not been a mature 
woman of over forty she would have snorted as Sophia went 
away. Hut Amy was scarcely the ordinary silly girl. 

Save for a certain primness os she offered the tray to her 
sister, Sopliia’s derneniiour gave no sign whatever that the 
Arjiiizoiuitt her was aroused. Constance’s eager trembling pleas- 
ure in the tea touched her deeply, and she was exceedingly 
timnkful that Constance had her, Sophia, as a succour in time 
of distress. 

A few minutes later, Constance, having first asked Sophia 
wlml time it was by the watch in the watch-case on the cliest 
of drawers (the Swiss clock had long since censed to work), 
pulled the red tassel of the bell-cord over her bed. A bell 
tinkled far away in the kitchen. 

“Anything I can do?** Sophia inquired. 

“ Oh no, thanks,** said Constance. “ I only want my letters, 
if the postman has come. He ought to have been here long 
ago/* 

Sophia hod learned during her stay that Sunday morning 
Was the morning on which Constance expected a letter from 
Cyril. It was a definite arrangement between mother and son 
that Cyril should write on Saturdays, and Constance on Sun** 
days, Sophia knew that Constance set store by this letter^ 
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becoming more and more preoccupied about Cyril as the end 
of the week approached. Since Sophia’s arrival Cyril’s letter 
had not failed to come, but once it had been naught save a 
scribbled line or two, and Sophia gathered that it was never a 
certainty, and that Constance M-as accustomed, though not rec- 
onciled, to disappointments. Sophia had been allowed to read 
the letters. They left a faint impression on her mind that her 
favourite was perhaps somewhat negligent in his relations with 
his mother. 

There was no reply to the bell. Constance rang again with- 
out effect 

With Q brusque movement Sophia left the bedroom by w.ay 
of Cyril’s room. 

"Amy,” she called over the baniste rs, “do you not hear your 
mistress's bell ? ’* 

" I'm coming as quick as 1 can, ni’m." The voice w.ts still 
very glum. 

Sophia murmured something inarticulate, staying till assured 
that Amy really was coming, and then she passed back into 
Cyril's bedroom. She waited there, hesitant, not exactly on 
the watch, not exactly unwilling to assist at an interview be- 
tween Amy and Amy's mistress; indeed, she could not have 
surely analyzed her motive for remaining in Cyril's bedroom, 
with the door ajar between that room and Constance’s. 

Amy reluctantly mounted the stairs and went into her mis- 
tress’.s bedroom with her chin in the air. She thought that 
Sophia had gone up to the second storey, where she ‘ belonged.’ 
She stood in silence by the bed, showing no sympathy with 
Constance, no curiosity as to the indisposition. She objected 
to Constance's attack of sciatica, as being a too permanent re- 
proof of her carelessness as to doors. 

Constance also waited, for the fraction of a second, as if ex- 
pectant. 

“ Well, Amy,” she said at length in her voice weak<Micd by 
fatigue and pain. “The letters?" 

” There ain’t no letters,” said Amy, grimly. " You might 
have known, if thcrc'd been any, I should have brought ’em up. 
Postman went past twenty minutes agone. I’m always being 
interrupted, and it isn't as if I hadn’t got enough to do — now ! ” 



514 


Tin: OLD WIVES’ TALE 


She turned to leave, and was pulling the door open. 

■•Amy!" said a voice sharply. It was Sophia’s. 

The servant jumped, and iii spite of herself obeyed the im- 
plicit, in ujcrip us coiimiaml to stop. 

■' You will please not speak to your mistress in that tone, at 
anv rate while I'm here,” said Sopiiia, icily. ^ ou know she is 
ill and weak. You ought to be ashamed of your.self, 

■' I never ” Amy began. 

'■ I don’t want to argue,” Sophia said angrily. Please leave 
the room.” 

Amy obeyed. She was cowed, in addition to being staggered. 

To the persons irnolvcd in it, this episode was intensely dra- 
matic. Sophia had .surmised that Constance permitted liberties 
of speech to Amy; she had even guessed th.at Amy sometimes 
took licence to be rude. Hut that the relations between tlieiii 
were such ns to allow llic bullying of Constance by an Amy 
downright insolent — this had shocked and wounded Sophia, wlm 
suddenly h.ad a vision of Constance as the victim of a reign of 
terror. "If the creature will do this while I’m here," said 
Sophia to herself, "what docs she do when they are alone to- 
gether in tlu' house?” 

“Well,” she exclaimed, "I never heard of such goings-on' 
And you let her talk to you in that style! My dear Constance! *' 

Constance was sitting up in bed, the .small tea-tray on he* 
knees. Her eyes were moist. The tears had filled them when 
she knew that there was no letter. Ordinarily the failure of 
Cyril’s letter would not have made her cry, but weakness had im- 
paired her self-control. And the tears having once got into he* 
eyes, she could not dismiss them. There they were ! 

" She’s been with me such a long time,” Constance murmured. 
“ She takes liberties. I've corrected her once or twice.” 

•" Liberties 1 ” Sophia repented the word. "Liberties!" 

"Of course I really ought not to allow it," soid Constance. 
" I ought to have put a stop to it long since." 

" Well,” said Sophia, rather relieved by this symptom of Con- 
stance's secret mind, " I do hope you won't think I'm meddle- 
some, but truly it was too much for me. The words were out 
of my mouth ^fore I '' She stopped. 

" You were quite right, quite right,” said Constance, seeing 
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before her in the woman o£__fi£ti^tbe passionate girl .of £S- 


tecn. 

liad a good deal of experience of servants,” said Sophia. 

'■ I know you have,” Constance put in. 

•‘And I'm convinced that it never pays t o stand any smicQ. 
Servants don’t understand kindness and forbearance. And tliis 
sort of thing grows and grows till you can’t call your soul you' 
own.” 

" You arc quite right,” Constance said ag.ain, with even more 
positiveness. 

Not merely the convicliorathat Sophia was quite right, but the 
desire to assure Sophia th* Sophia was not meddlesome, gave 
force to her utterance. Amy's allusion to extra work slinmed 
Amy’s mistress as a liostcss, and she was bound to make amends. 

“ Now as to that woman,” said Sophia in a lower voice, as she 
sat down confidentially on the edge of the bed. And she told 
Constance about Amy and the dogs, and about Amy’s rudeness in 
the kitchen. " I should never have drravit of mentioning such 
things,” she finished. “ But under the circumstances I feel it 
right that you should know. I feel you ought to know.” 

And Constance nodded her head in thorough agreement. She 
did not trouble to go into articulate apologies to her guest for 
the actual misdeeds of her servant. The sisters were now on a 
plane of intimacy where such apologies would have been supercr 
ro gatory . Their voices fell lower and lower, and the case of Amy 
was laid bare and discussed to the minutest detail. 

Gradually they realized that what had occurred was a crisis. 
They were both very excited, apprehensive, and rather too con- 
sciously defiant. At the same time they were drawn very close 
to each ofUer, by Sophia’s generous indignation and by Con- 
stance's absolute loyalty. 

A long time passed before Constance said, thinking about some- 
thing else: 

” I expect it’s been delayed in the post.” 

“Cyril’s letter? Oh, no doubt! If you knew the posts in 
France, my word! ” 

Then Uicy determined, with little sighs, to face the crisis 
cheerfully. 

In truth it was a crisis, and a great one. The sensation of 
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the crisis affected the atmosphere of the entire house* Con- 
stance got up for tea and managed to walk to the drawing-room. 
And when Sophia, after an absence in her own room, came down 
to lea and foun<l the tea all served* Constance whispered: 

She’s given notice! And Sunday too!'* 

W'hat did she say? '* 

She didn t say much/* Constance replied vaguely* hiding 
from Sophia that Amy had harped on the too great p rofusio n of 
mistresses in that house. ‘"After all, it's just as wcllTshc'll 
be all right. She's saved a good bit of money, and she has 
friends." ^ 

But liow foolish of her to give up such a good place ! " 

She simply doesn't care," said Constance* who was a little 
hurt by Amy s defection. " When she takes a thing into her 
head she simply efoosn t care. She's got no common sense. I*vc 
always known that." 

"So you're going to leave* Amy?" said Sophia that evening, 
os Amy was passing through the parlour on her way to 1>C(1. 
Constance was already arranged for the night. 

I am* in'm," answered Amy, precisely. 

Her tone was not rude* but it was firm. She had apparently 
tLOonnoiircd her position in calmness. 

" Tm sorry I was obliged to correct you this morning," said 
Sophia, with cheerful amicabicness, pleased in spite of herself 

with the woman’s tone. " But I think you will see that I had 
reason to.” 

‘ Tve been tbinkinjf it over, m’m,” said Amy, with dignity, 
” and I see as I must leave.” 

There was a pause. 

Well, you know best. « • . Good night, Amy.” 

'■ Good night, m’m.” 

” She’s a decent woman,” thought Sophia, '* but hopeless for 
this place now.” 

The sisters were fronted with the fact that ConsUnce had a 
month in which to find a new servant, and that a new servant 
would have to be trained in well-doing and might easily prove 
disastrous. Both Constonce and Amy were profoundly disturbed 
by the prospective dissolution of a bond which dated from the 
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seventies. And both were decided that there was no alternative 
to the dissolution. Outsiders knew merely that Mrs. Povey*s old 
servant was leaving. Outsiders merely saw Mrs. Povey’s ad- 
vertisement in the Signal for a new servant. They could not 
read hearts. Some of the younger generation even said su- 
periorly that old-fashioned women like Mrs. Fovey seemed to 
have servants on the brain, etc., etc. 

“Well, have you got your letter?” Sophia demanded cheer- 
fully of Constance when she entered the bedroom the neirt morn- 


ing. 

Constance merely shook her head. She was very depressed. 
Sophia’s cheerfulness died out. As she hated to be insincerely 
optimistic, she .said nothing. Otherwise she might have re- 
marked: “Perhaps the afternoon post will bring it.” Gloom 
reigned. To Constance particularly, os Amy had given notice 
and as Cyril was ‘ r emis s,* it seemed really that the time was 
o ut of joint and life unworth living. Even the presence of 
Sophia did not bring her much comfort. Immediately Sophia 
left the room Constance's sciatica began to return, and in a se- 
vere form. She had regretted this, less for the pain tlian be- 
cause she had just assured Sophia, quite honestly, that she was 
not suffering; Sophia had been sceptical. After that it was of 
course imperative that Constance should get up ns usual. She 
had said that she would get up as usual. Besides, there was the 
immense enterprise of obtaining a new servant! Worries loomed 
mountainous. Suppose Cyril were dangerously ill, and unable 
to write! Suppose something had happened to him! Supposing 
she never did obtain a new servant! 

iSophia, up in her room, was endeavouring to be philosophical, 
and to see the world brightly. She was saying to herself tliat 
she must take Constance in hand, that what Constance lacked 
was energy, that Constance must be stirred out of her groove. • 
And in the cavernous kitchen Amy, preparing the nine-o'clock 
breakfast, was meditating upon the ingratitude of employers and 
wondering what the future held for her. She had a widowed 
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mother in the picturesque village of Sneyd, where the mortal and 
immortal welfare of every inhabitant was watclicd over by God's 
vicegerent, the busy Countess of Chcll; she possessed about two 
hundred pounds of her own; her mother for years had lK>en 
begging Amy to share her home free of expense. But neverthe- 
less Amy's mind was black with foreboding and vague dejec- 
tion. The house was a house of sorrow, and these three women, 
each solitary, the devotees of sorrow. And the two dogs wan- 
dered disconsolate up and down, aware of the necessity for cir- 
cuinsprclion, never guessing that the higlily peculiar state of the 
atmosphere had been brought about by nothing but a half-shut 
door and an incorrect tone. 

As Sophia, fully dressed this time, was descending to break- 
fast, she hoard Constance's voice, feebly calling her, and found 
the convalescent still in bed. The truth could not be conccolcd. 
Constance was once more in great pain, and her moral condition 
was not favourable to fortitude. 

*' I wish you had told me, to begin with,'' Sophia could not help 
Baying, then I should have known wlmt to do." 

Constance did not defend herself by saying that the pain had 
only recurred since their first interview that morning. She just 
wept. 

" I'm very low! " she blubbered. 

Sophia was surprised. She felt that this was not ' being a 
Baines.* 

During the progress of that interminoblc April morning, her 
acquaintance with the possibilities of sciatica as an agent de^ 
structivc of moral fibre was further increased. Constance had 
no force at all to resist its activity. The sweetness of her resig- 
nation seemed to melt into nullity. She held to it that the doctor 
could do nothing for her. ' 

About noon, when Sophia was moving anxiously around her, 
she suddenly screamed. 

" I feel as if my leg was going to burst! ** she cried. 

That decided Sophia. As soon as Constance was o little easier 
she went downstairs to Amy. 

" Amy/* she said, it*s a Doctor Stirling that your mistress 
has when 8he*s ill, isn*t It? ** 

" Yes, m*m.** 
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Where is liis surgery? ” ^ . 

“Well, mm, he did live just opjiosilc, with Dr. Harr op, but 

latterly he’s gone to live at Bleakridge.” 

“ I wisli you would put your things on, and run up there and 

ask him to call as soon os he can.” 

“ I will, m’m,” said Amy, with the greatest willingness. 1 

thought I heard missis cry out.” She was not effusive. She 
was better than effusive: kindly and helpful with a certain re- 

serve* 

” There’s something about that woman I like,” said Sophia, to 
herself. For a proved fool, Amy was Indeed holding her own 

rather well* i i 

Dr* Stirling drove down about two o clock. He had now \yecn 

established in the Five Towns for more than a decade, ood the 
stamp of success was on his brow and on the proud foreluad of^ 
histrotting horse. He had, in the phrase of the Signal, ‘ identi- 
fied liii'usclf with the local life of the district.’ He was liked, 
being a man of broad synipathic.s. In his rich Scotch accent he 
could discuss with equal ability the flavour of whisky or of a 
sermon, and he had more than sufficient Uct never to discuss 
eitlier whiskies or sermons in the wrong place. He had made a 
speech (responding for the Icafhcd professions) at the annual 
dinner of the Society for the Prosecution of Felons, and this 
speech (in which praise of red wine was rendered i pnocuo us by 
praise of books — his fine library was notorious) had classed 
him 09 a wit with the American consul, whose pos_t-prand^man- 
,ier was modelled on JInrk Twain’s. He was thirty-five years 
of age, tall and stoutish, with a cji ubby b oyish face that the razor 

left chiefly blue every morning. 

The immediate effect of his arrival on Constonce was miracu- 
lous. His presence almost cured her for a moment, just as 
though her malady had been toothache and he a dentist. Then, 
when he had finished his examination, the pain resumed its sway 

over her. . , . 

In talking to her and to Sophia, he listened very seriously to 

all that they said; he seemed to regard the case as the one case 

that had ever aroused his genuine professional interest; but as it 

unfolded iUelf, in all its difficulty and urgency, so he .seemed, 

In his mind, to be discovering wondrous ways of dealing with it; 
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these mysterious discoveries seemed to give him confidence, and 
his confidence was communicated to the patient by means of faint 
sallies of humour. He was a highly skilled doctor. This fact> 
Jiowcvcr, had no share in his popularity; which was due solely to 
his rare gift of taking a ease very seriously wliilc remaining 
cheerful. 

He said he would return in a quarter of an hour, and he re- 
turned in thirteen minutes with a hypodermic syringe, with which 
he attacked the pain in its central strongholds. 

*M\hat is it?** asked Constance, breathing gratitude for the 
relief. 

He paused, looking at her roguishly from under lowered eye- 
lids. 

I d better not tell ye,*' he said. It might lend ye into 
' mischief." 

Oh, but you must tell mo, doctor,*' Constance insisted, anxiooii 
that he should live up to his reputation for Sophia's benefit. 

" It’s hydrochloride of co sine ," he snid, and lifted a finger. 

Bewnre of the cocaine habit. It*s ruined many a respectable 
^ family. But if I ]mdn*t had a certain amount of confidence 
in ycr strength of character, Mrs. Povey, I wouldn’t have risked 
it" 

% 

^ He will Imvc liis joke, will the doctor!” Constance smiled, 
in n brighter world. 

He said he should come again about half-past fire, and he 
arrived about half-past six, and injected more cocaine. The 
fipccinl importance of the case was thereby established. On this 
second visit, he and Sophia soon grew rather friendly. When 
she conducted him downstairs again he stopped chatting with 
her in the parlour for n long time, as though he had nothing 
else on earth to do, while his coachman walked the horse to and 
fro in front of the door. 

His attitude to her flattered Sophia, for it showed that he 
took her for no ordinary woman. It implied o continual assump- 
tion that she must be a mine of interest for any one who waa 
privileged to delve into her memory. So far, among Constance’# 
ncqiinlntancc, Sophia had met no one who showed more thon a 
perfunctory curiosity as to her life. Her return was accepted 
with indilTcrence. Her escapade of iWrty years ago had en- 
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tirely lost its dramatic quality. Many people indeed liad never 
heard that she had run away from home to marry a commercial 
traveller; and to those who remembered, or had been told, it seemed 
a sufficiently jmnal exploit — after thirty years! Her fear, and 
Constance’s, thaTtbe town would be murmurous with gossip was 
ludicrously unfounded. The effect of time was such tiiat even 
Mr. Critchlow appeared to have forgotten even that she had been 
indirectly responsible for her father’s death. Slic liad nearly 
forgotten it herself ; wlien she happened to think of it she felt 
no shame, no remorse, seeing the death as purely accidental, and 
not altogctlier unfortunate. On two points only was the town 
inquisitive: as to her husband, and as to the precise figure at 
which she had sold the pension. The town knew that she was 
probably not a widow, for she had been obliged to tell Mr. 
Critchlow, and Mr. Critchlow in some hour of tenderness had 
told Maria. But nobody had dared to mention the name of 
Gerald Scales to her. With her fashionable clothes, her striking 
mien of command, and the legend of her wealth, she inspired 
respect, if not awe, in the townsfolk. In the doctor’s attitude 
there was somcllung of amaze; she felt it. Though the dull 
apathy of the people she had hitherto met was assuredly not 
without its advantageous side for her tranquillity of mind, it 
had touched her vonity, and the gaze of the doctor soothed 
the smart He had so obviously divined her intcrcstingness; he 
so obviously wanted to enjoy it. 

“ I’ve just been reading Zola’s ‘Downfall,'” he said. 

Her mind searched backwards, and recalled a poster. 

"Oh!" she replied. ‘“La Debacle’?” 

"Yes. What do yc think of it?” His eyes lighted at the 
prospect of a talk. He was even pleased to hear her give him 
the title in French. 

"I haven’t read it,” she said, and she was momentarily sorry 
that she had not read it, for she could see that he was dashed. 
The doctor had supposed that residence in a foreign country 
involved a knowledge of the literature of that country. Yet 
he had never supposed that residence in England involved a 
knowledge of English literature. Sophia had rend practically 
nothing since 1870; for her the latest author was Clierbulicz. 
Moreover, her impression of Zola was that he was not at aH 



522 


THE OLD WIVES' TALE 

nice, and tbat he was the enemy of his race, thougli at that 
date the world had scarcely heard of Dreyfu s. Dr. Stirling 
had too hastily assumed that the opinions of tlic bourgeois upon 

art dill’cr in difl'ercnt countries. 

■' .And ye actually were in the siege of Paris? ’ he questioned, 

trying again. 

Yes.” 

"And the commune?” 

” Yes, the commune too.” 

•• Well! ” he exclaimed. ” It’s incredible ! AVhen I was read- 
ing the ‘ Downfall ’ the night before last, I said to myself that 
you must have been through a lot of all that. I didn t know 
I was going to have the pleasure of a chat with ye so soon." 

She smiled. " But how did you know I was in the siege of 
Paris?” she asked, curious. 

" How do I know? I I;now because I've seen that birthday 
card ye sent to Mrs. Povey in 1871, after it was over. It’s one 
of her possessions, that card is. She showed it me one day 
when she told me ye were coming.” 

Sophia started. She had quite forgotten that card. It had 
not occurred to her- that Constance would have treasured 
all those cards that she had despatched during the early years 
of her exile. She responded as well os she could to his eager- 
ness for personal details concerning the siege and the commune. 
He might have been disappointed at the prose of her answers, 
hod he not been determined not to be disappointed. 

“ Y'c seem to have taken it all very quietly,” he observed. 

“Eh yes!” she agreed, not without pride. “But it's a long 
time since.” *’1 

Those events, as they existed in her memory, scarcely war- 
ranted the tremendous fuss subsequently made about them. 
What were they, after nil? Such was her secret thought. 
Chirac himself was now nothing but a faint shadow. Still, 
were the estimate of those events true or false, she wos o woman 
who had been through them, and Dr. Stirling’s high apprecia- 
tion of that fact was very pleasant to her. Their friendliness 
opproached intimacy. Night had fallen. Outside could be 
heard the champing of o bit, 

“ I must he getting on,” he said at last; but be did not move. 
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“Then there is nothing else I am to do for my sister? 

"wnU so,- said he. ■■ It isn’t a question of .ed- 

‘"“Then «hat is it a question of?” Sophia demanded bluntly. 

Nerves," he said. " It’s nearly all nerves. I know some- 
thing about Mrs. Povey’s constitution now, and I was hoping 

that vour visit would do her good. 

“She’s been quite well -I mean what you may call quite 

„ell - unW the day before yesterday, urhen she sat ,n that 

drfnght She eras Ltter last night, and then Uus morn.ng I 

tind her ever so much worse. 

" "‘No worries?" The doctor looked at her ^ 

“What can she have in the way of worries. exclaimed 

Sophia. "That’s to say — real worries. 

“ Exactlv!" the doctor agreed. 

■■ r tell her she doesn't knorr rrhat rrorry is sa.d Sopina. 

“ <;o do I * ” said the doctor, his eyes twinkling. 

“Of'clrLr-^Soplua, thc'wTnt 

suppose that she did not now ler o ^ bothered, 

back to the subject of her sister. S 
I think, because the servant is goi g 1 ^ 

“Oh! So Amy is going to leave, IS she. 

lower. “ Between you and me, its no bad g- 

" I’m so glad you been the inis- 

difficult to do anything. oi,„rnlr " I told the woman 

“ I did something." said Sophia, «harp ^ ^ I 

him. 



521 


THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 


He smiled. Xo,” he said. I can easily understand that 
ye didn't suspect anything at first. When she’s >rcll and bright 
Mrs. Povey could hold her own — so I’m told. But it was cer- 
tainly slowly getting worse.” 

” Then people talk about it,^ ” said Sophia^ shocked. 

” As a native of Burslcy, Mrs. Seales/* said the doctor, ye 
ought to know what people in Burslcy do!” Sophia put her 
lips together. The doctor rose, smoothing his waistcoat* 
What docs she bother with servants at all for?'* he burst 
out, *' She’s perfectly free. She Imsn’t got a care in the world, 
if she only knew it* Why doesn’t she go out and about, and 
enjoy herself? She wants stirring up, that’s what your sister 
wants.” 

\ ou re quite right,” Sophia burst out in her turn, ” .That’s 
precisely what I say to myself; precisely! I was thinking it 
over only this morning. She wants stirring up. She’s got into 
a rut,” 

She needs to be jolly. Why doesn’t she go to some seaside 
place, and live in a hotel, and enjoy herself? Is there any- 
thing to prevent her?” 

Nothing whatever.” 

Instead of being dependent on a servant! I believe in 
enjoying ones self — when ye’ve got the money to do it with! 
Can ye imagine anybody living in Burslcy, for pleasure? And 
especially in St. Luke’s Square, right in the tluck of it all ! 
Smoke! Dirt! No air] No light! No scenery! No amuse- 
ments! What docs she do it for? She's in a ru^.” 

I \c$, she s in a rut,” Sophia repeated her own phrase, which 
he had copied* 

My word!*' said the doctor. "Wouldn’t I clear out and 
enjoy myself if I could! Your sister's a young woman.” 

Of course she is I ” Sophia co ncurred , feeling that she her- 
self was even younger. "Of coursT'sKc is!” 

And except that she's nervously organised, and has certain 
predispositions, there’s nothing the matter with her. This sci- 
atfea- I don't say it would be cured, but it might be, by a 
^mplcte change and throwing off oil these ridiculous worries. 
Not only does she live in the moat depressing conditions, but 
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she suffers tortures for it, and there’s absolutely no need for 
her to be here at all.” 

Doctor,” said Sophia, solemnly, impressed, " you arc quite 
right. I agree with every word you say.” 

Naturally she s attached to the place,” be continued, glancing 
round the room. ** I know all about that. After living here 
all her life! Hut she’s got to break herself of her attachment. 
It’s her duty to do so. She ought to show a little energy. I’m 
dei j)iy attached to my bed in the morning, but I have to leave 
it.” 

Of course,” said Sophia, in an impatient tone, as though 
disgusted with every person who could not perceive, or would not 
subscribe to, these obvious truths that the doctor was uttering 
“Of course!” 

■■ \Vhat she needs is the bustle of life in a good hotel, a good ' 
hyiix4*rfor instance. Among jolly people. Parties! Games! 
Excursions! She wouldn’t be the same woman. You’d ace. 

• Wouldn’t I do it, if I could? Strathpeffer. She’d soon for- 
got her sciatica. I don’t know wliaT .Nfrs. Povey’s annual in* 
come is, but I expect that if she took it into her head to live 
in the dearest hotel in England, there would be no reason why / 
slie shouldn't/' ' 

Sophia lifted her head and smiled in calm amusement. " I 
exj>cct so,” she said superiorly. 

”A hotel — that’s the life. No worries. If ye want any- 
thing ye ring a bell. If a waiter gives notice, it’s some one else 
who has the worry, not you. But you know all about that, 
Mrs. Scales.” 

" No one better," murmured Sophia. 

” Good evening," he said abruptly, sticking out his hand. 

'• I’ll be down in the morning.” 

” Did you ever mention this to my sister? ” Sophia asked 
him, rising. 

“ Yes,” said he. ” But it’s no use. Oh yes. I've told her. 
But she docs really think it’s quite impossible. She wouldn’t 
even hear of going to live in London with her beloved son. 
She won't listen.” 

” I never thought of that,” said Sophia. " Good night,** 
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Their hand-grasp was very intimate and mutually compre- 
hending. He was pleased by the quick responsiveness of her 
temperament, and the masterful vigour which occasioimllv 
flashed out in her repUes. He noticed the hardly perceptible 
distortion of her handsome, worn face, and he said to himself : 

'• She’s been through a thing or two,” and: ” Slic’ll have to mind 
her p’s and q's." Sophia was pleased because he admired her, 
mid because with her he dropped his bedside jocularities, and 
talked plainly as a sensible man will talk when he meets an 
uncommonly wise woman, and because he echoed and amplified 
lier own thoughts. She honoured him by standing at the door 
till he had driven off. 

For a few moments she mused solitary in the parlour, and 
then, lowering the gas, she went upstairs to her sister, who lay 
in the dark. Sophia struck a inntch. ^ 

" You've been having quite a long chat with the doctor, 
said Constance. "He’s very good company, isn’t he? What 
ilid he talk about tliis time?” 

" He wanted to know about Paris and so on,” Sojdiia an- 
swered. 

"Oh! I believe he's a rare student.” 

Lying there in the dark, the simple Constance never sus- 
pictl d that those two active and strenuous ones had been arrang- 
ing her life for her, so that she should he jolly and live for 
twenty years yet. She did not suspect that she had been tried 
and found guilty of sinful attachments, and of being in a rut, 
and of lacking the elements of ordinary sagacity. It had not 
occurred to her that if she was worried and ill, the reason was 
to be found in her own blind and stupid obstinacy. She had 
thought herself a fairly sensible kind of creature. ^ ^ y- • 

The fiisters hod on early supper together in Constance s bed- 
room* Constance was much easier. Having a fancy that a 
little movement would be beneficial, she had even got up for 
0 few moments and moved about the room. Now she sat 
ensconced in pillows. A fire burned in the old-fashioned inef- 
fectual grate. From the Sun Vaults opposite came the sound 
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of a phonograph singing an invitation to God to save its gra- 
cious queen. This phonograph was a wonderful novelty, and 
filled the Sun nightly. For a few evenings it had interested 
the sisters, in spite of themselves, but they had soon sickened 
of it and loathed it. Sophi.a became more and more obsessed 
by the monstrous absurdity of the simple fact that she and Con- 
stance were there, in that dark inconvenient house, wearied by 
the gaiety of public-houses, blackened by smoke, surrounded 
by mud, instead of being luxuriously installed in a beautiful 
climaU-, amid scenes of beauty and white cleanliness. Secretly 

she became more and more indignant* 

Amy entered, bearing a letter in her coarse hand. As Amy 
unceremoniously handed the letter to Constance, Sophia thought: 
" If she was my servant she would hand letters on a tray. 
(An advertisement had already been sent to the Signal.) 
Constance took the letter trembling. " Here it is at last, 

slic cried* 

W'litn blic had put on her spectacles and read it, she ex- 


claimed : 

“Bless us! Here's news! He's coming down! 
he didn’t write on Saturday as usual.” 

She gave the letter to Sophia to read. It ran — 


That’s why 


" Sunday midnight. 

" Dbak Mother, 

” Just a line to say I am coming down to Burslry on 
Wednesday, on business with Peels. I slmll get to Knype at 
5.28, and take the Loop. I’ve been very busy, and ns I was 
coming down I didn’t write on Saturday. I hope you didn t 
worry. Love to yourself and Aunt Sophia. Yours C ” 


•• I must send him n line,” said Constance, excitedly. 
"What? To-night?” 

" Yes. Amy can easily catch the last post witli it. 
wise he won’t know that I’ve got his letter.” 


Other 


She rang the bell. . 

Sophia thought: “His coming down is really no excuse for 

his not writing on Saturday. How could she guess that he was 
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coming down? I shall have to put in a little word to that young 
man. 1 wonder Constance is so blind. She is quite satisfied 
now that his letter has come.*’ On behalf of the elder genera- 
tion she rather resented Constance’s eagerness to write in an- 
swer. 

But Constance was not so blind. Constance thought exactly 
ns Sophia thought In her heart she did not at nil justify or 
excuse Cyril. She remembered separately almost every instance 
of his carelessness in her regard. Hope I didn’t worry, in- 
deed!" she said to herself with a faint touch of bitterness, 
apropos of the phrase in his letter. 

^Nevertheless she insisted on writing at once. And Amy had 
to bring tbc writing materials. 

" Mr. Cyril is coming down on Wednesday," she said to Amy 
with great dignity. 

Amy’s stony cahnness was shaken, for Mr. Cyril was a great 
deal to Amy. Amy wondered how she would be able to look Mr. 
Cyril in the face when he knew that she had given notice. 

In the middle of writing, on her knee, Constance looked \ip 
at Sophia, and said, ns though defending herself against an 
accusation: "I didn't write to him yesterday, you know, or 
to-day." 

** No," Sophia murmured asscntingly. 

Constance rang the bell yet again, and Amy was sent out to 
the post. 

Soon afterwards the bell was rung for a fourth time, and 
not answered. 


” I suppose she hasn’t come back yet. But I thought I heard 
the door. What a long lime she is!" 

" What do you want ? " Sophia asked. 

" I just wont to speak to her," said Constance. 

When the bell hod been rung seven or eight times, Amy at 
length re-appeored, somewhat breathless. 

Amy," said Constance, " let me examine those sheets, will 
you?" 


Yci’m," said Amy, apparently knowing what sheets, of all 

thc^ various and multitudinous sheets in thot house. 

And the pillow-cases," Constance added os Amy left the 
room. 
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So it continued. The next day the fever lieightcncd. Con- 
stance was up early, before Sophia, and trotting about the house 
like a girl. Immediately after breakfast Cyrils bedroom was 
invested and revolutionized; not till evening was order restored 
in that chamber. And on the Wednesday morning it had to be 
dusted afresh. Sophia watched the preparations, and the in- 
creasing agitation of Constance’s demeanour, with an astonisli- 
inent which she had real difficulty in concealing. " Is the woman 
absolutely mad?” she asked herself. The spectacle was ludi- 
crous: or it seemed so to Sophia, whose career had not embraced 
much experience of mothers. It was not as if the manifesta- 
tions of Constance’s anxiety were dignified or original or splen- 
did. They were just silly, ordinary fussinesses; they had no 
sense in them. Sophia was very careful to make no observa- 
tion She felt that before she and Constance were very mucli 
older she had a very great deal to do, and that a subtle diplomacy 
and wary tactics would be necessary. Moreover, ConsUnce s 
angelic temper was slightly affected by the strain of expecta- 
tion. She had a tendency to rasp. After the l''gh-tea 
she suddenly sprang on to the sofa and lifted down the Stag 
at Eve ’ engraving. The dust on the top of the frame incensed 


her. 
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What are you going to do? ” Sophia asked, in a final marvel. 
I’m going to change it with that one,” said Constance, point- 
ing to another engraving opposite the fireplace. ” He said the 
effect would be very much better if they were changed. And 

his lordship is very particular.” 

Constance did not go to Burslcy station to meet l‘vr son She 
explained that it upset her to do so, and that also Cyril pre- 
ferred her not to come. . , ,r i £ 

-Suppose I go to meet him.” said Sophia, at 
The idea had visited her suddenly. She thought: Then I 
could Ulk to him before any one else.” 

*■ Oh, do/ " Constance agreed. 

Sophia put her things on with remarkable expedition. She 
arrived at the station a minute before the tram came in. Only 
a few persons emerged from the train, and Cyril was not among 
them. A porter said that there was not supposed to be any 
connection between the Loop Line trains and the mam line 
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expresses, and that probably the express had missed the Loop. 
She waited thirty-five minutes for the next Loop, and Cyril did 
not emerge from that train either. 

Constance opened the front-door to her, and showed a tele* 
gram — 

“ Sorry prevented last moment. Writing. Cyril.** 

So|>hiA bad known it. Somehow she had known that it was 
useless to wait for the second troin. Constance was silent and 
calm; Sophia also. 

"What a shame! What a shame! thumped Sophia*s lieart. 

It was the most ordinary episode. But beneath her calm she 
was furious against her favourite. Slic hesitated. 

Tm just going out a minute/* she said. 

** Where?** asked Constance. ^'Hadn’t we better have tea? 
I suppose we must have tea.** 

I shan*t be long. I want to buy something.’* 

Sophia went to the post-office and despatched a telegram. 
Then, partially eased, she returned to the arid ond painful deso* 
lation of the house. 

The next evening Cyril sat at the tea-table in the parlour wilH 
lu9 mother and his aunt. To Constance his presence there had 
something of the miraculous in it. He had come, after all I 
Sophia was in a rich robe, and for ornament wore an old silver* 
gilt neck-chain, which was clospcd at the throat, and fell in 
double to her waist, where it was caught in her belt. This chain 
interested Cyril. He referred to it once or twice, and then he 
said; ’’Just let me have a look at that chain/* and put out his 
hand; and Sophia leaned fonvard so that he could handle it. 
His fingers played with it thus for some seconds; the picture 
strikingly afTcctcd Constance* At length he dropped it, and 
said: ”H*m!’* After a pause he said: ’’Louis Sixteenth, eh?** 
and Sopliia said: 

They told me so. But it’s nothing; it only cost thirty 
francs, you know.** And Cyril took her up sharply; 
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"Wliat does that matter?” Then after another pause be 
asked: “ How often do you break a link of it? ” 

” Oh, often,” she said. ” It's always getting shorter. ” 

And he murmured mysteriously: “ H’m!” 

He was still mysterious, withdrawn within himself extraordi- 
narily anintercsled in his physical surroundings. But tliat 
evening be talked more than he usually did. He was benevo- 
lent, and showed a particular benevolence towards his mother, 
apj)arently exerting himself to answer her questions with full- 
ness and heartiness, as though admitting frankly her right to 
he curious. He praised the tea; he seemed to notice what 
he was eating. He took Spot on his knee, and gazed in admi- 
ration at Fossette. 

“ By Jove! ” he said, " that's a dog, that is ! . . . All the 

same. . . And he burst out laughing. 

■' I won’t have Fossette laughed at,” Sophia warned him. 

" ?Jo, seriously,” he said, in his quality of an amateur of 
dogs; ” she is very fine." Even then he could not help adding: 
"What you can see of her!” 

Whereupon Sophia shook her head, deprecating such wit. 
Sophia was very lenient towards him. Her leniency could be 
perceived in her cyc.s, which followed his movements all the 
time. “Do you think he is like me, Constance?” she asked. 

“I wish I was half as good-looking,” said Cyril, quickly; 
and Constance said: 

“ As a baby he was very like you. He was a handsome baby. 
He wasn’t at nil like you when he was at school. These lost 
few years he’s begun to be like you again. lies very much 
changed since he left school; he was rather heavy and clumsy 
tlien.” 

“Heavy and clumsy!” exclaimed Sophia. Well, I should 
never have believed it!” 

“ Oh, but he was! ” Constance insisted. 

“ Now, mater,” said Cyril, “ it’s a pity you don't want that 
cake cutting into. I think I could have eaten a bit of that cake. 
But of course if it's only for show ... ! ” 

Constance sprang up, seizing o knife. 

“ You shouldn’t tease your mother,” Sophia told him. “ He 



532 THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 

doesn’t really want any, Constance; hc*s regularly stuffed him* 
self/’ 

And Cyril agreed, *’ No, no, mater, don’t cut it; I really 
couldn’t. I was only gassing/* 

But Constance could never clearly see through humour of that 
sort. Slic cut tlircc slices of cake, and she held the plate towards 
Cyril. 

“I tell you I really couldn’t!” he protested. 

“Come!” she said obstinately. ” I’m waiting! How much 
longer must I hold this pl.atc?” 

And he had to take a slice. So had Soplua. When she was 
roused, they both of them had to yield to Constance. 

With the dogs, and the splendour of the tea-table under the 
gns, and the distinction of Sophia and Cyril, and the conversa- 
tion, which on the whole was gay and free, rising at times to 
jolly g arruli ty^ the scene in her parlour ought surely to have 
satisfied Constance utterly. She ought to have been quite happy, 
as her sciatica had raised the siege for a space. But she was 
not quite happy. The circumstances of Cyril’s arrival hod dis- 
turbed her; they had in fact wounded her, though she would 
scarcely admit the >vound. In the morning she had received a 
brief letter from Cyril to say that he had not been able to 
conic, and vaguely promising, or half-promising, to run dow*n 
at a later date. That letter had the cardinal defects of all 
Cyrirs relations with his mother; it was casual, dnd It was not 
candid. It gave no hint of the nature of the obstacle which 
Imd prevented him from coming. Cyril had always been too 
secretive. She was gravely depressed by the letter, which she 
did not show to Sophia, because it impaired her dignity as a 
mother, and displayed her son in a bad light. Then about 
eleven o’clock a telegram had come for Sophia. 

That’s all right,*’ Sophia had said, on reading it ** He’ll 
be here this evening ! ** And she had handed over the telegram, 
which read — 

** Very well. Will come some train to-day.” 

And Constance learned that when Sophia had rushed out just 
before tea on the previous evening, it was to telegraph to 
Cyril. 
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"What did you say to him?” Constance asked. 

" Oh ! ” said Sophia, with a careless air, '' I told him I 
thought lie ought to come. After all, you’re more important 
than any business, Constance! And I don’t like him behaving 
like that. I was determined he should come!” 

Sophia had tossed her proud head. 

Constance had pretended to be pleased and grateful. But 
the existence of a wound was incontestable. Sophia, then, could 
do more with Cvril than she could ! Sophia had only met him 
once, and could simply twist him round her little finger. He 
would never have done so much for his mother. A fine sort 
of an obstacle it must have been, if a single telegram from 
Sophia could overcome it . . . ! And Sophia, too, was 

secretive. She had gone out and had telegraphed, and had not 
bTJi^d a word until she got the reply, sixteen hours later. 
She was secretive, and Cyril was secretive. They resembled 
one another. They had taken to one another. But Sophia was 
a curious mixture. When Constance had asked her if she should 
go to the station again to meet Cyril, she had replied scorn- 
fully: “No, indeed! I’ve done going to meet Cyril. People 

who don’t arrive must not expect to be met.” 

When Cyril drove up to the door, Sophia had been in attend- 
ance. She hurried down the steps. “ Don’t say anything about 
my telegram,” she had rapidly whispered to Cyril; there was no 
time for further explanation. Constance was at the top of the 
steps. Constance had not heard the whisper, but she had seen 
it; and she saw a guilty, puzzled look on Cyril’s face, after- 
wards an ineffectively concealed conspiratorial look on both then- 
faces. They had ‘ something between them,’ from which she 
the mother, was shut out! Was it not natural th.it she should 
be wounded? She was far loo proud to mention the telegrams. 
And as neither Cyril nor Sophia mentioned them, the circum- 
stances leading to Cyril’s change of plan were not referred to 
at all, which was very curious. Then Cyril was more sociable 
than he had ever been; he was different, under his aunts gaze. 
Ccrtainlv he treated his mother faultlessly. But Constance said 
to herself: “ It is because she is here that he is so specially 

nice to me/* 
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Wicn tea was finished and they were going upstairs to the 
drawing-room, she asked him, with her eye on the * Stag at 
Eve' engraving: 

“Well, is it a success?" 

“ What? " His eye followed hers. " Oh, you’ve changed it! 
What did you do that for, mater?" 

“ You said it would be better like that," she reminded him. 

“ Did I ? " He seemed genuinely surprised. “ I don’t re- 
member. I believe it is bettor, tliough," he added. " It might 
be even belter still if you turned it the other way up." 

He pulled a face to Sophia, and screwed up his shoulders, 
as if to indicate: “I’ve done it, this lime!" 

“How? The other way up?" Constance queried. Then as 
she comprehended that he was teasing her, she said; “ Get away 
with youl" and pretended to box his ears. “You were fond 
enough of that picture at one time!" she said ironicall}’. 

" Yes, I was, mater," he submissively agreed. “ There's no 
getting over that." And he pressed licr cheeks between his 
hands and kissed her. 

In the drawing-room he smoked cigarettes and played the 
piano — walt7.es of his own composition. Constance and Sophia 
did not entirely comprehend those waltzes. But they agreed 
that all were wonderful and Umt one was very pretty indeed. 
(It soothed Constance that Sophia's opinion coincided with hers.) 
He said that that waltz was the worst of the lot. When he had 
finished with the piano, Constance informed him a^out 
" Oh! She told me," he said, " when she brought me my water* 
1 didn't mention it because 1 Uiought it would be rather a sore 
subject." Beneath the casualncss of his tone there lurked a 
certain curiosity, a willirfgncss to hear details. He heard them* 

At five minutes to ten, when Constance had yawned, he tlirew 
a bomb among them on the hearthrug. 

" Well," he said, " I*ve got an appointment with Matthew 
ot the Conservative Club at ten o’clock* 1 must go. Don't 
wait up for me," 

Both women protested, Sophia the more vivaciously. It was 
Sophia now who was wounded* 

It B business," he said, defending himself. " He’s going 
away early to-morrow, and it’s my only chance." And as Cou- 
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stance did not trightcn Le went on: “ Business has to be attended 
to. You mustn’t think I’ve got nothing to do but enjoy my- 
self.” 

No hint of the nature of the business! He never explained. 
As to business, Constance knew only that she allowed him three 
hundred a year, and paid his local tailor. The sum had at first 
seemed to her enormous, but she had grown accustomed to it. 

I should have preferred you to sec Mr. Pccl-Swynnerton 
here," said Constance. “ You could have had a room to your- 
selves. I do not like you going out at ten o clock at night to 
a club.” 

“ Well, good night, mater," he said, getting up. ” See you 
to-morrow. I shall take the key out of the door. Its true my 

pocket will never be the same again.” 

Sophia saw Constance into bed, and provided her with two 
bot-watcr bottles against sciatica. They did not talk much. 

. -hdus C^-r'V 

Sop^ sat waiting on the sofa in the parlour. It appeared 
to her that, though little more than a month had elapsed since 
her arrival in Bursley, she had already acquired a new set of 
interests and anxieties. Paris and her life there had receded 
in the strangest way. Sometimes for hours she would abso- 
lutely forget Paris. Thoughts of Paris were disconcerting; for 
either Pavis or Bursley must surely be unreal! As she sat 
waiting on the sofa ParLs kept coming into her mind. Cer- 
tainly it was astonishing that she should be just as preoccupied 
with her schemes for the welfare of Constance as she had ever 
been preoccupied with schemes for the improvement of the Pen- 
sion Frensham. She said to herself: “My life has-been so 
q„cer — and yet every part of it separately seemed ordinary 
enough — how will it end?" 

Then there were footfalls on the steps outside, and a key 
was put into the door, which she at once opened. 

“Oh!” exclaimed Cyril, startled, and also somewhat out of 
countenance. “You're still up! Thanks.” He came in, smok- 
ing the end of a cigar. “ Fancy having to cart that about! ” ho 

i 



6S6 


THE OLD WIVES* TALE 


murmured, holding up the great old-fashioned key before in- 
serting it in the lock pn the inside. 

‘ I stayed up/' said Sophia, “ because I wanted to talk to 
you about your mother, and it's so difficult to get a clninco/' 

Cyril smiled, not without sclf-consciousncss, and dropped 
into his mother's rocking-chair, which he had twisted round with 
his feet to face the sofa. 

Yes/' he said. ** I was wondering what was the real mean- 
ing of your telegram. What was it? " He blew out a lot of 
smoke and waited for her reply. 

“ I thought you ought to come down/' said Sopluo, cheer- 
fully but firmly. It was a fearful disappointment to your 
mother that you didn't come yesterday. And when she's ex- 
pecting a letter from you and it doesn't come, it makes her ill." 

"Oh, well!" he said. "I'm glad it's no worse. I thougltt 
from your telegram there M*as something seriously wrong. And 
then when you told me not to mention it — when I came 
in . . • ! " 

She saw that he failed to realize the situation, and she lifted 
licr head challengingly. 

" You neglect your mother, young man," she said. 

"Oil, come noM', auntie!" he answered quite gently. "You 
mustn't talk like that. I write to her every week. I've never 

missed a week. I come down as often ns " 

" You miss the Sunday soinctimcs," Sophia interrupted him* 
"Perhaps," he said doubtfully. "But what—" 

" Don't you understand that she simply lives for your letters? 
And if one doesn't come, ste's very upset indeed — con't call 
And it brings on her sciatica, and I don’t know what!" 

He was taken aback by her boldness, her directness. 

"But how silly of her! A fellow con’t always " 

"It may be silly. But there it is. You can't alter her. 
And, after all, wbat would it cost you to be more attentive^ 
even to write to her twice a week? You aren't going to tcU 
me you re so busy as all thot ! I know a great deal more about 
young men than your mother docs." She smiled like an aunL 
He answered her smile sheepishly* 

" If you'll only put yourself in your mother's place • • 

1 expect you're quite right," he said at length. " And 
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I’m much obliged to you for telling me. How was I to know? ” 
He threw the end of the cigar, with a ^arge sweeping gesture, 
into the fire. 

“Well, anyhow, you know now!*' she said curtly; ana she 
thought: “You ought to have known. It was your business to 
know.” But she was pleased with the way in which he had 
accepted her criticism, and the gesture with which he threw 
away the cigar-end struck her as very distinguished. 

“That’s all right!” he said dreamily, as if to say: “ That’s 

done with.” And he rose. 

Sophia, however, did not stir. 

“ Your mother’s health is not what it ought to be," she went 
on, and gave him a full account of her conversation with Uie 

doctor. 

Really ! Cyril murmured, leaning on tljc manlcl-|>iecc with 
his elbow and looking down at her. “ Stirling said that, did he? 

I should have thought she would have been better where she is, 

in the Square.” 

“Why better in the Square?” 

“ Oh, I don’t know! ” 

“ Neither do I ! " 

“ She’s always been here.” 

" Yes,” said Sophia, “ she’s been here a great deal too long. 
“What do you suggest?” Cyril asked, with impatience in 
his voice against this new anxiety that was being thrust upon 

him. . 

“Well," said Sophia, “what should you soy to her coming 

to London and living with you? ” 

Cyril started bock. Sophia could see that he was genuinely 

shocked. ” I don’t think that would do at all,” he said. 

“ Why ? ” 

“Oh! I don’t think it would. London wouldn’t suit her. 
She’s not that sort of woman. I really thought she was quite 
all right down here. She wouldn’t like London.” He shook 
his head, looking up at the gas; his eyes had a dangerous glare. 
“But supposing she said she did? 

“ Look here,” Cyril began in a new and brighter tone. “ Why 
don’t you and she keep house together somewhere? That would 

be the very ” 
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He turned his head sharply. There was a noise on the stair- 
case^ and the staircase ^oor opened with its eternal creak. 

“ Yes/' said Sophia. “ The Champs Elysecs begins at the 
Place de la Concorde, and ends ■■ Is that you, Constance? 


Tlie figure of Constance filled the doorway. Her face was 
troubled. She had heard Cyril in the street, and had come 
down to see why he remained so long in the parlour. She was 
astounded to find Sophia with him. There they were, as inti- 
mate as c ronic£^ chattering about Paris! Undoubtedly she was 
jealous! Never did Cyril talk like that to her! 

" I thought you were in bed and asleep, Sophia/' she said 
weakly. It's nearly one o’clock." 

" No/' said Sophia. ** I didn’t seem to feel like going to 
bed; and then Cyril happened to come in," 

But neither she nor Cyril could look innocent. And Con- 
stance glanced from one to the other apprehensively. 

The next morning Cyril received a letter which, he said — 
with no further explanation — forced him to leave at once. He 
intimated that there had been danger in his coming just then, 
and that matters had turned out as he had feared. 

" You think over what I said/' he whispered to Sophia when 
they were alone for on instant, " and let me know." 

^ i~iJoX ‘Co 

A week ucforc Easter flic guests of the Rutland Hotel in 
the Broad Walk, Buxton, being assembled for afternoon tea in 
the ' lounge ’ of that establishment, witnessed the arrival of 
two middlc-ogcd ladies and two dogs. Critically to examine 
newcomers was one of the amusements of the occupants of the 
lounge. This apartment, furnished * in the oriental style,’ made 
n pretty show omong the photographs in the illustrated br ochure 
of the hotel, and, though draughty, it was of all the public 
rooms the favourite. It was draughty because only separated 
from the street (if the Broad Walk can be called a street) by 
two poirs of swinging-doors — in charge of two page-boys. 
Every visitor entering the hotel was obliged to pass through the 
lounge, and for newcomers the passage was an ordeal ; they were 








TOWARDS HOTEL LIFE 


539 


made to feel tLat they had so much to learn, so much to get 
accustomed to; like passengers who jom a ship at a port of 
call, they felt that the business lay before them of creating a 
niche for themselves in a hostile and haughty society. The two 
ladies produced a fairly favourable impression at the outset 
bv reason of their two dogs. It is not every one who has the 
courage to bring dogs into an expensive private hotel; to bring 
one dog indieates that you are not accustomed to deny yourself 
small pleasures for the sake of a few extra shillings; to bring 
two indicates that you have no fear of hotel-managers and that 
you are in the habit of regarding your own whim as nature's 
law. The shorter and stouter of the two ladies did not impose 
herself with much force on the collective vision of the Rutland ; 
she was dressed in black, not fashionably, though with a certain 
unpretending richness; her gestures were timid and nervous; 
evidently she relied upon her tall companion to shield her in the 
first trying contacts of hotel life. The tall lady was of a dif- 
ferent stamp. Handsome, stalely, deliberate, and handsomely 
dressed in colours, she had the assured hard gaze of a person 
who is thoroughly habituated to the inspection of strangers. 
Slic curtly asked one of the page-boys for the manager, and the 
manager’s wife tripped rapidly down the stairs in response, and 
was noticeably deferential. Her voice was quiet and coinmmid- 
ing, the voice of one’ who gives orders that are obeyed. The 
opinion of the lounge was divided os to whether or not they were 

sisters. , 

They vanished quietly upstairs in convoy of the manager s 
wife, and they did not rc-appear for the lounge tea, which in 
any ease would have been undrinkably s hew ed. It then became 
known, by the agency of one of those guests, to be found in 
every hotel, who acquire all the secrets of the hotel by the 
exercise of unabashed curiosity on the personnel, Hint the two 
ladies had engaged two bedrooms. Nos. 17 and 18, and the 
sumptuous private parlour with a balcony on the first floor, 
styled “ C " in the nomeoclntur c of rooms. This fact definitely 
established the position of the new arrivals in the moral fabric 
of the hotel. They were wealthy. They had money to throw 
away. For even in a select hotel like the Rutland it is not 
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everybody who indulges in a private sitting-room; therfc were 
only four such apartments in the hotel, as against fifty bed- 
rooms. 

At dinner they had a small table to themselves in a corner. 
The short la<ly wore a white shawl over her shoulders* Her 
almost apologetic manner during the meal confirmed the view 
that she must he a very simple person, unused to the world 
and its ways* The other continued to be imperial* She ordered 
Imlf-a-botllc of wine and drank two glasses* She stared about 
her quite sclf-unconsciously, whereas the little woman divided 
licr glances between her companion and her plate* They did 
not talk much. Immediately after dinner they retired* 
MVidows in easy circunislaiiccs * was the verdict; but the con- 
trast between the pair held puzzles that piqued the inquisitive. 

Sophia had conquered ng.ain. Once more Sophia had resolved 
to accomplish a thing and she had accomplished it. Events 
had fallen out thus. The ndvertiseinent for a general servant 
in the Signal had been n disheartening failure* A few answers 
were received, but of an entirely unsatisfactory character* Con- 
stance, a great deal more than Sophia, had been astounded by 
the bearing and the demands of modern servonts* Constance 
>vns in despair. If Constance had not had an immense pride 
she would have been ready to suggest to Sophia that Amy sliould 
be asked to * stay on** But Constance would have accepted a 
modern impudent wench first* It was Maria Critchlow w*ho 
got Constance out of her difficulty by giving her particulars 
of a reliable servant wlio was about to leave a situation in which 
she had stayed for eight years* Constance did not imagine 
that a servant recommended by Maria Critchlow would suit 
her, but, being in a quaiuLiiy> she arranged to see the servant, 
and both she and Sophia were very pleased with the girl — 
R ose Bennion by namc*( The mischief was that Rose would not 
be free until about a month after Amy had left. Rose would 
hove left her old situation, but she had a fancy to go and 
spend a fortnight with a married sister at Manchester before 
settling into new quarters* Constance and Sophia felt that this 
caprice of Rose's was really %’cry tiresome and unnecessary. Of 
course Amy might have been asked to 'stay on* just for a 
month. Amy would probably have volunteered to do so had 
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the been aware of the circumstances. She was not, however, 
aware of the circumstances. And Constance was dcteniiined 
not to be beholden to Amy for anything. What could the sisters 
do? Sophia, who conducted all the interviews with Rose and 
other candidates, said that it would be a grave error to let Rose 
slip. Besides, tliey bad no one to take her place, no one who 
could come at once. 

The dilemma was appalling. At least, it seemed appalling 
to ConsUnce, who really believed that no mistress had ever 
been so ‘ awkwardly fixed.’ And yet, when Sophia first pro- 
posed her solution, Constance considered it to be a quite impos- 
sible solution. Sophia's idea was that they should lock up the 
house and leave it on the same day as Amy left it, to spend a 
few weeks in some holiday resort. To begin with, the ide.a ot 
leaving the house empty seemed to Constance a mad idea. 1 he 
house had never been left empty. And then — going for a hol- 
iday in April ! Constance had never been for a holiday except 
in ‘the month of August. No! The project was beset with 
difficulties and dangers which could not be overcome nor pro- 
vided against. For example, ” Wc can’t come back to a dirty 
house,” said Constance. “ And we can’t have a strange servant 
coming here before us.” To which Sophia had replied: ” Then 
what ihall you do?” And Constance,, after pro digiou s reflec- 
tion on the frightful pass to which destiny had brought'hcr, had 
said that she supposed she would have to manage with a char- 
woman until Rose’s advent. She asked Sophia if she remem- 
bered old Maggie. Sophia, of course, perfectly remembered. 
Old Maggie was dead, as wcU as the drunken, ammblc Hollins, 
but there was a young Maggie (wife of a bricklayer) who went 
out ch aring in the spare time left from looking after seven 
children. The more Constance meditated upon young Maggie, 
the more was she convinced that young Maggie would meet 
the case. Constance felt she could trust young Maggie. 

This expression of trust in Maggie was Constance s undoing. 
Why should they not go away, and arrange with Maggie to 
come to the house a few days before tbeir return, to clean 
ventilate? The weight of reason overbore Constance. She 
yielded unwillingly, but she yielded. It was the mention of 
Buxton that finally moved her She knew Buxton. Her old 
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landlady at Buxton was dead, and Constance had not visited 
the place since before Samuel’s death; nevertheless its name 
had a reassuring sound to her cars, and for sciatica its waters 
and climate were admitted to be the best in England. Gradu- 
ally Constance permitted herself to be entbarked on this perilous 
enterprise of shutting up the house for twenty-five days. She 
imparted the information to Amy, who was astounded. Then 
she commenced upon her domestic preparations. She wrapped 
Samuel’s Family Bible in brown paper; she put Cyril’s straw- 
framed copy of Sir Edwin Landseer away in a drawer, and 
she took ten thousand other precautions. It was grotesque; 
it was farcical; it was what you please. And when, witli the 
cab at the door and the luggage on the cab, and the dogs 
chained together, and Maria Critchlow waiting on the pave- 
ment to receive the key, Constance put the key into the door 
on the outside, and locked up the empty house, Constance's 
face was tragic with innumerable apprehensions. And Sophia 
felt that she had performed a miracle. She had. 

On the whole the sisters were well received in the hotel, 
though they were not at an age which commands popularity. 
In the criticism which was passed upon them — the free, realistic 
and relentless criticism of private hotels — Sophia was at first 
set down as overbearing. But in a few days this view was 
modified, and Sophia rose in esteem. The fact was that Sophia’s 
behaviour changed after forty-eight hours. The Rutland Hotel 
was very good. It was so good as to disturb Sophia's profound 
beliefs that there was in the world only one truly high-class 
pension, and that nobody could teach the creator of that unique 
pension anything about the art of management. The food was 
excellent; the attendance in the bedrooms was excellent (and 
Sophia knew how difficult of attainment was excellent bedroom 
attendance) ; and to the eye the interior of the Rutland pre- 
sented 5 spectacle far richer than the Pension Frensham could 
show. The standard of comfort was higher. The guests had 
n more distinguished appearance. It is true that the prices 
were much higher. Sophia was humbled. She had /enough 
sense to adjust her perspective. Further, she found b6rself 
ignorant of many matters which by the other guests were taken 
for granted and used as a basis for conversation. Prolonged 
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residence in Paris would not justify this ignorance; it seemed 
rather to intensify iU strangeness. Thus, when someone of 
cosmopolitan experience, having learnt that she had lived in 
Paris for many years, asked what had been going on lately at 
the Comedie Fran 9 aise, she had to admit that she had not been 
in a French theatre for nearly thirty years. And when, on a 
Sunday, tlie same person questioned her about the Englisli 
chaplain in Paris, lo! she knew nothing but his name, had never 
even seen him. Sophia’s life, in its way, had been as narrow 
as Constance’s. Though her experience of human nature was 
wide, she had been in a groove as deep as Constance’s. She 
had been utterly absorbed in doing one single thing. 

By t^cit agreement she liad charge of the expedition. She 
paid all^ie bills. Constance protested against the cxpensivc- 
ncss of the affair several times, but Sophia quietened her by 
slicer force of individuality. Constance had one advantage over 
Sophia. She knew Buxton and its neighbourhood intimately, 
and she was therefore in a position to show off the sights and 
to deal with local peculiarities. In all other respects Sophia 
led* 

They very soon became acclimatized to the hotel. They 
moved easily between Turkey carpets and sculptured ceilings; 
their eyes grew used to tlic eternal vision of tJicmsclvcs and 
other slow-moving dignities in gilt mirrors, to the heaviness of 
great oil-paintings of picturesque scenery, to the indications of 
surr eptitious dirt bcliind massive furniture, to the grey-brown 
of the sbirt-fronts of the waiters, to the litter of trays, boots 
and pails in long corridors; their cars were always awake to 
tlie sounds of goQgs and bells. They consulted the barometer 
and ordered the daily carriage with the pcrfufictorincss of habit. 
They discovered what can be learnt of other people’s needle- 
work in a hotel on a wet day. They performed co-operative 
outings witli fellow-guests. They invited fellow-gucsU into 
their sitting-room. When there was an entertainment they did 
not avoid it. Sophia was determined to do everything that could 
with propriety be done, partly as on outlet for her own energy 
(which since she left Paris bad been accumulating), but more 
on Constance’s account. She remembered all that Dr. Stirling 
bad said, and the heartiness of her own agreement with his 
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opinions* It was a great day M'lien, under tuition of an ^ged 
lady and in tlic privacy of their parlour, they both began to study 
tlic elements of Patience. Neither had ever played at cards. 
Constance was almost afraid to touch cards, as though in the 
very cardboard there had been something unrighteous and per- 
ilous. But the respectability of a luscurious private hotel makes 
proper every act that passes within its walls. And Constance 
plausibly .irgucd that no harm could come from a game which 
you played by yourself. She acquired with some aptitude sev- 
eral varieties of Patience. She said: "I think I could enjoy 
that, if 1 kept at it. But it does make my head whirl.*’ 

Nevertheless Constance was not happy in the hotel. She 
worried the whole time about her empty house. She anticipated 
difficulties and even disasters. She wondered again and again 
M'hether she could trust the second Maggie in her house alone, 
M*lirllier it would not be belter to return home earlier and par- 
ticipate personally in the cleaning. She would have decided to 
do so had it not been that she hesitated to subject Sophia to 
the inconvenience of a house upside down. The matter was 
on her mind, always. Always she was restlessly anticipating 
the day when they would leave. She had carelessly left her 
heart behind in St. Luke’s Square. She had never stayed in 
a hotel before, and she did not like it. Sciatica occasionally 
harassed her. Yet when it came to the point she would not 
drink the waters. She said she never had drunk them, and 
seemed to regard that ns a reason why she never should. Sophia 
had achieved a miracle in getting her to Buxton for nearly a 
month, but the ultimate grand effect lacked brilliance. 

Then came the fatal letter, the desolating letter, which vin- 
dicated Constance^s dark apprehensions. Rose Bcnnion calmly 
wrote to say that she had decided not to come to St. Luke's 
Square. She expressed regret for any inconvenience which 
might possibly be caused; she was polite. But the monstrous* 
ness of it! Constance felt that this actually and truly was the 
deepest depth of her calamities. There she was, far from a 
dirty home, with no servant and no prospect of a servant! She 
bore herself bravely, nobly; but she was stricken. She wanted 
to return to the dirty home at once. 
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Sophia felt that the situation created by this letter would 
demand her highest powers of dealing with situations, and she 
determined to deal with it adequately. Great measures were 
needed, for Constance’s health and happiness were at stake. 
Slie alone could act. She knew that she could not rely upon 
Cyril. She still had an immense partiality for Cyril; she 
thought him the most charming young man she had ever known ; 
she knew him to be' industrious and clever; but in his relations 
witlj his mother there was a hardness, a toucii of callousness. 
She explained it vaguely by saying that ‘ they did not get on 
well together’; whieh was strange, considering Constance’s 
sweet alTcctionatcncss. Still, Constance could be a little trying 
— at times. Anyhow, it was soon clear to Sophia that the ide.a 
of mother and son living together in London was entirely im- 
practieablc. No! If Constance was to be saved from herself, 
there was no one but Sophia to save her. 

After half a morning spent chiefly in listening to Constance’s 
hopeless comments on the monstrous letter, Sophia said suddenly 
that she must bike the dogs for an airing. Constance did not 
feel equal to walking out, and she would not drive. Sim did 
not want Sophia to ‘ venture,' because the sky threatened. How- 
ever, Sophia did venture, and she returned a few minutes late 
for lunch, full of vigour, with two h.ippy dogs. Constance was 
moodily awaiting her in the dining-room. Constance could not 
cat. Rut Sophia ate, and she poured out cheerfulness and 
energy as from a source inexhaustible. After lunch it began to 
rain. Constance said she thought she should retire directly to 
the sitting-room. “ I’m coming too,” said Sophia, who was still 
wearing her hat and coat and carried her gloves in her hand. 
In the pretentious and banal sitting-room they sat down on cither 
side the fire. ConsUnce'put a little shawl round her shoulders, 
pushed her spectacles into her grey hair, folded her hands, and 
sighed an enormous sigh; “Oh, dear!” She was the tragic, 
muse, aged, ond in black silk. 

” I tell you what I’ve been thinking,” said Sophia, folding up 
her gloves. 

“What?” asked Constance, expecting some wonderful solu- 
^on to come out of Sophia’s aciivc brain. 

35 
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** There's no earthly reason why you should go back to 
fiursley. The house won't run away, and it's costing nothing 
but the rent. Why not take things easy for o bit?" 

"And stay here?" said Constance, with an i nflectio n that 
enlightened Sophia as to the intensity of her dislike of the exist* 
ence at the Hutland, 

" No, not here," Sophia answered with quick dcp rccay on* 

" There arc plenty of other places we could go to." 

" I don't think I should be easy in iny mind," said Constance. 

" Wliat with nothing being settled, the house " 

" Wliat docs it matter about the house?" 

It matters a great deal," said Constance, seriously, and 
slightly hurt. " I didn’t leave tilings as if we were going to be 
away for a long time. It wouldn't do." 

" I don’t see tlmt anything could come to any harm, I really 
don't!" said Sophia, persuasively. "Dirt can always be 
cleaned, after all. I think you ought to go about more. It 
would do you good — oil the good in the world. And there is 
no reason why you shouldn't go about. You arc perfectly free. 
Why shouldn't we go abroad together, for instance, you and I ? 
I'm sure you would enjoy it very 

"Abroad?" murmured Constance, aghast, recoiling from the 
proposition as from a grave danger. 

" Yes," said Sophia, brightly and eagerly. She was deter- 
mined to take Constance abroad. There arc lots of places we 
could go to, and live very comfortably among nice English 
people." She thought of the resorts she had visited with Gerald 
in the sixties. They seemed to her like cities of a dream. They 
came back to her as a dream recurs. 

" I don't think going abroad would suit me," said Constance. 

"But why not? You don't know. You've never tried, my 
dear." She smiled cncburagingly. But Constance did not 
smile. Constance was inclined to be grim. 

" I don't think it would," said she, obstinately. " I'm one of 
your stay*at-homcs. I'm not like you. We can't oil be alike," 
she odded, with her * tart ' accent, 

Sophia suppressed a feeling of irritation. She knew that 
she had a stronger individuality than Constance's. 

Well, then, she said, with undiminished persuasiveness^ 
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‘Mn England or Scotland. There are several places I should 
like to visit — Torquay, Tunbridge Wells. Tve always under- 
stood that Tunbridge Wells is a very nice town indeed, with 
very superior people, and a beautiful climate/* 

I think I shall have to be getting back to St. Luke's Square,’* 
said Constance, ignoring all that Sophia had said. “ There s 
so much to be done.*’ 

Then Sophia looked at Constance with a more serious and 
resolute air; but still kindly, as though looking thus at Con- 
stance for Constancc*s own good. 

** You arc making a mistake, Constance,** she said, ** if you 
will allow me to say so.** 

A mistake!** exclaimed Constance, startled. 

A very great mistake,*’ Sophia insisted, observing that she 
was creating an effect. 

" I don’t see how I can be making a mistake/* Constance said, 
gaining confidence in herself, as she thouglit the matter over. 

No/* said Sophia, **I*m sure you don't see it. But you 
arc. You know, you arc just a little apt to let yourself be a 
slave to that house of yours. Instead of the bouse existing for 
you, you exist for the house.** 

'' Oh ! Sophia ! ** Constance muttered awkwardly. ** What 
ideas you do have, to be sure!** In her nervousness she rose 
and picked up some embroidery, adjusting her spectacles and 
coughing. When she sat down she said: No one could take 
tlnngs easier than I do as regards housekeeping. I can assure 
you I let dozens of little matters go, rather Uian bother uiysclf. * 

** Tlicn why do you bother now?" Sophia posed her. 

** I can’t leave the place like that.** Constance was hurt. 

There’s one thing I can't understand/* said Sophia, raising 
her head and gazing at Constance again, " and that is, why you 
live in St Luke’s Square at all/* 

** I must live somewhere. And I*m sure it’s very pleasant. 

In all that imoke! And with that dirt! And the house is 
very old/* 

It's a great deal better built than a lot of those new houses 
by the Park/* Constance sharply retorted. In spite of herself 
she resented any criticism of her house. She even resented the 
obvious truth that it was old. 
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You'll never get a servant to stay in that cellar-kitchen, for 
one thing/^ said Sophia, keeping calm. 

I don't know about that! 1 don't know about that! 
That Bennion woman didn't object to it, anyway. It’s all very 
well for you, Sophia, to talk like that. But I know Bursley 
perhaps better than you do.’* She was tart again. And I 
can assure you that my house is looked upon as a very good 
lioiisc indeed.*' 

" Oh! I don’t say it isn't; I don't say it isn't. But you would 
he hctler away from it. Every one says that," 

"Every one?" Constanee looked up, dropping her work. 

** Wlio? Who’s been talking about me? " 

" Well," said Sophia, " tlic doctor, for instance.** 

"Dr. Stirling? I like that! He's always saying that Burs- 
ley is one of tlic healthiest climates in England, Hc*s always 
sticking up for Bursley,*' 

" Dr. Stirling thinks you ought to go away more — not stay 
always in that dark house." If Sophia had sufficiently reflected 
she would not have used the adjective ’dark,’ It did not help 
her cause, 

"Oh, does he!" Constance fairly snorted, "Well, if it’s of 
any interest to Dr. Stirling, I like my dark house." 

"Hasn't he ever told you you ought to go away more?** 
Sophia persisted. 

He may have mentioned it,** Constance reluctantly admitted, 
hen he was talking to me he did a good deal more than 
mention it And I've a good mind to tell you what he said,** 
"Do!** said Constance, politely. 

*' You don't realize how serious it is, I'm afraid,** said Sophia. 
^00 cant sec yourself." She hesitated a moment. Her blood 
being stirred by Con$tance*s peculiar inflection of the phrase 
my dark house,* her judgment was slightly obscured. She de- 
cided to give Constance a fairly full version of the conversation 
between herself and the doctor. 

It’s a question of your health/* she finished. " I think its 
my duty to talk to you seriously, and I have done. I hope you*U 
take it as it’s meant,** 

‘'Oh, of course!** Constance hastened to say. And sha 
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thought: “It isn't yet three months that we've been together, 
and she’s trying already to get me under her thumb. ' 

A pause ensued. Sophia at lengtli said: “ Tiicrc's no doubt 
that both your sciatica and your palpitations arc due to nerves. 
And you let your nerves get into a state because you worry 
over trifles. A change would do you a tremendous amount of 
good. It’s just what you need. Really, you must admit, Con- 
stance, that the idea of living always in a place like St. Luke s 
Square, when you are perfectly free to do what you like and go 
where you like — you must admit it’s rather too much.” 

Constance put her lips together and bent over her embroidery. 
“ Now, what do you say?” Sophia gently entreated. 

“ There’s some of us like Bursley, black as it is! " said Con- 
stance. And Sophia was surprised to detect tears in her sister’s 

voice. 

•• Now, my dear Constance,” she remonstrated. 

” It’s no use!" cried Constance, flinging away her work, and 
letting her tears flow suddenly. Her face was distorted. She 
was behaving just like a child. “It’s no use! I’ve got to go 
back home and look after things. It’s no use. Here we arc 
pitching money about in this place. It’s perfectly sinful. 
Drives, carriages, extras! A shilling a day extra for each dog. 
I never heard of such goings-on. And I’d sooner be at boine. 
That's it. I’d sooner be at home." This was the first reference 
that Constance had made for a long time to the question of 
expense, and incomparably the most violent. It angered 
Sophia. 

" We will count it that you are here as my guest," said Sophia, 
loftily, “ if that is how you look at It." 

“Oh no!" said ConsUnce. "It isn’t the money I grudge. 
Oh no, we won’t" And her tears were falling thick. 

“ Yes, we will,’ said Sophia, coldly. " I’ve only been talking 
to you for your own good. I 

’ “ Well,” Constance jntcrru])tcd her despairingly, " I wish 

you wouldn’t try to domineer over me!" 

"Domineer!” exclaimed Sophia, aghast. “Well, Constance, 

I do think " 

She got up and went to her bedroom, where the dogs were 
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itnprjsoncd. They escaped to the stoirs. She was shaking with 
emotion. This wos what came of trying to help other people! 
Imagine Constance . • .! Truly Constance was most un- 

just> and quite unlike her usual self! And Sophia encouraged 
in her breast the feeling of injustice sufTcred. ^ But a voice 
kept saying to her: You've made a mess of this. You've not 
conquered this time. You’re beaten. And the situation is un- 
worthy of you, of both of you. Two women of fifty quarreling 
like this! It’s undignified. You've made a mess of tilings.” 
And to strangle the voice, she did her best to encourage the 
feeling of injustice suffered. 

Domineer ! ' 

And Constance was absolutely in the wrong. She bad not 
argued at all. She had merely stuck to her idea like a mule! 
How difiiciilt and painful would be the next meeting with Con-^ 
stance, after this grievous miscarriage! 

As she was reflecting thus the door burst open, and Constance 
stumbled, as it were blindly, into the bedroom. She was still 
weeping. 

“Sophia!” she sobbed, siipplicatingly, and all her fat body 
was trembling. “You mustn’t kill me* • . . Tin like that 

— you can’t alter me. I’m like that. I know I’m silly. But 
it's no use!” She made n piteous figure. 

Sophi.a was aware of a lump in her throat. 

“It's all right, Constance; it's all right. I quite understand. 
Don't bother any more.** 

Constance, catching her breath ot intervals, raised her wet, 
worn face and kissed her# 

Sophia remembered the very words, * You can't alter her/ 
which she had used in remonstrating with Cyril, ^nd now she 
had been guilty of precisely the same unreason as that with 
which she had reproached Cyril! She was ashamed, both for 
herself and for Constance. Assuredly it had not been such a 
scene as women of their age would want to go through often. 
It was humiliating. 'She wished that it could have been blotted 
out as though it had never happened. Neither of them ever 
forgot it. They had had a lesson. And particularly Sophia 
had hod a lesson. Having learnt, they left the Rutland, amid 
due ceremonies, and returned to St. Luke*s Square. 


CHAPTER iV 


SND OP SOPHIA 

ft- .o'< 

V// 

The kitchen steps were as steep, dark, and difficult as ever. 

Up those steps Sophia Scales, nine years older than when she 
bad failed to persuade Constance to leave the Square, was 
carrying a large basket, weighted with all the heaviness of 
Fossette. Sophia, despite her age, climbed the steps violently, 
and burst with equal violence into the parlour, where she de- 
posited the basket on the floor near the empty fireplace. She 
was triumphant and breathless. She looked at Constance, who 
had been standing near the door in the attitude of a shocked 

listener* 

“There!” said Sophia. “Did you hear how she talked? 
“Yes,” said Constance. “What shall you do?” 

“ Well,” said Sophia. “ I had a very good mind to order 
her out of the liousc at once. But then I thought I would take 
no notice. Her time will be up in three weeks. It’s best to 
be indifferent If once they sec they can upset you . . . 
However, I wasn’t going to leave Fossette down there to her 
tender mercies a moment longer. She’s simply not looked after 


her at all.” 

Sophia went on her knees to the basket, and, pulling aside 
the dog’s hair, round about the bead, examined the skin. Fos- 
settc was a sick dog and behaved like one. Fossette, too, was 
nine years older, and her s enility was offensive. She was to 
no sense a pleasant object. 

“ See here,” said Sophia. 

Constance also knelt to the basket. 

“ And here,” said Sophia. “ And here.” 

The dog sighed, the insincere and pity-seeking sigh of a 
apoilt animal. Fossette foolishly hoped by such appeals to be 



L 


THE OLD WIVES’ TALE 


spared tlic annoying treatment prescribed for her by the vctcri« 
nary surgeon. 

While the sisters were coddling her, and protecting her from 
her own paws, and trying to persuade her that all was for the 
best, another aged dog wandered vaguely into the room: Spot. 
Spot had very few teeth, and his legs were stifl\ He had only 
one vice, jealousy. Fearing that Fossettc might be receiving 
the entire attention of his mistresses, he had come to inquire into 
tlie situation. When he found the justification of his gloomiest 
a)>])rchensions, he nosed obstinately up to Constance, and would 
not be ])iit of!\ In vain Constance told him at length that he 
was interfering with the treatment. In vain Sophia ordered 
him sharply to go away. He would not listen to reason, being 
furious with jealousy. He got his foot into the basket. 

Will 3’ou ! " exclaimed Sophia angrily, and gave him a c lout 
on his old head. He barked sna ppishb *. and retired to the 
kitchen again, disillusioned, tired of the world, and nursing his 
terrific grievance, I do declare/' said Sophia, '‘that dog gets 
worse and worse." 

Constance said nothing. 

When everything was done that could be done for the aged 
virgin in the basket, the sisters rose from their knccsT^stimy ; 
and they began to whisper to each other about the prospects of 
obtaining a fresh servant. They also debated whether they 
could tolerate the criminal eccentricities of the present occupant 
of the cave for yet another three weeks. Evidently they were 
in the midst of a crisis. To judge from Constance's face every 
i maginahl e woe ha^ piled gp ^hem hv drstJny without tlu* 

sliglitcst regard for theiy powers nf rpaiatAnce . Her eyes had 
tile permanent look of worry, and there was in them also some* 
thing of the self-defensive. Sophia had a bellicose air, as 
though the creature in the cave had squarely challenged her, 
and she was decided to take up the challenge. Sophia's tone 
seemed to imply an accusation of Constance. The general ten^ 
sion was acute. 

Then suddenly their whispers expired, and :-xe door opened 
and the servant came in to lay the supper. Her nose was h!gn« 
her gase cruel, radiant, and conquering. She was a pretty and 
-n impudent girl of about twenly^three. She knew she was 
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torturing her old and infirm mistresses. She did not care. She 
did it purposely. Her motto was: W ar on employers ^ ^ct all 
you can out of them, for they will get all they can o ut of you. 
0"5 JTrinciple — the sole principle she possessed — she woutd 
not stay in a place more than six months. She liked ch.ange. 
And employers did not like change. She was shameless with 
men. She ignored all orders us to what she was to eat and 
wliat she was not to cat. She lived up to the full resources of 
her employers. She could be to the last degree sl atternly -. Or 
she could be as neat as a pin, with an apron that symbolized 
purity and propriety, as to-night. Sim could be idle during a 
whole day, accumulating dirty dishes from morn till eve. On 
the other hand she could, when she chose, work with astonishing 
ce lerit y and even thoroughness. In short, she was born to in- 
furiate a mistress like Sophia and to wear out a mistress like 
Constance. Her strongest advantage in the struggle was that 
she enjoyed altercation; she revelled in a brawl; she found peace 
tedious. She”^Tas”pcrfcctJy calculated to convince the sisters 
that times had worsened, and that the world would never again 
be the beautiful, agreeable place it once had been. 

Her gestures as she laid the table were very graceful, in 
the luxfc-^lyle. She dropped forks into their appointed posi- 
tions with disdain; she made slightly too much noise; when she 
turned she manccuvred her swelling hips as though for the benefit 
of a soldier in a handsome uniform. 

Nothing but the servant hod been changed in that house. 
The harmonium on which Mr. Povey used occasionally to play 
was still behind the door; and on the harmonium was the tea- 
caddy of which Mrs. Baines used to carry the key on her buncli. 
In the corner to the right of the fireplace still hung the cup- 
board where Mrs. Baines stored* her pharmacopceia. The rest 
of the furniture was arranged as it iia7r*i)eeu -arranged when 
the death of Mrs. Baines endowed Mr. and Mrs. Povey with all 
the treasures of the house at Axe. And it was as good as ever; 
better than ever. Dr. Stirling often expressed the desire for a 
corner cupboard like Mrs. Baines’s corner cupboard. One item 
had been added: the ’ Peel ’ <;o mpot c which Matthew Pccl-Swyn- 
nerton had noticed in the dining-ro3m of the Pension Frensham. 
This majestic piece, which had been reserved by Sophia in th^ 
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sale of the pension, stood alone on a c anterbury in the drawing- 
room. She had stored it, with a few other trifles, in Paris, and 
when she sent for it and the packing-case arrived, both she and 
Constance became aware that they were united for the rest of 
tlicir lives. Of worldly goods, except money, securities, and 
clothes, that compote was practically all that Sophia owned. 
Happily it was a flrst-class item, doing no shame to the antique 
tnagniflccnce of the drawing-room. 

In yielding to Constance's terrible inertia, Sophia had meant 
nevertheless to work her own will on the interior of the house. 
She had meant to bully Constance into modernizing the dwell- 
ing. She did bully Constance, but the house defied her. Noth- 
ing could be done to that house. If only it had had a hall or 
lobby a complete transformation would have been possible. But 
there was no access to the upper floor except through the parlour. 
The parlour could not therefore be turned into a kitchen and 
the basement suppressed, and the ladies of the house could not 
live entirely on the upper floor. The disposition of the rooms 
had to remain exactly as it had always been. There was the 
same draught under the door, the same darkness on the kitchen 
stairs, the same diflicultics with tradesmen in the distant back- 
yard, the same twist in the bedroom stairs, the same eternal 
ascending and descending of pails. An clficicnt cooking-stove, 
instead of the large and ca^cious range, alone represented the 
twentieth century in the fijcturcs of the house. 

Buried at the root of the relations between the sisters was 
Sophia's grudge against Constance for refusing to leave the 
Square. Sophia was loyal. She would not consciously givo 
with one hand while taking away with the other, and in accept- 
ing Constance's decision she honestly meant to close her eyes 
to its stupidity. But she could not entirely succeed. She could 
not avoid thinking tliat the angelic Constance had been strangely 
and monstrously selfish in refusing to quit the Square, She 
marvelled that a woman of Constance's sweet and calm disposi- 
tion should be capable of so vost and ruthless an egotism. 
Constance must have known that Sophia would not leave her, 
and that the habitation of the Square was a continual irk to 
Sophia. Constance had never been able to advance a'*^sTnglf 
argument for remaining in the Square. And yet she would not 
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budgfij It was so inconsistent with the rest of Constance’s be- 
haviour. Sec Sojjhia sitting primly there by the table, a woman 
approaching sixty, with immense experience written on the fin e 
hardness of her wor n and distinguished face! Though her liair 
is not yet all grey, nor her figure bowed, you would imagine 
that she would, in her passage through the world, have learnt 
better than to expect a character to be consistent. But no! She 
avas ever disappointed and hurt by Constance’s inconsistency! 
And see Constance, stout and bowed, looking more than her 
age witli hair nearly while and slightly trembling hands! See 
that face whose mark is meekness and the spirit of conciliation, 
tlic desire for peace — you would not think that that placid 
soul could, while submitting to it, inly rage against the imposed 
weight of Sophia’s individuality. “ Because I wouldn't turn 
out of my house to please her,” Constance would say to herself, 
"she fancies she is entitled to do just as she likes.” Not 
often did she secretly rebel thus, but it occurred sometimes. 
Tiiey never quarrelled. They would have regarded separation 
as a disaster. Considering the difference of their lives, they 
agreed marvellously in their judgment of things. But that 
buried question of domicile prevented a complete unity between 
them. And its sublc*t ffee t was to influence both of tliem to 
make the worst, msTcad of the best, of the trifling mishaps 
that disturbed their tranquillity. When onnoyed, Sophia would 
meditate upon tlic mere fact that they lived in the Square for 
no reason wliatcvcr, until it grew incredibly shocking to her. 
After all it was scarcely conceivable that they should be living 
in the very middle of a dirty, ugly, industrial town simply 
because Constance mulisbly declined to move. Another thing 
that curiously exasperate?^ both of them upon occasion was 
that, owing to a recurrence of her old complaint of dizziness 
after meals, Sophia had been strictly forbidden to drink tea, 
which she loved. Sophia chafed under the den fivation, and 
Constance’s pleasure was impaTfed because she had to drink it 
alone. 

While the brazen and pretty servant, mysteriously smiling 
to herself, dropped food and utensils on to the tabic, Constance 
and Sophia attempted to converse with negligent case upon 
Indifferent topics, as though nothing had occurred that day to 
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mar the beauty of ideal relations between employers and 
employed. The pretence was ludierous. The young wench 
saw through It instantly, and he? mj'slcrious smile developed 
almost into a laugh. 

Please shut the door after you, Maud/' said Sophia, as 
the girl picked up her empty tray. "" """ 

" Yes, ma’am/' replied Maud, politely. 

She went out and left the door open. 

It was a defiance, offered from sheer, youthful, wanton mis* 
chief. 

The sisters looked at each other, their faces gravely 
trouhled, aghast, as though they had glimpsed the end of 
civilized society, as though they felt that they had lived loo 
long into an age of decadence and open shame. Constance's 
face sliowcd despair — she might have been about to be pitched 
into the gutte r without a friend and without n shilling — but 
Soj>hia's had ^1 1 C reckless courage that disaster breeds. 

Sojihia jumped up, and stepped to the door. " Maud/’ 
she called out. 

No answer. 

** Maud, do you licar me? ” 

The suspense wos fearful. 

Still no answer. 

Sophia glanced at Constance. Either she shuts this door, 
or she leaves this house at once, even if 1 have to fetch a 
policeman! ” 

And Sophia disappeared down the kitchen steps. Con- 
stance trembled with painful excitement. The horror of 
existence closed in upon her. She could imagine nothing more 
appalling than the pass to which they had been brought by the 
modern change in the lower classes. 

In the kitchen, Sophia, conscious that the moment held the 
future of at least the next three weeks, collected her forces. 

^faud, she said, did you not hear me call you?” 

Maud looked up from a book — doubtless a wicked book. 

” No, ma’am.” 

You liar! thought Sopliia. And she said: ** I asked you 
• shut the parlour door, and I shall be obliged if you will 
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Now Maud would have given a week’s wages for the moral 
force to disobey Sopliia. There was nothing to compel her 
to obe>. She could have trampled on the fragile and weak 
Sophia. But something in Sophia's gaze compelled her to 
obey. She flounced; she bridled; she mumbled; slie un- 
necessarily disturbed the venerable Spot; but she obeyed. 
Sophia had risked all, and she had won something. 

And you should light the gas in the kitchen,” said Sophia 
magnificently, as Maud followed her up the steps. '‘\our 
young eyes may be very good now, but you are not going the 
wav to preserve them. My sister and I have often told you 
that we do not grudge you gas.” 

With stateliness sl>c rejoined Constance, and sat down to 
the cold supper. And os Maud clicked the door to, the sisters 
breathed relief. They envisaged new tribulations, but for a 
l)ricf instant there was sm £cas e. 

Vet they could not cat. Neither of them, when it came to 
the point, could swallow. The day bad been too exciting, too 
distressing. They were at the end of their resources. And 
they did not hide from each other that they were at the end 
of their resources. The illness of Fos.sclte, without anything 
else, had been more than enough to ruin their tranquillity. 
But the illness of Fossctlc was os nothing to the ingenious 
ii.uightiness of the servant. Maud had a sense of temporary 
jlefeal, and was planning fresh operations; but really it was 
Maud who had conquered. Poor old things, they were in 
such a ‘ state ’ that they could not eat! 

“ I’m not going to let her think she con spoil my appetite! ” 
said Sophia, dauntless. Truly that woman’s spirit was un- 
quenchable. 

She cut a couple of slices off the cold fowl; she cut a tomato 
into slices; she disturbed the butter; she crumbled bread on 
the cloth, and rubbed bits of fowl over the plates, and dirtied 
knives and forks. Then she put the slices of fowl and bread 
and tomato into a piece of tissue paper, and silently went up- 
stairs with the parcel and came down again a moment after* 
wards empty-handed. 

After an interval she rang the bell, and lighted the gas. 

“We’ve finished, Maud. You can clear away.” 
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Constance thirsted for a cup of tea. She felt that a cap 
of tea was the one thing that would certainly keep her alive. 
She longed for it passionately. But she would not demand it 
from Maud. Nor would she mention it to Sophia, lest Sophia, 
flushed by the victory of the door, should incur new risks. 
She simply did without. On empty stomachs they tried 
pathetically to help each other in games of Patience. And 
when the blithe Maud passed through the parlour on the way 
to bod. she saw two dignifled and apparently calm ladies, ap- 
parently absorbed in a delightful game of cards, apparently 
without a worry in the world. They said “ Good night, Maud,” 
cheerfully, politely, and coldly. It was a heroic scene. Imme- 
diately afterwards Sophia carried Fosseltc up to her own bed- 
room. . . SiS{p^ • 

II IftWr 


>s ! "ts 


St.'-. 

The next afternoon the sisters, in the drawing-room, saw 
Dr. Stirling’s motor-car speeding down the Square. The 
doctor’s partner, young Harrop, had died a few years before 
at the age of over seventy, and the pr.acticc was much larger 
than it had ever been, even in the time of old Harrop. Instead 
of two or three horses, Stirling kept a car, which was a constant 
spectacle in the streets of the district. 

" I do hope he’ll call in,” said Mrs. Povey, and sighed. 

Sophia smiled to herself with a little scorn. She knew that 
Constance’s desire for Dr. Stirling was due simply to the need 
which she felt of telling some one about the great calamity that 
had happened to them that morning. Constance was utterly 
absorbed by it, in the most provincial way. Sophia had said 
to herself at the beginning of her sojourn in Burslcy, and 
long afterwards, that she should never get accustomed to the 
exasperating provinciality of the town, exemplifled by the child- 
ish preoccupation of the inhabitants with their own two-penny 
nifairs. No characteristic of life in Burslcy annoyed her more 
than this. ^ None had oftencr caused her to yearn in n brief 
madness for the desert-like freedom of great cities. But she 
had got accustomed to it. Indeed, she had almost ceased to 
notice it Only occasionally, when her nerves were more upset 
than usual, did it strike her. - 
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She went into Constance’s bedroom to see whether the doctor's 
car halted in King Street. It did. 

“ He’s here,” she called out to Constance. 

" I wish you’d go down, Sophia," said Constance. " I can’t 

trust that minr- ” 

So SophiT w^t downstairs to superintend the opening of the 
door by the minx. 

The doctor was radiant, according to custom. 

" I thought I’d just see how that dizziness was going on," 

said he as he came up the steps. 

" I'm glad you’ve come," said Sophia, confidentially. Since 
the first days of their acquaintanceship they had always been 
confidential. " You’U do my sister good to-day.” 

Just as Maud was closing tlic door a tclograph-boy arrived, 
witli a telegram addressed to iMrs. Scales. Sophia read it and 
then crumpled it in her hand. 

"What’s wrong with Mrs. Povey to-day?" the doctor asked, 

when the servant had withdrawn. 

" Slic only wants a bit of your society,” said Sophia. " Will 
you go up? You know the way to the drawing-room. I’ll 


follow.” . . 

As soon as he had gone she sat down on the sofa, staring 

out of tlie window. Then with a grunt: "Well, that’s no use, 
anyway!” she went upstairs after the doctor. Already Con- 
stance had begun upon her rcciUl. , , , , , 

" Yes ” Constance was saying. " And when I went down 
this moaning to keep an eye on the breakfast, I thought Spot 

wos very quiet ” She paused. "He was dead in the 

drawer. She pretended she didn't l^ow but 1 m sure she did. 
Nothing will convince me that she didn t poison that dog with 
the miee-poison we had last year. She was vexed because 
Sophia took her up sharply about Fossette last night, and she 
revenged herself on the other dog. It wou d just be like her. 
Don’t tell me! I know. I should have pocked her off at once, 
but Sophia thought better not. We couldn t prore anyth-ng, 
os Sophia says. Now, what do you think of it, doctor. 
Hnnstance's cyc8 suddenly filled with tears. 

!^1fe7h«d Spot a long time, hadn’t yef” he said eyn,- 


pathetically. 
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' She nodded. " When I was married,'* said she, " the first 
thine my husband did was to buy a fox-terrier, and ever since 
■we’ve always had a fox-terrier in the house.” This was not 
true, but Constance was firmly convinced of its truth. 

•• It’s very trying,” said the doctor. " I know when my 
Airedale died, I said to my wife I’d never have another dog — 
unless she could find me one that would live for ever. \e 
remember iny Airedale?” 

■■ Oh, quite well ! ” 

" Well, my wife said I should be bound to have another 
one sooner or later, and the sooner the better. She went straight 
off to Oldcastle and bought me a spaniel pup, and there was 
such a to-do training it that we hadn’t too much time to think 
about Piper.” 

Constance regarded this procedure as somewhat callous, and 
she said so, tartly. Then she recommenced the talc of Spot’s 
death from the beginning, and took it ns far as his burial, that 
afternoon, by Mr. Critchlow’s manager, in the yard. It had 
been necessary to remove and replace paving-stones. 

” Of course,” said Dr. Stirling, " ten years is a long time. 
He was an old dog. Well, you’ve still got the celebrated 

Fosscttc.” He turned to Sophia. 

” Oh yes,” said Constance, pcrfunglprily. " Fossette’s ill. 

The fact* is that if F'osscttc hadn’t Gc^ill, Spot would probably 
have been alive and well now/' 

Her tone exhibited a grievance. She could not forget that 
Sophia had harshly dismissed Spot to the kitchen, thus practi- 
cally sending him to his death. It seemed very hard to her 
that Fosscttc, whose life had once been despaired of, should 
continue to exist, while Spot, always healthy and unspoilt, 
should die untended, and by treachery. For the rest, she had 
never liked Fossette. On Spot’s behalf she hod always been 
jealous of Fosscttc. 

” Probably alive and well now! ” she repeated, with a peculiar 


accent. 

Observing that Sophia maintained a strange silence, Dr. 
Stirling suspected a slight tension in the relations of the sisters, 


and lie changed the ’subject. One of his great qualities was 
that ha refrained from changing a subject introduced by a 
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patient unless there was a professional reason for changing 

•I’ve just met Richard Povey in the town,” said he. He 
to d me to tell yc that he’ll be round in about an hour or so 
to take you for a spin. He was in a new car, which he did 

his best to sell to me, but he didn’t succeed.” 

•• It’s very kind of Dick,” said Constance. “ But this after- 
noon really we're not ” „ 

•• ni thank ye to take it as a prescription, tlien, replied 

the doctor, “i told Dick I’d see that ye went. Splendid 
June weather. No dust after all that rain. It 11 do ye al the 
cood in the world. I must exercise my authority. The truth 
hi, I’ve gradually been losing all control over ye. Yc do just 

as yc like/* , i » 

*■ Oh, doctor, how you do run on!* murmured Constance, 

not quite well pleased to-day by his tone. 

After the scene between Sophia and herself at Buxton, Con- 
St.mce had always, to o certain extent, in the doctor’s own 
phrase, ' got her knife into him.' Sophia had, then, m a manner 
betrayed him. Constance and the doctor discussed that matter 
with frankness, the doctor humorou-sly accusing her ot being 
• hard ’ on him. Nevertheless the little cloud between them was 
real and the result was often a faint enpUousness on Con- 
stance’s part in judging the doctor’s behaviour. 

» He's got a surprise for ye, has Dick!” the doctor added 
Dick Povey, after his father’s death and his own partial 
recovesy, l.ad set up in Hanbridgc as a bicycle agent. He 

was permanently lamed, and he hopped ““f 

-tick He had succeeded with bicycles and hod taken o 
„„lomobnc,, and he wna snccccding v,ilh anlo.nol.ilc. People 
were at first startled that he should advertise himself m the 
Five Towns. There was an obscure general feeling that be- 
cause his mother had been o drunkard and his father a murderer, 
Dick Povey had no right to exist. However, when it had re- 
covered (torn the shock of seeing Dick Povey s ‘"^uncement 
of bargains in the Signal, the district most sensibly d^ided 
that there was no reason why Dick Povey sho^d not scU 
bicycles as wcU as a man with normal parents. He was now 
supposed to be acquiring wealth rapidly. It was said that ho 
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was a marvellous c hauffeur, at once daring and prudent. He 
had one clay, several years previously, overtaken the sisters in 
the rural neighbourhood of Sneyd, where they had been mak- 
ing an afternoon excursion. Constance had presented him to 
Sophia, and he had insisted on driving the ladies home. They 
had been much impressed by his coutious care of thcjm, and 
their natural prejudice against anything so now as a motor- 
car had been conquered instantly. Afterwards he had taken 
them out for occasional runs. He had n great admiration for 
Constance, founded on gratitude to Samuel Povey; and as for 
Sophia, he always said to her that she would be an ornament 
to any car. 

“You haven't heard his latest, I suppose?" said the doctor, 
smiling. 

“Whnl is it?" Sophia asked perfunctorily. 

" He wants to take to bal loonin g. It seems he’s been up 
once." 

Constance made a deprcc.iting noise with her lips. 

" However, that’s not his surprise," the doctor added, smiling 
again .at the floor. He was sitting on the music-stool, and say- 
ing to himself, behind his mask of eff ulgen t good-nature: It 
gets more and more uphill work, cheering these two women. 

I’ll try them on Federation." 

Federation was the name given to the scheme for blending 
the Five Towns into one town, which would be the twelfth 
largest town in the kingdom. It aroused fury in Burslcy, 
which saw in the suggestion nothing but the extinction of its 
ancient glory to the aggr andize ment of Hanbridge. Hanbtidge 
had already, with the assistance i$f electric cars that whizzed to 
and fro every five minutes, robbed Burslcy of two-thirds of its 
retail trade — as witness the steady decadence of the Square ! — 
and Burslcy had no mind to swallow the insult and become a 
mere word of Hanbridge* Burslcy would die fighting. Both 
Constance and Sophia were bitter opponents of Federation. 
They would have been capable of putting Fcdcrationists to 
the torture. 'Sophia in particular, though so long absent from 
her native town, had adopted its cause with characteristic 
vigour. And when Dr. Stirling wished to practise his curfliiM — 
treatment of taking the sisters * out of themselves/ he had 
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only to st^rt the hare of Federation and the hunt would be up 
in a moment. But this afternoon he d.d not succeed 
Sophia, and only partially with Constance. »e sac 

that there was to be a public meeting that very n.glit, and that 
Constance as a ratepayer ought to go to it and vote, if her 
Lvictions were gTTuine, she received his chaff with a more 
murmur to the effect that she did not thmk she should go. 
Had the man forgotten that Spot was dead At ^ 

became grave, and examined them both as to their a.hm ts 
ami nodded his head, and looked into vacancy while meditating 
upon each case. And then, when he had inquired where tht> 
meant to go for their summer holidays, he departed. 

■ Aren’t you going to see him out?" Constance whispered 
to Sophia, who had shaken hands with him at the drawing- 
room door. It was Sophia who did the running ^ 

to the state of Constance’s sciatic nerve. Constance h , 
indeed, become extraordinarily iHcrt. leaving everything 

shook her hood. She hesita.ed; then opproocl.cd 
ColLnce, holding out her hand and diselosing the crumpled 

telegram. 

Look at that! ’’ said she. 

Her face frightened Conatnnec, who was always 
of new anxielios^nd troubles. Constance straightened out the 

paper with difficulty, and read 

'•Mr. Gerald Scales is dangerously ill here. Boldcro, 49, 
D^nsgatc, Manchester. 

;h„:^ r 

:«e;:‘’l:;r-e„nt':oi.Thich emirei, _^p«scd^ rr"d 

on'mXlyr;”:tir°death ended aU. Fir.t. there 
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had been the frightful worry of the servant; llicn the extremely 
distressing death and burial of Spot — and now it was Gerald 
Seales turning up again! With what violence was the direction 
of their thoughts now shifted! The wickedness of maids was 
a triHc; the death of pets was a trifle. But the reappearance 
of Gerald Seales! . ♦ ♦ That Involved the possibility of con- 

sequences wliich could not even be named^ so a fflictiv e was the 
mere prospect to them. Constance was speechless, and she saw 
that Sophia was also speechless. 

Of course the event had been bound to happen. People 
do not vanish never to be heard of again. The time surely 
arrives when the secret is revealed. So Sophia said to herself 
now ! 

She had always refused to consider the effect of Gcrald^s 
reappearance. She had put the idea of it oway from her, 
deiennined to convince herself that she bad done with him 
flnnlly and for ever. She had forgotten him. It was years 
since he had ceased to disturb her thoughts — many years. 

He 7nnst be dead/' she had persuaded herself. ** It is incon- 
ceivable that he should have lived on and never come across 
me. If he had been alive and learnt that I liad made money, 
he would assuredly have come to me. No, he must be dead!** 
And he was not dead! The brief telegram overwhelmingly 
shocked her. Her life had been calm, regular, monotonous. 
And now it was thrown into an indescribable turmoil by five 
words of a telegram, suddenly, with no warning whatever. 
Sophia had the right to say to herself: ** 1 have had my share 
of trouble, and more than my share!** The end of her life 
promised to be as awful as the beginning. The mere existence 
of Gerald Seales was a menace to her. But it was the simple 
impact of the blow that aitcctcd her supremely, beyond ulterior 
things. Opf inipiifr pi^iPiul 

who had struck this age in g in th^ f^C^i ^ felling 

b low, whl^ luho wc ver hod n ot f e ll e d he r; — 6he staggered, but 
she st^k on her legs. It seemed a shame — one of those 
crude, spectacular shames which make the blood boil — that 
the gallant, defenceless creature should be so maltreated by the 
bully, destiny. 

** Oh, Sophia!** Constance moaned. ‘* ^VTiat trouble is this?*^ 


END OF SOPHIA 


565 


Sophia’s lip curled with a disgusted air. Under that she 
hid her suffering. 

nnh him J or thirtg-six TCars. H ejnust b e = 

sevc ^ y>^u r s of aKe, ~~and he h ad turned up oga iji-iike-«-bad 
penny, doubtless a disgraec! \\ hat Dad he been doing in those 
th lfiv-sis. v r a rs?" Hc“wos an old, enfeebled man now! He 
must be a’ pretty sight! And he lay at Manehester, not two 

hours awav! 

Whatever feelings were in Sophia’s heart, tenderness was not 
among them. As she collected her wiU from the stroke, she 
was principally aware of the sentiment of fear. She recoiled 

from the future. 

"What shall you do?” Constance asked. Constance was 


weeping. 

Sophia tapped her foot, glancing out of the window. 

"Shall you go to see him?” Constance continued- 
" Of course,” said Sophia. “I must!” 

She liated the thought of going to sec him. She flmshad 
from it. She felt herself under no moral obligation to go. 
Why should she go? Gerald was nothing to her, and had 
„„ cinim on her of any kind. This she honestly hcheved. 
And yet she knew that she must go to him. She knew it to bo 

Impossible that she should not go. 

"Now?” demanded Constance. ^ 

Sophia nodded. , „ 

"^V^lat about the trains? ... Oh, you poor dear. 
The mere idea of the journey to Manchester put Constance out 
of her wits, seeming a business of unparalleled complexity and 

difficulty. „ 

" Would you like me to come with you f 

"Oh no! I must go by myself.” 

Constance was relieved by this. They could not have left 

the servant in the house alone, and the idea 

house without notice or preparation presented itself to Con 

&s too fiiiitflstiC* _ . 

Bv a common instinct they both descended to the parlour^ 
" Now, what about a time-table? Wlmt about a t.mc-table? 

Constance mumbled on the stairs. Wm 

Ksolutely. " I wonder whatever in this world has brought him 
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At last to that Mr, Boldcro's in Dcansgate?** she asked the 
walls. 

As they came into the parlour, a great motor-car drove up 
before the door, and when the pulsotioiis of its engine had died 
away, Dick Povey hobbled from the driver’s scat to the pave- 
ment. In an instant he was hammering at the door in his 
lively style. There was no avoiding him. The door had to be 
ojicncd. Sopliia opened it. Dick Povey was over forty, but 
he looked considerably younger. Despite his lameness, and the 
fact that his lameness tended to induce cor pule nce, he had a 
dashing air, and his face, with its short, light moustache, was 
boyish. He seemed to be always upon some joyous ad- 
venture. 

Well, aunties/* he greeted the sisters, having perceived 
Constance beliind Sophia; he often so addressed them# ** Has 
Dr. Stirling warned you that I was coming^ Why haven’t you 
got your things on? 

Sophia obscn'cd a young woman in the car. 

Yes,*' said he, following her gaze, you may as well look. 
Come down, miss. Come down, Lily. You’ve got to go Uirough 
with it.'* The young woman, delicately confused and blushing, 
obeyed. " This is Miss Lily Holl/* he went on. " I don’t 
know whether you wouia remember her. I don't think you 
do. It's not often she’ comes to the Square. But, of course, 
she knows you by sight Granddaughter of your old neighbour, 
Alderman Holl ! We arc engaged to be married, if you 
])lra^.*' " 

Constance and Sophia could not decently pour out their griefs 
on the lop of such news. The betrothed pair liad to come in 
and be congratulated upon their entry into the large realms 
of mutual love. But the sisters, even in their painful q uandnr Vi 
could not help noticing what a nice, quiet, ladylike girl Lily 
Holl was. Her one fault appeared to be that she was too 
quiet. Dick Povey was not the man to pass time in formalities, 
and he was soon urging departure# 

" I'm sorry we can't come/* said Sophia. ** I've got to go 
to Manchester now. We arc in great trouble.** 

" Yes, in great trouble/* Constance weakly echoed. 

Dick's face olouded sympathetically. And both the affianced^ 
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begart to see that to which the egotism of their happiness had 
blinded them. They felt that long, long years had elapsed 
since these ageing ladies had experienced the delights which 
they were feeling. 

“Trouble? I’m sorry to hear that!" said Dick. 

“Can you tell me the trains to Manchester?” asked Sophia. 

No,” said Dick, quickly, “ But 1 can drive you there 
quicker than any train, if it’s urgent. Where do you want to 
go to ? ” 

“ Dcansgate/* Sophia faltered* 

“ Look here,” said Dick, “ it’s half-past three. Put yourself 
in my hands; I’ll guarantee at Deansgate you shall be before 
half-past five. I'll look after you.” 

"But ” 

"There isn’t any ‘but.’ I’m quite free for the afternoon 


ond evening.” 

At first the suggestion seemed absurd, especially to Con- 
stance. But really it was too tempting to be declined. While 
Sophia made ready for the journey, Dick and Lily HoU and 
Constance conversed in low, solemn tones. The pair were wait- 
ing to be enlightened as to the nature of the trouble; Con- 
sUnce, however, did not enlighten them. How could ConsUnce 
aav to them: “Sophia has a husband that she hasn t seen for 
Uiirtv-six years, and he’s dangerously ill, and they’ve telegraphed 
for her to go?” Constance could not. It did not even occur 

to Constance to order a cup of tea. ; 

■ pic/t. 

Dick Povey kept his word. At a quarter-past five he 
drew up in front of No. 49, Deansgate, Manchester. There 
you arc! ” he said, not without pride. “ Now, we 11 come back 

in about a couple of hours or so, just to take your orders, 

whatever they arc.” He was very comforting, with lus sugges- 
tion that in Mm Sophia had a sure support in the background. 

Without many words Sophia went straight mto the shop. 
It looked like a jeweller’s shop, and a shop for bargmns 

generally. Only the conventional sign over a ^'^C'ent ance 

showed at heart it was a pawnbroker s. Mr^JdMJol^ 
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did a nice business in the Five Towns, and in other centre® 
near Manchester, by selling silver-ware second-hand, or 
nominally second hand, to persons who wished to make pres- 
ents to other persons or to themselves- He would send 
anything by post on approval- Occasionally he came to the 
Five Towns, and he had once, several years before, met Con- 
stance. They had talked. He was the son of a cousin of 
the late great and wealthy Boldcro, sleeping partner in Birk- 
inshnws, and Gerald's uncle. It was from Constance that he 
had learnt of Sojdua's return to Burslcy. Constance had often 
remarked to Sophia what a superior man Mr* Till Boldcro 
was. ^ 

Tlie shop was narrow and lofty. It seemed like a m enager ie 
for trapped silver-ware. In glass eases right up to the dark 
ceiling silver vessels and instruments of all kinds lay confined. 
The top of the counter was a glass prison containing dozens 
of gold watches, together with snuff -boxes, en amel s, and other 
niitiquitics. The front of the counter was also glazed, show- 
ing vases and large pieces of porcelain. A few pictures in 
heavy gold frames were perched about. There was a case of 
umbrellas with elaborate handles and rich tassels. There were 
n couple of st atuette s. The counter, on the customers' side, 
ended in a glass screen on which were the words ‘ Private 
Office/ On the seller's side the prospect was closed by a vast 
safe. A tall young man was fumbling in this safe. Two 
Women sat on customers’ chairs, leaning against the crystal 
counter. The young man came towards them from the safe, 
bearing a tray. 

How much is that goblet? ” asked one of the women, rais- 
ing her p araso l dangerously among such fragility and point- 
ing to one object among many in a ease high up from the 
ground. 

’’That, madam? 

” Ycs.^’ 

Thirty-five pounds.** 

The young man disposed his tray on the counter. It was 
packed with more gold watches, adding to the extraordinary 
glitter and sliimmcr of the shop. He chose a small watch from 
the regimerL 
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“ Now, this is something I can recommend," he said. " It’s 
made by Cuthbert Butler of Blackburn. I can guarantee you 
that for five years." He spoke as though he were the accredited 
represenUtive of the Bank of England, with calm and absolute 

assurance. , r^i#- 

The efl'cet upon Sophia was mysteriously soothing. Slic tclt 

that she was among honest men. The young man raised his 

bead towards her with a questioning, deferential gesturc.^^ 

“Can I see Mr. Boldero?" she asked. Mrs. Scales. 

The young man’s face changed instantly to a sympathetic 

comi^ehcn^om^ lil fetch him at once,’* said he, he 

disappeared behind the safe. The two customers discussed the 
watch Then the door opened in the glass screen, and a po^ 
middle-aged man showed himself. He was 
broad-cloth, with a turned-down collar and a small black tm. 
His waistcoat displayed a plain but heavy gold 

and his cuff-links were of plain ^ 

gold-rimmed. He had grey hair, beard and moustache b t 
m, the backs of his hands grew a light brown hair. H.s ap 
nearance was strangely mild, dignified, and 

!ng. He was, in fact, one of the most respected tradesmen m 

forward, looking over his eye-glasses ^ 

tlien took off, holding them up in the air by their short handle. 

-“tf.:;:- in . v„, ,ni. 

voice. Sophia nodded. “ Please come tlua »a.v. He took 1, or 

hanl squeezing it eommiscralingly, and drew her^^ ntojhe 
nano, h i looked 

Tp'^ff'^ins, and I didn’t see how you could get here before 

. <» 

SIX. 

Sophia wailed as it »"■=' y„„. ,„s. Seales,” he 

“ I’m afraid I've got bad news tor y . 

said, still in that mild, benevolent voice. 

“He’s dead?” Sophia asked. 
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Jlr. Till Boldcro nodded. " He’s dead. I may as well tell 
you that be liad passed away before I telegraphed. It all 
happened very, very suddenly.” He paused. ” Very, very 
suddenly! ” 

“ Yes,” said Sophia, weakly. She was conscious of a pro- 
found sadness which was not grief, though it resembled grief. 
And she had also a feeling that she was responsible to Mr. 
Till Boldcro for anyUiing un towar d that might have occurred 
to him by reason of Gerald. 

*' ^es,” said Mr. Till Boldcro, deliberately and softly. ” He 
came in last night just as we were closing. We had very 
heavy rain here. I don’t know how it was with you. He was 
wet, in a dreadful state, simply dreadful. Of course, I didn't 
recognize him. I’d never seen him before, so far as my 
recollection goes. He asked me if I was the son of Mr. Till - 
Boldcro that had this shop in 1866. I said I was. ’Well,’ 
he says, ‘you’re the only connection I’ve got. My name’s 
Gerald Seales. My mother was your father's cousin. Can you 
do anything for mc.>’ he says. I could see he was ill. I had 
him in here. When I found he couldn't cat nor drink I thought 
I’d happen better send for th’ doctor. The doctor got him 
to bed. He passed away at one o’clock this afternoon. I was 
very sorry my wife wasn't here to look after things a bit better. 
But she’s at Southport, not well at all.” 

What was it? ” Sophia asked briefly. 

Mr. Boldcro indicated the enigmatic. “Exhaustion, I sup- 
pose,” he replied. 

Hes here? demanded Sophia, lifting her eyes to possible 
bedrooms. 

4 

^ cs, said Mr. Boldcro. “ I suppose you would wish to 
see him? ” 

" Yes," said Sophia, 

” You haven’t seen him for a long time, your sister told 
me?” Mr. Boldcro murmured, sympathetically. 

“ Not since ’seventy,” said Sophia. 

... dear!” ejaculated Mr. Boldcro. I fear 

. been a sad business for ye, Mrs. Seales. Not since 
seven y. He sighed. “You must take it as well os you 
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can I'm not one as talks much, but I sympathize with you, 

I do that! 1 wish ray wife had been here to rcce.ve you. 

Tears came into Sophia’s eyes. ^ 

“ Nay, nay ! ” he said. " You must bear up now . 

" It’s you that make me cry,” said Sophia, gratefully. 
You were very good to__take him in. It must have been ex- 

''^Oh " h7prote?ted!°‘ you mustn't talk like ’that. I couldn’t 
leave a Boldcro on the pavement, and an old man at that . 

Oh, to think that if he’d only managed to please his 
uncle he might ha’ been one of the richest men m Lancashire. 
But then thcrc’d ha’ been no Boldero Institute at Strange- 

ways!” he added. 

They both sat silent a moment. i j \r. 

«• wfu you come now? Or will you wait a hit? asked Mr. 

Boldero. gently. Jnst as you urisL. I’- sorry as ury ».fe s 

rlfcliTow." said Sophia, firmly. But she teas stricken 
Ha conducted icr up a short, dark flight of sta.rs, «h ch 
gave a passage, and at the end of the passage ,.s a door 

nneav^e" yo'u for^ a — " he said, always in the same 
►rained tonc “ You’ll find me downstairs, there, if you 

restramed tone. Y adiherate tread. 

want me. Ana nc m / the white blind was 

'£ aged - -P--;Var 

was no conventional, exp violent that she had 

was a genuine had not pTu red Gerald as a very 

ever had. In her mind she Imd said to herself 

old man. She knew tha e ’venty. But she had not 

^hl strdct^Sn :lr th: i^w U like the skin of a plucked 
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fowl. Tlie clicck'boncs stood up, and below them were deep 
luillows, almost like egg-cups. A short, scrajyy white beard 
covered the lower part of the face. The hair was scanty, 
irregular, and quite white; a little white hair grew in the cars. 
Tlic shut moutli ob>‘iously hid toothless gums, for the lips were 
ucked in. The eyelids were ns if pasted down over the eyes, 
hlling them like kid. All the skin was c^^trcmely pallid; it 
sreinetl b^llc. The bcMly, whose outlines were clear under 
tlu' slkct, was very siual), thin, sliruiik, pitiable as the face. 
And on the face was a general expression of tinnl fatigue, of 
tragic and acute exhaustion; such ns made Sophia pleased that 
tljc fatigue an<l exhaustion had been assuaged in rest, while all 
the time she kept thinking to herself horribly: ‘'Oh! how tired 
he must have been!" 

Sophia then experienced a pure and primitive emotion, un- 
eolourcd by any moral or religious quality. She was not sorry 
that (fcrald had wasted his life, nor that he was a shame to 
his years and to her. The manner of his life was of no im- 
portance. \\* lLat a fleeted her was that he had once been young, 
and that he had grown old, and . was now dead*. T hat w as 
all. Vn pth apd vigour had comc^to-thaU Yo qth and vigour 
alway s came .tQ, Ih^. Evc r_yth ing came to that. He had ill- 
treated her; lie had abandoned her; he had been a devious 
rascal; but how trivial were such accusations against him! The 
whole of her huge and bitter grievance against him fell to 
pieces and crumbled. She saw him young, and proud, and 
.strong, as for instance when he had kissed her lying on the bed 
that London hotel — she forgot the name — in 1866; and 
he was old, and worn, and horrible, and dead. I t wa s 
addle of life that wa s puzsi mg and killing her. I^y the ^ 
of licr e ye, refle cted in the mirror of a_ wardrobe near 
she glimpsed a tall, forlo rn woman, wh o h ad once 
>ung on d_nawLj gas old; w ho had once exulted in abun- 
ar^.tro4d*«>^ moudly on tl>c neck of c ircumstoBce. 
was old. He and she had once loved and burned 
rrcllcd )c and~s cornful pride of youth, 

ir had'^tflr'n'fTirTn nut Yet a little whiTc7*^'snc tlicnTght, 
und 1 shall be lying on a bed thfltl— And ^ybat ^ain 


life itself 


•mid to drown in a sea 


sorrow. 


- — ■— I . ■ ■ 

Her memory wandered ho|ielcssly among those past years. 
She saw Chirac with his wistful smile. She saw him whipp<d 
over the roof of the Gare du Xord at the tail of a balloon. 
She saw old Niepee. She felt his lecherous arm round her. 
She was as old now as Niepce had been then. Could she excite 


lust now? Ah! the irony of such a question! To be young 
and seductive, to be able to kindle a man’s eye — that seemed 


to her the sole thing desirable. Once she had been so! . . . 

Niepce must certainly have been dead for years. Niepce, the 
obstinate and hopeful voluptuary, was nothing but a few bones 


in a coffin now! 

She was acquainted with alhiction In tliat hour. All tliat 
she had previously suffered sank into insignificance by the side 



of that suffering. 

She turned to the veiled window and idly pulled the blind \ 
and looked out. Huge red and yellow cars were swimming in | 
thunder along Dcansgatc; lorries jolted and rattled; t h_cj>co £lc 
of Manchester hurried along the pavcm cnts,__appargptly-w— 
co ns^us that all their doi nnis wero-vawr Yc^stcrday_^_loa- 
Imd been in Dcanscatc, hungry for life, hating th^jdca_of \ 

dLthl Wh at a flL^ure lie ia ust liavg made! Her heart, A*' \ 

soi ^ in p ity for him. She dropped the blind, 

' ^\y lifr }^aa been too terrible! ** she tho ughts I 

I was dead. I have been through to^m uch. It_is.jionstrQua» 
ai^dTwnnoritana^ I do not want to die, but I wish I was 

dead." 

There was a d iscree t knock on the door. 

‘•Come in," she said, in a calm, resigned, cheerful voice. 
The sound had recalled her with the swiftness of a miracle to 
the unconquerable dignity of human pride. 

Mr. Till Boldero entered. , , . , 

" I should like you to come downstairs and drink a cup ot 
tea," he said. He was a marvel of tact and good nature. 

“ My wife is unfortunately not here, and the house is rather at 
.ixes and sevens; but I have sent out for some tea. 
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She followed him downstairs into the parlour. He poured 
out a cup of tea. 

** I was forgetting/' she said. I am forbidden tea. I 
mustn't drink it/' 

She looked at the exxp, tremendously tempted. She longed 
for tea. An occasional transguisaion could not barm her. But 
no! She would not drink it. 

** Then whnt can 1 gel you? 

'' If I could have just milk and water/* she said meekly. 

Mr. Boldero emptied the cup into the slop basin^ and be- 
gan to BlI it again. 

Did he tell you anything?** she asked^ after a consider- 
able silence. 

Nothing/' said Mr. Boldero in his low^ soothing tones. 
" Nothing except that he had come from Liverpool. Judging 
from his shoes 1 should say he must have walked a good bit 
of the way." 

"At his age!*’ murmured Sophia^ touched. 

^'Yes,** sighed Mr. Boldero. "He must have been in great 
straits. You know, he could scarcely talk at all. By the way, 
here arc his clothes. I have had them put aside." 

Sophia saw a small pile of clothes on a chair. She examined 
tlie suit, which was still damp, and its woeful shabbincss pained 
her. The linen collar was nearly black, its stud of bone. As 
for the boots, she had noticed such boots on the feet of tramps. 
She wept now. These were the clothes of him who had once 
been a d andy living at the rate of fifty pounds a week. 

" No luggage or anything, of course? ** she muttered. 

No/* said Mr. Boldero. ** In the pockets there was nothing 
whatever but this." 

He went to the mantelpiece and picked up a cheap, cracked 
Idler ease, which Sophia opened. In it were a visiting card 

‘ Senorita CIcmenzia Borja* — and a bill-head of the Hotel 
of the Holy Spirit, Concepcion del Uruguay, on the back of 
vhich a lot of figures had been scrawled. 

One would suppose," said Mr. Boldero, " that he had come 
from South America." 

"‘Nothing else?" 

" Nothing." 
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Gerald's soul had not been compelled to abandon much in 
the haste of its flight. 

A servant announced that Mrs- Scales's friends were waiting 
for her outside in the motor-car. Sophia glanced at Mr. Till 
Boldcro with an exacerbated anxiety on her face- 

“ Surely tlicy don't expect me to go back with Iheoi to- 
night! '' she said. And look at all there is to be done! " 

Mr. Till Boldero's kindness was then redoubled. You can 
do nothing for Atm now/’ he said. '' Tell me your wishes about 
the funeral. I will arrange everything. Go back to your sister 
to-night. She will be nervous about you. And return to- 
morrow or the day after. . . . No! It's no trouble^ I as- 

sure you ! " 

She yielded. 

Thus towards eight o'clock, when Sophia had eaten a little 
under Mr. Boldero's superintendence, and the pawnshop was 
shut up, the motor-car started again for Bursicy, Lily Hol l 
hein g beside her lover and Sophia alone i n tlic body of the 
car. Sophia had told them nothing of the nature oi her 
mission. She wos incapable of talking to them. They sow 
that she was in a condition of serious mental disturbance. Un- 
der cover of the noise of the car, Lily said to Dick that she 
was sure Mrs. Scales was ill, and Dick, putting his lips together, 
replied that he meant to be in King Street at nine-thirty at the 
latest. From time to time Lily sur reptitiou sly glanced at 
Sophia a glance of apprehensive inspection, or smiled at her 
silently; and Sophia vaguely responded to the smile. 

In'half an hour they had escaped from the ring of Man- 
chester and were on the county roads of Cheshire, polished, 
flat, sinuous. It was the season of the year when there is no 
night — only daylight and twilight; when the lost silver of dusk 
remains obstinately visible for hours. A nd i n the open country, 
under the melancholy arch of evening, the sadness of the eorth 
seemed to possess Sophia anew. Only then did she realize the 
intensity of the ordeal through wliich she was possing. 

»To the south of Conglcton one of the tyres softened, 
immediately after Dick had lighted his lamps. He stopped 
the car and got down again. They were two miles from Ast- 
bury, the nearest village. He hod just, with the resignation 
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of experience^ reached for the tool-bag, when Lily exclaimed: 

Is she asleep, or what?'’ Sophia was not asleep, but she 
was apparently not conscious. 

It was a difficult and a trying situation for two lovers. 
Their voices changed momentarily to the tone of alarm and 
c onsternation ^ and then grew firm again. Sophia showed life 
but not reason. Lily could feel the poor old lady's heart. 

‘'Well, there’s nothing for it!" said Dick, briefly, when all 
their efforts failed to rouse her. 

“What — shall you do?" 

" Go straight home as quiek as I can on three tyres. We 
must get her over to this side, and you must hold her. Like 
that we shall keep the weight off the otlicr side." 

He pitched back the tool-bag into its box. Lily admired 
his decision. 

It M-QS in this order, no longer under the spell of the chang- 
ing beauty of nocturnal landscapes, that they finished the 
journey. Constance had opened the door before the car came 
to a stop in the gloom of King Street. The young people 
considered that she bore the shock well, tliough the carrying 
into the house of Sophia's inert, twitching body, with its hat 
forlornly awry, was a sight to harrow a soul sturdier than Con- 
stance. 

When that was done^ Dick said curtly: "I'm off. You stay 
here, of course," 

" Where arc you going? " asked Lily. 

Doctor!" sna])pcd Dick^ hobbling rapidly down the steps. 

; I i 

The extraordinary violence of the turn in affairs was what 
•chiefly struck Constance, though it did not overwhelm her. Less 
than twelve hours before — nay, scarcely six hours before — 
she and Sophia had been living their placid and monotonous 
existence, undisturbed by an3rthing worse than the indisposi* 
tion or death of dogs, or the perversity of a servant. And 
now, the menacing Gerald Scales having reappeared, SophWs 
form lay mysterious and affrightening on the sofa; and she and 
Lily Holl, a girl whom she had not met till that day. 


were 
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staring at Sophia side by side, intimately sharing the same 
alarm. Constance rose to the crisis. She no longer had 
Sophia's energy and decisive peremptoriness to depend on, and 
the Baines in her was awakened. All her daily troubles sank 
away to their proper scale of unimportance. Neither the young 
woman nor the old one knew what to do. They could loosen 


clothes, vainly offer restoratives to the smitten mouth: that was 
all. Sophia was not unconscious, as could be judged from her 
eyes; but she could not speak, nor make signs; her body was 
frequently convulsed. So the two women waited, and the serv- 
ant waited in the background. The sight of Sophia bad effected 
.on astonishing transformation in Maud. Maud was a. changed 
girl. Constance could not recognize, in her eager deferential 
anxiety to be of use, the pert naughtiness of the minx. She 
was altered as a wanton of the middle ages would have been 
altered by some miraculous visitation. It might have been the 


turning-point in Maud's career! 

Doctor Stirling arrived in less than ten minutes. Dick Povey 
had had the wit to look for him at the Federation meeting 
in the Town Hall. And the advent of the doctor and Dick, 
noisily, at breakneck speed in the car, provided a second sen- 
sation. The doctor inquired quickly what had occurred. No- 
body could tell him anything. ConsUnce had already confided 
to Lily Holl the reason of the visit to Manchester; but that 
was the extent of her knowledge. Not a single person m 
Bursley, except Sophia, knew what had happened in Man- 
chester. Bub Constance conjectured that Gerald Scales^ was 
dead — or Sophia would never have returned so soon. Then 
the doctor suggested that on the contrary Gerald Scales might 
be out of danger. And all then pictured to themselves tins 
troubling Gerald Scales, this dark and sinister husband that 

bad caused such a violent upheaval. 

Meanwhile the doctor was at work. He sent Dick Pyvey 
to knock up CritcUow's, if the shop should be closed, and 
obUin a drug. Then, after a time, he lifted Sophia, just as 
she was, like a bundle on his shoulder, and carried her single- 

handed upsUirs to the second floor. He had 

ing a course of instruction to enthusiasts of the St. John s 

klulance Aasocialion in Buraley. The feat had an a.r of the 
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supcrliumnn. Above all else it remained printed on Constance's 
mind: the burLv doctor treading delicately and carefully on 
the crooked, creaking stairs, Ins precautions against damaging 
Sophia by brusque contacts, bis stumble at the two steps in 
the middle of the corridor; Sophio's horribly limp bead and 
loosened hair; and then the tender placing of her on the bed, 
and the doctor's long breath and flourish of his large handker- 
chief, all that under the crude lights and shadows of gas jets! 
The doctor was nonulusscd . Constance gave him a sccond*hand 
account of Sophia's original attack in Paris, roughly as she 
had heard it from Sophia. He at once said that it could not 
have been what the French doctor had said it was. Constance 
shrugged her shoulders. She was not surprised. For her there 
was necessarily something of the c harlata n about a French 
doctor. SJ)o said she only knew what Sophia had told her. 
After a time Dr. Stirling determined to try electricity, and 
Dick Povey drove him up to the surgery to fetch his apparatus. 
The women were left alone again. Constance was very deeply 
impressed by Lily HoU's sensible, sympathetic attitude. 

Whatever I should have done without Miss Lily I don't 
know ! she used to exclaim afterwards. Even Maud was be- 
yond praise. It seemed to be the middle of the night when 
Dr. Stirling came back, but it was barely eleven o'clock, and 
people were only just returning from Hanbridge Theatre and 
Ilanbridgc Music Hall. The use of the electrical apparatus 
was a dead spectacle. Sophia's inertness under it was agonis- 
ing. They waitcdi as it were, breathless for the result* And 
llioro was no result. Both injections and electricity hod en- 
tirely failed to influence the paralysis of Sophia's mouth and 
throat. Everything had failed. ** Nothing to do but wait a 
bit!" said the doctor quietly. They waited in the chamber. 
Sophia seemed to be in a kind of coma . The distortion of 
her handsome face was more marked as time passed. The 
doctor spoke now and then in a low voice. He said that the 
attack had ultimately been determined by cold produced by 
rapid motion in the automobile. Dick Povey whispered that he 
must ron over to Hanbridge and let Lily’s parents know that 
there was no cause for alarm on her account, and that he would 
return at once. J He was very devoted. On the landing out- 
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side the bedroom, the doctor murmured to him: " U.P.” And 
Dick nodded. They were great friends. 

At intervals the doctor, who never knew when he was beaten, 
essayed new methods of dealing with Sophia's case. New 
symptoms followed. It was half-past twelve when, after gaz- 
ing with prolonged intensity at the patient, and after having 
tested her mouth and heart, he rose slowly and looked at Con- 
stance. 

“It's over?” said Constance. 

And he very slightly moved his head. " Come downstairs, 
please,” he enjoined her, in a pause that ensued. Constance 
was amazingly courageous. The doctor was very solemn and 
very kind; Constance had never before seen him to such heroic 
ndvanUgc. He led her with infinite gentleness out of the room. 
There was nothing to stay for; So phia had gone. Constance 
wanted to stay by Sophia’s body; but !t was me rule that the 
stricken should be led away, the doctor observed this classic 
rule, and Constance felt that he was right and that she must 
obey. Lily Holl followed. The servant, learning the truth by 
the intuition accorded to primitive natures, burst into loud sobs, 
veiling that Sophia had been the most excellent mistress that 
krvant ever had. The doctor angrily told her not to stand 
bl ubbering there, but to go into her kitchen and shut the door 
if~sh« wuldn't control herself. All his accumulated nervous 
agitation was discharged on Maud like a th underc lap. Con- 
stance continued to behave wonderfully. She was the admira- 
tion of the doctor and Lily Holl. Then Dick Povey came 
back. It was settled that Lily should pass the night with Con- 
stance. At last the doctor and Dick departed together, the 
doctor undertaking the mortua ry arrangements. Maud was 

hunted to bed. - , t j 

Early in the morning ConsUnce rose up from her own bed. 

It was five o’clock, and there had been daylight for two hours 
already. She moved noiselessly and peeped over the foot of 
the bed at the sofa. LUy was quietly asleep there, breathing 
with the softness of a child. Lily would have deemed that 
she was a very mature woman, who had seen life and much of 
it Yet to Constance her face and attitude had the exquisite 
quality of a child’s. She was not precisely a pretty girl, but 
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lier features, the candid expression of her disposition, produced 
an impression that was akin to that of beauty. Her abandon- 
ment was complete. She had gone through the night un- 
scathed, and was now renewing herself in calm, oblivious sleep. 
Her ingenuous girlishness was apparent then. It seemed as if 
all her wise and sweet behaviour of the evening could have been 
nothing but so many imitative gestures. It seemed impossible 
that a being so young and fresh could have really experienced 
the mood of which her gestures hod been the expression. Her 
strong virginal simplicity made Constance vaguely sad for her. 

Creeping out of the room, Constance climbed to the second 
floor in her dressing-gown, and entered the oUicr chamber. She 
was obliged to look again upon Sophia’s body. Incredible swift- 
ness of calamity! Who could have foreseen it? Constance was 
less desolated than numbed. She was as yet only touching the 
fringe of her bereavement. She had not begun to think of 
herself. She was drenched, as she gazed at Sophia’s body, not 
by pity for herself, but by compassion for the immense disaster 
of luT sister’s life. She perceived fully now for the first time 
the greatness of that disaster. Sophia’s charm and Sophia’s 
beauty — what profit had they been to their owner? She saw 
pictun's of Sophia’s career, distorted and grotesque images 
formed in her untravelled mind from Sophia’s own rare and 
compressed recitals. Wlmt n career! A brief passion, and 
then nearly thirty years in a hoarding-house! And Sophi a had. 
never had a child; hail n ever kno wn cither the joy^or the pain 
of ina^rnity_Shc hod never even had a true home till, in all 
her” sterile splendour, she came to Burslcy. And she had ended 
— thus! This wns the piteous, ignominious end of Sophia’s 
wondrous gifts of body and soul. Hers had not been a life ot 
all. And the reason? It is strange how fate persists in justi- 
Tying the^mrsh generalizations of Puritan morals, of the morals 
in which Constance had been brought up by her stem parents ! 
So nina had It ^s therefore inevitable t hat s he should 

suffer. ^ An adven tnr-o-siich os she had in wicked and capricious 
l^ido undertaken with Gerald Scales, could not conclude other- 
wise Hmn^jFTiad^^concliid^. T L^-w>n]d n othing but 

cvUH^ ThFre wagjm^^lfettTng- away f r o m^these v criHei TTliS^^^^ 
Copstancc. And she was to be excused for thinking that all 
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modem progress and cleverness was as naught, and that the 
world would be forced to return upon its steps and start again 
in the path which it had left. 

Up to within a few days of her death people had been wont 
to remark that Mrs. Scales looked os young as ever, and that 
she was as bright and as energetic as ever. And truly, regard- 
ing Sophia from a little distance — that handsome oval, that 
erect carriage of a slim body, that challenging eye! — no one 
would have said that she was in her sixtieth year. But look 
at her now, with her twisted face, her sightless orbs, her worn 
skin — she did not seem sixty, but seventy! She was like somej 
thing used, exhausted, and thrown aside! Yes, Constance’S 
heart melted in an anguished pity for that stormy creature. 
And mingled with the pity was a stem recognition of the handi- 
work of divine justice. To Constance's lips came the same 
plirasc as had come to the lips of Samuel Povey on a different 
occasion: God is not mocked! The ideas of her parents and 
her grandparents had survived intact in Constance. It is true 
that Constance's father would have shuddered in Heaven could 
he have seen Constance solitarily playing cards of a night. But 
in spite of cords, and of a son who never went to chapel, Con- 
stance, under the various influences of destiny, had remained 
essentially what her father had been. Not in her was the force 
of evolution manifest. There are thousands such. 

Lily^ awake, and rcclothed with that unreal mien of a grown 
and comprehending woman, stepped quietly into the room, 
searching for the poor old thing, Constance. The laycr-out 

had come. ■ ^ i.- 

By the first post was delivered a letter addressed to Sophia 

by Mr. Till Boldcro. From its contents the death of Gerald 
Scales was clear. There seemed then to be nothing else for 
ConsUnce to do. What had to be done was done for her. And 
stronger wills than hers put her to bed. Cyril was telegraphed 
for Mr. Critchlow called, Mrs. Critchlow following — a fussy 
infliction, but useful in ccrUin matters. Mr. Critchlow was not 
allowed to see Constance. She could hear his high grating voice 
in the corridor. She bad to lie calm, and the sudden tran- 
quillity seemed strange after the feverish violence of the night. 
Only twenty-four hours since, and she had been worrying about 
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the death of a dog! With a body crying for sleep, she dozed 
off, thoughts of the mystery of life merging into the ineohercnce 
of dreams. 

TJic news was abroad in the Square before nine o'clock* 
There were persons who had witnessed the arrival of the motor- 
car, and the transfer of Sophia to the house. Untruthful 
rumours had spread as to the manner of Gerald Scales’s death. 
Some said that be had dramatically committed suicide. But 
tlic town, though titillated, was not moved as It would have 
been moved by a similar event twenty years, or even ten years 
earlier. Times had changed in Burslcy. Burslcy was more 
sophisticated than in the old days. 

Constance was afraid lest Cyril, despite the seriousness of 
the occasion, might exhibit his customary ta rdin ess in coming. 
She had long since learnt not to rely upon him. But he came 
the same evening. His behaviour was in every way perfect. 
He showed quiet but genuine grief for the death of his aunt, 
and he was a model of consideration for his mother. Further, 
he at once assumed charge of all the arrangements, in regard 
both to Sophia and to her husband* Constance was surprised 
at the ease which he displayed in the conduct of practical affairs, 
and the assurance with which he gave orders. She had never 
seen him direct anything before. He said, indeed, that he had 
never directed anything before, but that there appeared to him 
to be no difficulties. Whercos Constance had figured a tiresome 
series of varied complications. As to the burial of Sophia, Cyril 
was vigorously in favour of an absolutely private funeral; that 
is to say, a funeral at which none but himself should be present. 
He seemed to have a passionate objection to any sort of parade. 
Constance agreed with him. But she said that it would be im- 
possible not to invite Mr. Critchlow, Sophia's trustee, and that 
if Mr. Critchlow were invited certain others must be invited. 
Cyril asked: '' Why impossible? " Constance said: Be- 

cause it would he impossible. Because Mr. Critchlow would be 
burl,’* Cyril asked: What does it matter if he is hurt?** 

and suggested that Mr. Critchlow would get over his damage. 
Constance grew more serious. The discussion threatened to be 
warm. Suddenly Cyril yielded. ** All right, Mrs. Plover, all 
right! It shall be exactly ns you choose,** he said, in a gentle. 
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humouring tone. He bad not called her ' Mrs. Plover for 
years. She thought the hour badly chosen for verbal pleasantry, 
but he was so kind that she made no comphiint Thus there 
were six people at Sophia’s funeral, including Mr. Critchlow. 
No refreshments were offered. The mourners separated at the 
church. When both funerals were accomplished Cyril sat down 
and played the harmonium softly, and said that it had kept well 
in tunc. He was extraordinarily soothing. 

He had now reached the age of thirty-three. His habiU 
were as industrious as ever, his preoccupation with his art as 
keen But he had achieved no fame, no success. He earned 
nothing, living in comfort on an allowance from his mother. 
He seldom spoke of his plans and never of his hopes. He liad 
in fact settled down into a dillctante, having learnt gently to 
scorn the triumphs which he lacked the force to win. He im- 
agined that industry and a regular existence were sufficient jus- 
tification in themselves for any man’s life. Constance had 
dropped the habit of expecting him to astound the world. He 
was rather grave and precise in manner, courteous and Icjml^ 
with a touch of condcsiaaision towards his environment; ns 
though he were continually permitting the pe rspicacio^ to dis- 
cern that he had nothing to learn -if the tr^rtTTf^nown ! 
His humour had assumed a modified form. He often smiled 

to himself. He was unexceptionable. j 

On the day after Sophia’s funeral he set to work to design 
. simple stone for hii aunt’s tomb. He said he could not 
tolerate the ordinary gravestone, which always looked, to him 
ns if the wind might blow it over, thus negativing the idea of 
1- 1>..T His mother did not in the least understand him. She 
u, ought the lettering of his tomhslone uffected end 
But she let it pass without comment, being secretly very flat 

cTx .urdit .... 

rUoTole esecutor of j;fthrgTr:'us‘‘:he h^t 

plan. Cyril ignored of Matthew 

young lawyer a an n 8 * unaccustomed to 
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young tnaii, and was incensed. The estate was proved at over 
thirty-five thousand pounds. In the main, Sophia had been 
careful, and had even been She had often told 

Constance that they ought to spend money much more freely, and 
she had bad a few brief fits of extravagance. But the habit 
of stern thrift, begun in 1870 and practised without any inter- 
mission till she come to England in 1897, had been too strong 
for her theories. The squandering of money pained her. And 
she could not, in her age, devise expensive tastes. 

Cyril showed no emotion whatever on learning himself the 
inheritor of thirty-five thousand pounds. He did not seem to 
care. He spoke of the sum os a millionaire might have spoken 
of it. In justice to him it is to be said that he cared nothing 
for wealth, except in so far as wealth could gratify his eye and 
car trained to artistic voluptuousness. But, for his mother’s 
sake, and for the sake of Bursley, he might have affected a 
little satisfaction. His mother was somewhat hurt. His be- 
haviour caused her to revert in meditation ogain and again to 
the futility of Sophia’s career, and the waste of her attributes. 
She had grown old and hard in joyless years in order to amass 
this money which Cyril would spend coldly and ungratefully, 
never thinking of the immense effort and endless sacrifice which 
had gone to its collection. He would spend it as carelessly os 
though he hod picked it up in the street. As the days went 
by and Constance realized her own grief, she also realized more 
and more the completeness of the tragedy of Sophia’s life. 
Headstrong Sophia had deceived her mother, and for the de- 
ception had paid with thirty years of melancholy and the entire 
frustration of her proper destiny. 

After haunting Bursley for a fortnight in elegant black, 
Cyril said, without any warning, one night: " I must go the 
day after to-morrow, mater.” And he told her of a journey 
to Hungary which he had long since definitely planned with 
Matthew Pccl-Swynncrton, and which could not be postponed, 
ns it comprised ' business.’ He had hitherto breathed no word 
of this. -«>Hc was as secretive as ever. As to her holiday, he 
suggested that she should orrange to go away with the Holls 
and Dick Povey. He approved of Lily Holl and of Dick Povey. 
Of Dick Povey he said: “He’s one of the most remarkable 
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chaps in the Five Towns.” And he had the air of having made 
Dick’s reputation. Constance, knowing tliere was no appeal, 
accepted the sentence of loneUness. Her health was singularly 

good. 

When he was gone she said to herself: Scarcclv a fort- 

night and Sophia was nere at this table ! ” She would remem- 
ber every now and then, with a faint shock, that p oor, proud , 
TT^ns^eff^d Sophia was dead. 



CHAPTER V 


END OP COXSTAN^ 

r^i ' ' 

- When, on a June afternoon about twelve months later, Lily 
Holl walked into Mrs. Povey’s drawing-room overlooking the 
Square, she found a calm, somewhat optimistic old lady — older 
than her years — which were little more than sixty whose chief 
enemies were sciatica and rhe umatis m. The sciatica was a dear 
<-ncmy of long standing, always affectionately referred to by 
the forgiving Constance ns ’my sciatica’; the rheumatism was 
a new-comer, unprivileged, spoken of by its victim apprehen- 
sivel}' and yet disdainfully as ’this rheumatitnu’ Constance 
was now very stout. She sat in a low casy-chair between the 
oval table and the window, arrayed in black silk. As the girl 
Lily came in, Constance lifted her head with a bland smile, 
and Lily kissed her, contentedly. Lily knew that slic was a 
welcome visitor. These two had become as intimate as the dif- 
ference between their ages would permit; of the two, Constance 
was the more frank. Lily as well as Constance was in mourn- 
ing. A few months previously her aged grandfather, * Holl, 
the grocer,’ had died. The second of bis two sons, Lily’s 
father, had then left the business established by the brothers 
at Hnnbridge in order to manage, for a time, the parent busi- 
ness ill St. Luke's Square. Alderman Holl's death had delayed 
Lily's marriage. Lily took tea with Constance, or at any rate 
paid a call, four or five times a week. She listened to Con- 
stance. 

Everybody considered that Constance hod ‘ come splendidly 
through ’ the dreadful affair of Sophia’s death. Indeed, it was 
observed that she was more philosophic, more cheerful, more 
sweet, than she had been for many years. The truth was that, 
though her beroavement had been the cause of a most genuine ■ 
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and durable sorrow, it had been a relief to her. When Con- 
stance was over fifty, the energetic and masterful Sophia had 
burst in upon her lethargic tranquillity and very seriously dis- 
turbed the flow of old habits. Certainly Constance h.ad fought 
Sophia on the main point, and won; but on a hundred minor 
l)oints she had cither lost or had not fought. Sophia liad been 
• too much ’ for Constance, and it had been only by a wearying 
expenditure of nervous force that Constance had succeeded in 
holding a small part of her own against the unconscious domina- 
tion of Sophia. The death of Mrs. Scales bad put an end to 
all the strain, and Constance had been once again mistress In 
Constance’s house. Constance would never have admitted these 
facts, even to herself; and no one would ever have dared to 
suggest them to her. For with all her tcmi)eramcntal mildness 
she had her f ormidab le side. 

She was slipping a photograph into a plush-covered photo- 


graph album. 

More photographs?'* Lily qaeslioned. She had almost ex- 
actly the same be nignant smile that Constance had. She seemed 
to be the personification of gentleness — one of those feather- 
beds that some capricious men occasionally have the luck to 
marry. She was capoble, with a touch of honest, simple slu- 
nidity. All her character was displayed in the tone in which 
she said: “ More photographs? ” It showed an eager respon- 
sive sympathy with Constance’s cult for photographs, also a 
slight personal fondness for photographs, also a dim percep- 
tion that o cult for photographs might be earned to he ridicu- 
lous, and a kind desire to Idde .U trace of Ih.s perecpt.on Ti e 
voice was thin, and matched the paie complexion of her delicate 


‘'"const.nee-s eyes had o quinUil 

as she silently held up the photograph for Lily s inspection. 

Lily sitUng down, lowered the corners of her soft lips when 
she beheld the photograph, and nodded her bead several times, 

HerTadylldp has just given it to me," whispered Con- 


etiincc. 

“Indeed!” said Lily, with an extraordinary 
‘ Her ladyship ' was the last and best of 


accent. 

Constance's 


sere- 
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ants, a really excellent creature of tliirty, who had known mis- 
fortune, and who must assuredly have been sent to Constance 
by the old wnt<^ul Providence. They ‘ got on together ' nearly 
perfectly. Hc^Pme was Mary. After ten years of turmoil, 
Constance in the roaltor of scirants was now at rest. 

“ Ves,” said Constance. '* She’s named it to roe several times 
— about having her photograph taken, and last week I let her 
go. I told you, didn’t I? I always consider her in every way, 
all her little fancies and everything. And the copies came to- 
day. I wouldn’t hurt her feelings for anything. You may be 
sure she’ll take a look into the album next time she cleans the 
room.” 

Constance and Lily exchanged a glance agreeing that Con- 
stance had affably stretched a point in deciding to put the pho- 
lograph of a servant between the same covers with photographs 
of her family and friends. It was doubtful whether such a 
thing had ever been done before. 

One photograph usually leads to another, and one photograph 
album to another photograph album. 

" Pass me that album on the second shelf of the Canterbury, 
iny dear,” said Constance. 

Lily rose vivaciously, as though to see the album on the second 
shelf of the Canterbury had been the ambition of her life. 

They sat side by side at the table, Lily turning over the 
pages. Constance, for all her vast bulk, continually made little 
nervous movements. Occasionally she would sniff and occasion- 
ally a mysterious noise would occur in her chest; she always 
pretended that this noise was a cough, and would support the 
pretence by emitting a real cough immediately after it. 

“Why!” exclaimed Lily. “Have I seen that before?” 

“I don’t know, my dear,” said Constance. ''Have you?” 

It was a photograph of Sophia taken a few years previously 
by * a very nice gentleman/ whose acquaintance the sisters had 
made during a holiday nt Harrogate. It portrayed Sophia on 
a kiioU^ fronting the weather. 

* It s Mrs, Scales to the life — I can see that/' said Lily. 

Yes, said Constance. ** Whenever there was a wind she 
always stood like that| and took long deep breaths of it." 

This recollection of one of Sophia's habits recalled the whole 
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woman to Constance’s memory, and drew a picture of her char- 
acter for the girl who had scarcely known her. 

‘‘ It’s not like ordinary photographs. Th^e's something 
special about it,” said Lily, enthusiastically.* ”1 don't think I 

ever saw a photograph like that.” 

” I’ve got another copy of it in my bedroom,” said Constance. 

” I'll give you this one.” 

“Oh, Mrs. Povey! I couldn’t think !” 

“Yes. ves!” said Constance, removing the photograph from 

the page. 

“Oh, thank you!” said Lily. 

“ And that reminds me,” said Constance, getting up with great 

difficulty from her chair. 

“Con I find anything for you?” Lily asked. 

“ No, no! ” said Constance, leaving the room. 

• She returned in a moment with her jewel-box, a receptacle 

of ebony with ivory ornamentations. 

“ I’ve always meant to give you this, said Constance, taking 
from the box a fine caueo brooch. “ I don’t seem to fancy 
wearing it myself. And I should like to sec you wearing it. 
It was mother’s. I believe they’re coming into fashion again. 
I don’t see why you shouldn’t wear it while you’re in mourning. 
They aren’t half so strict now about mourning as they used to 

be ” 

“Truly!” murmured Lily, ecstatically. They kissed. Con- 
sUnce seemed to breathe out benevolence, as with trembling 
bands she pinned the brooch at Lily’s neck. She lavished the 
warm treasure of her heart on Lily, whom she regarded as an 
almost perfect girl, and who had become the idol of her latter 


years. 

“ What a 
together in 


magnificent old watch ! ” said Lily, as they delved 
the lower recesses of the box. And the chain to 


*‘’»That was father’s,” said Constance. "He always used to 
swear by it When it didn’t agree with the Town Hall, he used 
f V-tr. -Then th’ Town Hall’s wrong.’ And its curious, the 
T fva> wrong. You know the Town Hall clock has 

: good, r,. thinung of giviog 

that watch and chain to Dick. 
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"Have YOU?” said Lilv. 

• • 

Yes. It's just ns good ns it was when father wore it* My 
hushnnd never would wear it. He ]>refcrred his own. He had 
little fancies like that* And Cyril takes after his father.'* She 
spoke in licr * dry ^ tone. ** I've almost decided to give it to 
Dick — that is^ if he behaves himself. Is he still on with this 
ballooning ? 

Lily Stnilcd guiltily: ** Oh yes!*’ 

'‘Well/' said Constance, ** I never heard the like! If he's 
been up and come down safely, that ought to be enough for 
him. I wonder you let him do it, my dear." 

" 13ut how enn I stop him? IVe no control over him." 

*' But do you mean to say that he'd still do it if you told 
him seriously you didn’t want him to?" 

“ Yes," said Lily; and added: ** So I shan't tell him/' 

Constance nodded her head, musing over the secret nature of 
men. She remembered too well the cruel obstinacy of Samuel, 
who Imd nevertheless loved her. And Dick Povey was a thou- 
sand times more bizarre than Samuel. She saw him vividly, a 
little boy, whizzing down King Street on a bon cslia kcr. and his 
cap flying off* Afterwards it had been motor-cars! Now it was 
balloons! She sighed. She was struck by the profound in- 
stinctive wisdom just enunciated by the girl. 

Well/' she said, " I shall sec. I've not made up my mind 
yet. What's the young man doing this afternoon, by the way? *' 

" He's gone to Birmingham to try to sell two motor-lorries. 
He won't be back home till late. He's coming over here to- 
morrow." 

It was an excellent illustration of Dick Povey's methods 
that at this very moment Lily heard in the Square the sound of 
a motor-car, which happened to be Dick's car* She sprang up 
to look. 

" Why ! " she cried, flushing. " Here he is now! " 

"Bless us, bless us!" muttered Constance, closing the box. 

When Dick, having left his car in King Street, limped 
tempestuously into the drawing-room, galvanizing it by his 
abundant vitality into a new life, he cried joyously: " Sold my 
lorries! Sold my lorries! " And he explained that by o charm- 
ing accident he had disposed of them to n chance buver in 
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Ilanbridge, just before starting for Birmingliam. So he had 
telephoned to Birmingham that the matter was ‘ off/ and then, 
being ‘ at a loose end/ he had come over to Bursley in search 
of his betrothed. At Holl’s shop they had told him that she 
was with Mrs. Povey. ConsUnce glanced at him, impressed by 
his jolly air of success. He seemed exactly like his breezy and 
sclf-confidcnt advertisements in the Signal. He was absolutely 
pleased with himself. He triumphed over his limp — that ever- 
present reminder of a tragedy. Who would dream, to look at 
his blond, laughing, scintillating face, astonishingly young for 
his years, that he had once passed through such a night as that 
on which his father had kil led his mother while he lay m i- 
inovable and cursing, with a broken knee, in bed?^ Constance 
iKid heard“all about that scene irom her husband, and she 
paused in wonder at the contrasting hazards of existence. 

Dick Povey brought his hands together with a resounding 

smack, and then rubbed them rapidly. 

“/Ind a good price, too!” be exclaimed blithely. “Mrs. 
Povey, I don't nund telling you that I've netted seventy pounds 

odd this afternoon.” 

Lily’s eyes expressed her proud joy. 

•• I hope pride won’t have a fall,” said Constance, with a 
calm smile out of which peeped a hint of a rebuke. ” That s 
what I hope. I must just go and see about tea.” 

“ I can’t slay for tea — really,” said Dick. 

” Of course you can,” said Constance, positively. ” Suppose 
you’d been at Birmingham? It’s weeks since you stayed to 

“Oh, well, thanks!” Dick yielded, rather snubbed. 

“Can’t I save you a journey, Mrs. Povey? Lily asked, 

eagerly thoughtful. . 

“ No, thank you, my dear. There arc one or two bttlc things 

that need my attention.” And Constance departed with her 

jewel-box. ^ , i j 

Dick, haviac « Mured himself that the door wa s closed, as- 
saulted Lily witn a KISS. 

^“Bceii here long?” he inquired. 

“ About on hour and a half.” 

•* Glad to see me? ” 
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“Oh, Dick!’’ she protested. 

“Old lady’s in one of her humours, eh?” 

“No, no! Only she was just talking about balloons — you 
know. She’s very much up in arms.” 

“ You ought to keep her ofiT balloons. Balloons may be the 
ruin of her wedding-present to us, my child.” 

“Dick! How can you talk like that? . . . It’s all very 

well saying I ought to keep her off balloons. You try to keep 
her off balloons when once she begins, and sec! ” 

“ What started her? ” 

"She said she was thinking of giving you old Mr. Baines’s '' 
gold watch and chain — if you behaved yourself.” 

“ Thank you for nothing! ” said Dick. “ I don’t want it.” 

“ Have you seen it?” 

” Have I seen it? I should say 1 had seen it. She's men' 
tioned it once or twice before.” 

“Oh! I didn’t know.” 

“ I don’t see myself carting that thing about 2 much prefer 
my own. What do you think of it? ” 

“ Of course it is rather clumsy,” said Lily. “ But if she 
offered it to you, you couldn’t refuse it, and you’d simply have 
to wear it” 

"Well, then,” said Dick, “I must try to behave myself just 
badly enough to keep off the watch, hot not badly enough to 
upset her notions about wedding-presents.” 

“Poor old thing!” Lily murmured, compassionately. 

Then Lily pot her hand silently to her neck. 

“ What’s that? ” 

“She’s just given it to me.” 

Dick approached very near to examine the cameo brooch. 

Hm! ' he murmured. It was an adverse verdict And Lily 
coincided with it by a lift of the eyebrows. 

“And I suppose you’ll hove to wear that!” said Dick. 

“ She values it ns much as anything she’s got, poor old thing! ” 

said Lily. “ It belonged to her mother. And she says cameos 

arc coming into fashion again. It really is rather good, you 
know.” 

“I wonder where she learnt that!” said Dick, drily. “I 
see you’ve been suffering from the photographs again." 
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“ Well,” -aid Lily, “ I much prefer the photographs to help- 
ing her to play Patience, The way she cheats licrsclf — it’s too 
silly! I ” 

She stopped. The door which had after all not been latched, 
was pushed open, and the antique Fossette introduced herself 
painfully into the room, Fossette had an affection for Dick 
Povey. 

“Well, Methusaleh!” he greeted the animal loudly. She 
could scarcely wag her tail, nor shake the hair out of her dim 
eyes in order to look up at him. He stooped to pat her. 

“ That dog docs smell,” said Lily, bluntlj*. 

" What do you expect? What she wants is the least dose of 
prussic acid. She’s a burden to herself.” 

“ It's funny that if you venture to hint to Mrs. Povey that 
the dog is offensive she gets quite peppery,” said Lily. 

” Well, that’s very simple,” said Dick. “ Don't hint, that s 
all ! Hold your nose and your tongue too." 

” Dick, I do wish you wouldn’t be so absurd.” 

Constance returned into the room, cutting short Use conver- 
sation. 

“ Mrs. Povey,” said Dick, in a voice full of gratitude, " Lily 

has just been showing me her brooch ” 

He noticed that she paid no heed to him, but passed hurriedly 

to the window. 

“What’s amiss in the Square?” Constance exclaimed. 
** When I was in the parlour just now I saw o man running 
along Wedgwood SUect, and I said to myself, what's amiss? ” 
Dick and Lily joined her at the window. 

Several people were hurrying down the Square, and then a 
man came running with a doctor from the market-place. All 
these persons disappeared from view under the window of Mrs. 
Povey’s drawing-room, which was over part of Mrs. Critchlow s 
shop. As the windows of the shop projected beyond U»e walls 
of the bouse it was impossible, from the drawing-room window, 
to see the pavement in front of the shop. 

” It must be something on the pavement — or in the shop ! ” 

murmured Constance. 

"Oh, ma'am!” said a startled voice behind the three. It 

was Mary, original of the photograph, who had run unperceived 
38 
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into the (Irawinp-roouK They say as Mrs. Critchlow has tried 
to commit suicide! *' 

Constance started back. Lily went towards her, with an in- 
stinctive gesture of supporting consolation. 

Maria Critchlow tried to commit suicide!” Constance mut- 
tered. 

Yes, ma'am ! But they say she's not done it.” 

By Jove! I'd better go and see if I can help, hadn't I?” 
cried Dick Povey, hobbling off, excited and speedy. ” Strange, 
isn't it?” he exclaimed afterwords, ” how I manage to come 
ill for things? Sheer chance that I was here to-day! But its 
always like that! Somehow something extraordinary is always 
happening where I am.” And this too ministered to bis satis- 
faction, and to his zest for life. 

^ in Uic evening, after all sorts of comings and goings, 

he finally returned to the old lady and the young one, in order 
to report the upshot, his demeanour was suitably toned to Con- 
stance's mood. The old lady had been very deeply disturbed 
by the tragedy, which, as she said, had passed under her very 
feet while she WAS calmly talking to Lily. 

The Avliolc truth came out in a short space of time. Mrs* 
Critchlow was suffering from melancholia. It appeared that 
for long she had been depressed by tbc failing trade of the 
sliop, which WAS none of her fault* The state of tbc Square 
had slcndilv deteriorated. Even the 'Vaults^ were not what 
llicy once were. I'our or iivc shops hnd been shut up, ns it 
were definitely, the landlords having giv-en up hope of discover- 
ing serious tenants. And, of those kept open, the majority 
were struggling desperately to make ends meet. Only HoU's 
and a new upstart draper, who hnd widely odvertised his dress- 
making department, were really flourishing. The confectionery 
half of Mr. Brindley’s business was disappearing. People 
would not go to Hnnbridgc for their bread or for their gro- 
ceries, but they would go for their cakes. These electric trams 
had simply carried to Hanbridge the cream, and much of the 
milk, of Burslcy’s retail trade. There were unprincipled trade*** 
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men in Hanbridge ready to pay the car-farcs of any customer 
who spent a crown in their establislimeots. Hanbridge was the 
geographical centre of the Five Towns, and it was alive to its 
situation. Useless for Bursley to compete! If Mrs. Critch- 
low hud been a philosopher, if she had known that geography 
had always made history, she would have given up her enter- 
prise a dozen years .ago. But Mrs. Critchlow was merely Maria 
insull. She liad seen Baines's in its magnificent prime, when 
Baines's almost conferred a favour on customers in serving 
them. At the time when she took over the business under tlic 
wing of her husband, it was still a good business. But from 
that instant the tide had seemed to turn. She hod fought, and 
she kept on fighting, stupidly. She was not aware that she 
was figliting against evolution, not aware that evolution had 
chosen her for one of its victims! She could understand that 
all the otlicr shops in the Square should fail, but not that 
Baines's should fail! She was as industrious as ever, as good 
a buyer, us good a seller, as keen for novelties, os economical, 
as methodical! And yet the returns dropped and dropped. 

She naturally had no sympathy from Charles, who now took 
small interest even in his own business, or what was left of 
it, and who was coldly disgusted at the ultimate cost of bis 
marriage. Charles gave her no money that be could avoid giving 
her. The crisis had been slowly approaching for ycors. The 
assistants in the shop had said nothing, or had only whispered 
among themselves, but now that the crisis bad flowered sud- 
denly in an attempted self-murder, they all spoke at once, and 
the evidences were pieced together into a formidable proof of 
the strain which Mrs. Critchlow had suffered. It appeared that 
for many months she had been depressed and irritable, that 
lometimes she would sit down in the midst of work and declare, 
with every sign of exhaustion, that she could do no more. Then 
with equal briskness she would arise and force herself to labour. 
She did not sleep for whole nights. One ossistant related bow 
the had complained of having bad no sleep whatever for four 
nights consecutively. She had noises in the cars and a chronic 
headache. Never very pl ump, she had grown thinner and thin- 
ner. And she was for ever taking pills: this information came 
^r'om Charles’s manager. She had had several outrageous quar* 
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rcls with the redoubtable Charles, to the stupefaction of all who 
heard or saw them. . . . Mrs. Critchlow standing up to 

her husband! Another strange thing was that she thought the 
bills of several of the big Manchester firms were unpaid, when 
ns a fact they had been paid. Even when shown the receipts 
she would not be convinced, though she pretended to be con- 
vinced. She would rccoinniencc the next day. All this was 
sufficiently disconcerting for female assistants in Uic drapery. 
But what could they do? 

Then Maria Critchlow had gone a step further. She had 
summoned the eldest assistant to her corner and had informed 
her, with all titc solemnity of a confession made to assuage a 
eoiiseiencc which has been tortured too long, that she had on 
many occasions been guilty of sexual irregularity with her late 
emplover, Samuel Povey. There was no truth whatever in this 
.'iccusation (whicli everybody, however, took care not to mention 
to Constance); it merely indicated, perhaps, the secret aspira- 
tions of Maria InsuU, the virgin. The assistant was properly 
soaiidnlized, more by’ the crudity’ of Mrs. Critchlow s language 
Ilian by the alleged sin buried in the past. Goodness knows 
wlial the assistant would have done ! But two hours Inter Maria 
Critchlow tried to commit suicide by stabbing herself with a pair 
of scissors. There was blood in the shop. 

With ns little delay’ as possible she had been driven away 
to the asylum. Charles Critchlow, enveloped safely in the 
nrmmrr of his s enil e egotism, had shown no emotion, and very 
little activity. The shop was closed. And ns a general draper’s 
it never opened again. That was the end of Baines’s. Two 
assistants found themselves without a livelihood. Thc^^^sm^l 
t umbk , wi^ .the gre at. 

Constance’s emotion was more than pardonable; it was jus- 
tified. She could not cat and Lily could not persuade her to 
cat. In an unhappy moment Dick Povey mentioned — he 
never could remember how, afterwards — the word Federation! 
And then Constance, from a passive figure of grief became a 
menace. She overwhelmed Dick Povey with her a nathem a of 
Federation, for Dick was a citizen of Hanbridge, where this 
detestable movement for Federation had had its birth. All 
the misfortunes of St. Luke’s Square were due to that grea^ 
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busy, grasping, unscrupulous neighbour. Had not Hanbridge 
done enough^ without wanting to merge all the Five Towns 
into one town, of which of course itself would be the centre? 
For Constance, Hanbridge was a borough of unprincipled ad- 
venturers, bent on ruining the ancient ' Mother of the Five 
Towns* for its own glory and aggrandizement. Let Conslance 
hear no more of Federation! Her poor sister Sophia had been 
dead against Fedcrtitioii, and she had been quite right! All 
really respectable people were against it! The attempted sui- 
cide of Mrs. Critchlow sealed the fate of Federation and damned 
it for ever, in Constance's mind. Her hatred of the idea of it 
was intensified into violent animosity; insomuch that in the re- 
sult she died a martyr to the cause of Burslcy's munici})ril in- 
dependence. 


A 
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It was on a muddy day in October that the first great battle 
for and against Federation was fought in Bursicy. Constance 
was suffering severely from sciatica. Sl ^ was also anfftTing 
from disgust wi t h the modern world. 

Unimaginable things had happened in the Square. For Con- 
stance, the reputation of the Square was eternally ruined. 
Charles Critchlow, by that strange good fortune which always 
put him in the right when fairly he ought to have been in the 
wrong, liad let the Baines shop and his own shop and house 
to the Midland Clothiers Company, which was establishing 
branches throughout Staffordshire, Warwickshire, Leicester- 
shire, and adjacent counties. He had sold his own chemist’s 
stock and gone to live in a little house at the bottom of King- 
street. It is doubtful whether he would have consented to re- 
tire had not Alderman Holl died earlier in the year, thus end- 
ing a long rivalry between the old men for the patriarchate of 
the Square. Charles Critchlow was as free from senTImcHl~ns 
any man, but no man is quite free from it, and the ancient was 
in a position to indulge sentiment had he chosen. His busi- 
ness was not a source of loss, and he could still trust his skinny 
hands and peering eyes to make up a prescription. However, 
the offer of the Midland Clothiers Company tempted him, and 
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as tlic undisputed 'father’ of the Square he left the Square in 
triumpli. 

The Midland Clotliiers Company had no sense of the pro- 
prieties of trade. Their sole idea was to sell goods. Having 
possessed themselves of one of the finest sites in a town which, 
after all was said and done, comprised nearly forty thousand 
inhabitants, they set about to make the best of that site. They 
threw the two shops into one, and they caused to be constructed 
a sign compared to which the spacious old * Baines ’ sign was 
a postcard. They covered the entire frontage with posters of 
a theatrical description — coloured posters! They occupied the 
front |)agc of the Signal, and from that pulpit they announced 
that winter was approaching, and that they meant to sell ten 
thousand overcoats at their new shop in Bursley at the price 
of twelve and sixpence e.ach. The tailoring of the world was 
loudly and coarsely defied to equal the value of those overcoats. 
On the day of opening they arranged an orchestra or a rtillery 
of phonographs upon the leads over the window of that part 
of the shop which had been Mr. Critchlow’s. They also car- 
peted the Square with handhilhs, and flew flags from their upper 
storeys. The immense shop proved to be full of overcoats; 
overcoats were shown in all the three great windows; in one 
window an overcoat was disposed as a r eceptac le for water, 
to prove that the ^lidland twclve-and-sixpenny overcoats were 
impernicablc by rain. Overcoats flapped in the two doorw.ays, 
ThcscTlcviccs woke and drew the town, and the town found 
itself received by bustling male assistants very energetic and 
rapid, instead of by demure anaemic virgins. At moments to- 
wards evening the shop was populous witli custom; the num- 
ber of overcoats sold was prodigious. On another day the Mid- 
land sold trousers in a like manner, but without the phonographs. 
Unmistakably the Midland had shaken the Square and demon- 
strated that commerce was still possible to fearless enterprise. 

Nevertheless the Square was not pleased. The Square was 
conscious of shame, of dignity departed. Constance was di- 
vided between pain and scornful wrath. For her, what the 
Midland had done was to desecrate a shrine. She hated those 
flags, and those flaring, staring posters on the honest old brick 
woUs, and the enormous gilded sign, and the windows all filled 
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with a monotonous repetition of the same article, and the 
bustling assistants. As for the phonographs, she regarded them 
as a grave insult; they had been within twenty feet of her 
drawing-room window! Twelve-and-sixpenny overcoats! It 
was monstrous, and equally monstrous was the gullibility of 
the people. IIow could an overcoat at twelve and sixpence 
be ■ good.’ She remembered the overcoats made and sold in 
the shop in the time of her father and her husband, overcoats 
of which the inconvenience was that they would not wear out! 
The Midland, for Constance, was not a trading concern, but 
something between a cheap-jock and a circus. She could 
scarcely bear to walk down the Square, to such a degree did 
the ignoble frontage of the Midland offend her eye and out- 
rage her ancestral pride. She even said that she would give 
up her house. 

But when, on the twenty-ninth of September, she received 
six months’ notice, signed in Critchlow’s shaky hand, to quit 
the house — it was wanted for the Midland’s manager, the 
Midland having taken the premises on condition that they 
might eject Constance if they chose — the blow was an exceed- 
ingly severe one. She had sworn to go — but to be turned out, 
to be turned out of the house of her birth and out of her 
father’s home, that was different! Her pride, injured as it 
was, had a great deal to support. It became necessary for her 
to recollect that she was a Baines. She affected magnificently 
not to care. But she could not refrain from telling all her 
acquaintances that she was being turned out of her Imuse, and 
asking them what they thought of that; and when she met 
Charles Critchlow in the street she seared him with the heat 
of her resentment. The enterprise of finding a new house and 
moving into it loomed before her gigantic, terrible, the idea of 
it was alone sufficient to make her ill. 

Meanwhile, in the matter of Federation, preparations for the 
pitched battle had been going fonvard, especially in the columns 
of the Signal, where the scribes of each one of the Five Towns 
had proved that all the other towns were in the clutch of un- 
scrupulous gangs of self-seekers. After months of argument 
and recrimination, all the towns except Burslcy were either 
favouraElew indifferent to the prospect of becoming a part of 
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the twelfth largest town in tlic Ciiiteci Kingdom. But in Burs- 
ley the opposition was strong, and the twelllh largest town in 
tlie United King<lom could not spring into existence without the 
consent of Bur-slcy. The United Kingdom itself was languidly 
interested in the possibility of suddenly being endowed with a 
new town of a quarter of a million inhabitants. The I'ive 
Towns were frequently mentioned in the London dailies, and 
London journalists would write such sentences .as: “The Five 
Towns, which arc of course, as evertfhody knotvs, H ajibriilg e, 
Burslev, K nype , Longshaw, and Turnhi ll. . . . This was 

renown at last, for~l^ most maligned district in the country! 
And tlien a Cabinet Minister had visited the Five Towns, and 
assisted at an oflicial inquiry, and stated in bis hammering style 
tliat he meant personally to do everything possible to accom- 
plisli the Federation of the Five Towns: an incautious remark, 
which infuriated, while it flattered, the opponents of Federation 


in Burslcy. Constance, with many other sensitive persons, 
iiskcd angrily what right a Cabinet Minister had to take sides 
in a purely local nlTair. But the partiality of the oflicial world 
grew flogrant The Mayor of Burslcy openly proclaimed him- 
self a Fcdcrationist, though Uicrc was a majority on tlic 
Council against him. Even ministers of religion permitted them 
selves to think and to express opinions. Well might the in- 
dignant Old Guard imagine that the end of public decency hud 
cornel The Fcdcrationists were very ingenious individuals. 
They contrived to enrol in their ranks a vast number of leading 
men. Tlien they hired the Covered Market, and put a platform 
in it, and put all these leading men on the jilatform, and made 
them all si)cnk eloquently on the advantages of moving with 
the times. The meeting was crowded and enthusiastic, and 
n-nders of the Signal next day could not but see that the battle 
was won in advance, and that anli-Fcdcration was dead. In 
the following week, however, the anti-Fcderntionisls held in the 
Covered Market an exactly similar meeting (except that the 
display of lending men was less brilliant), and demanded of 
a floor of serried heads whether the old Mother of the Five 
Towns was prepared to put herself into the hands of a crew 
of highly-paid bureaucrats at Hanbridge, and was answered by 
a wild defiant “ No,’* that could be heard on Duck Bank. 
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Readers of the Signal next day were fain to see that the battle 
had not been won in advance. Burslcy was lukewarm on the 
topics of education, slums, water, gas, electricity. But it meant 
to fight for that mysterious thing, its identity. Was the name 
of Bursley to be lost to the world To ask the question was 
to give the answer. 

Then dawned the day of battle, the day of the Poll, when 
the burgesses were to indicate plainly by means of a cross on 
n voting paper whether or not they wanted Federation. And 
on this day Constance was almost incapacitated by sciatica. It 
was a heroic day. The walls of the town were covered with 
literature, and the streets dotted with motor-cars and other ve- 
hicles at the service of the voters. The greater number of these 
vehicles bore large cards with the words, “ Federation this time.” 
And hundreds of men walked briskly about with circular cards 
tied to their Japds, as though Burslcy had been a race-course, 
and these cards'"toa Jiad the words, “Federation this time.” 
(Tlie reference was to a light poll which had been taken several 
years before, when no interest had been aroused and the im- 
mature project yet defeated by a six to one majority.) All 
partisans of Federation sported a red ribbon; all Anti-Fed- 
crationists sported a blue ribbon. The schools were closed and 
the Fcdcrationists displayed their characteristic lack of scruple 
in appropriating the children. The Fcdcrationists, with devil- 
ish skill, had hired the Burslcy Town Silver Prize Band, on 
organization of terrific respectability, and had set it to march 
playing through the town followed by wagonettes crammed with 

children, who sang: 

Vote, vote, vote for Federation, 

Don’t lie stupid, old and slow, 

We arc sure that it will bo 
Good for the communitic. 

So vole, vote, vote, and make It go. 

How this performance could affect the decision of grave bur- 
sses at the polls was not apparent; but the Anti-Federation- 
^^ts feared that it might, and before noon was come they had 
** aged two bands and had composed in committee, the foUow- 

Ze ^ 
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Down, down, down, with Federation, 

As we arc we’d rather stay; 

\Vl»cn the vote on Soturday’s read 
Fc<)crAtion wilt be dead. 

Good old Durslcy*s sure to win the day. 


They had also composed anotlicr song, entitled Dear old 
Bursley/’ which, liowever, they made the fatal error of setting 
to the nuisic of “ Auld Lang Sync.'* The effect was that of a 
dirge, and it perhaps influenced many voters in favour of the 
more cheerful parly. The Anti-Fcderationisls, indeed, never 
Regained the mean advantage filched by unscrupulous Federa- 
tionists with the help of the Silver Prize Band and a few hun- 
dred infants. Tlic odds were against the Anti^Fcdcrationists. 
The mayor had actually issued a letter to the inhabitants ac- 
cusing the Anti-Fcdcralionists of unfair methods! This was 
really too much ! The impudence of it knocked the breath out 
of its victims, and breath is very necessary in a polling con* 
test. Tlio Federationists, as one of their prominent opponents 
admitted, ' had it uU their own way,’ dominating both the streets 
an<l the walls. And when, early in the afternoon, Mr. Dick 
Povoy sailed over the town in a balloon that was plainly dec- 
orated with the crimson of Federation, it was felt that the cause 
of Burslcy’s separate identity was for ever lost. Still, Burslcy, 
with the willing aid of the public-houses, maintained ^ts gaiety* 












^ ' Towards dusk a stout old lady, with grey hair, and a dowd; 
jbo^ct, and an expensive mantle, passed limping, very ^owly, 
along Wedgwood Street and up Uic Cock Yard towards the 
Town Hall. Her wrinkled face had an anxious look, but it 
was also very determined. The busy, joyous Federationists 
and Anti-Fcdcrationisls who knew her not saw merely a stout 
old lady fussing forth, and those who knew her saw merely 
Mrs. Povey and greeted her perfujictarily, a woman of her age 
and gait being rather out of place in that feverish nltercation 
of opposed principles. But it was more than a stout old lody, 
it was more than Mrs. Povey, that waddled with such painful 
deliberation through the streets — it was a miracle. 
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In the morning Constance hod been partially incapacitated 
by her sciatica; so much so, at an)- rate, that she had^pcrcentd 
the advisability of remaining on the bedroom floor instead of 
descending to the parlour. Therefore ^^ary had lighted the 
drawing-room fire, and Constance had en sconce d herself by it, 
with Fossette in a basket. Lily IIoll had called early, and had 
been very sympathetic, bat rather vague. The truth was that 
she was concealing the imminent balloon ascent which Dick 
Povey, with his instinct for the picturesque, had somehow ar- 
ranged, in conjunction with a well-known Manchester a cronim t, 
for the very day of the poll. That was one of various mat- 
ters that had to be ‘ kept from ’ the old lady. Lily herself was 
much perturbed about the balloon ascent. She had to run off 
and see Dick before he started, at the Football Ground at 
Bleakridge, and then she had to live through the hours till she 
should receive a telegram to the effect that Dick had come down 
safely or that Dick had broken his leg in coming down, or that 
Dick was dead. It was a trying time for Lily. She had left 
Constance after a brief visit, with a preoccupied unusual air, 
saving that as the day was a special day, she should come in 
again 'if she could.' And she did not forget to assure Con- 
stance that Federation would beyond any question whatever be 
handsomely beaten at the poll; for this was another matter as 
to which it was deemed advisable to keep the old lady ‘ in the 
dark,' lest the foolish old lady should worry and commit indis- 


cretions. 

After that Constance had been forgotten by the world of 
Burslcy, which could pay small heed to sciotical old ladies con- 
fined to" sofas and firesides. She was in acute pain, ns Mary 
could see when at intervals she hovered round her. Assuredly 
it was one of Constance's bad days, one of those days on which 
she felt that the tide of life had left her stranded in utter 
neglect. The sound of the Burslcy Town Silver Prize Band 
aroused her from her mournful trance of suffering. Then the 
high treble of children's voices startled her. She defied her 
sciatica, and, grimacing, went to the window. And at the first 
fflimpsc she could see that the Federation Poll was going to be 
I much more exciting affair than she had imagined. • The great 
cards swinging from the wagonettes showed her that Federation 
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was nt all events still sufficiently alive to make a formidable 
impression on the eye and the car* The Square was trans- 
formed by this clamour in favour of Federation; people cheered, 
and sang also, ns the procession wound down the Square. And 
she could distinctly catch the tramping, martial syllables, Tote, 
vote, vote/' She was indignant. The pother, once begun, con- 
tinued, Vehicles flashed frequently across the Square, most of 
them in the crimson livery. Little knots and processions of 
excited wayfarers were a recurring feature of the unaccustomed 
traffic, and the large majority of them fl aunted the colours of 
Federation. Mary, after some errands of shopping, came up- 
stairs and reported that ' it was simply Federation ” every- 
where,* and that Mr. Brindley, a strong Fcdcrationist, was 
'above a bit above himself*; further, tJiat the interest in the 
poll was tremendous and universal. She said there were * crowds 
and crowds * round the Town Hall. Even Mary, generally a 
little placid and dull, had caught something of the contagious 
rivacity. 

Constance remained at the window till dinner, and after din- 
ner she went to it again. It was fortunate that she did not 
think of looking up into the sky when Dick’s balloon sailed 
i^YCstwards; she %vould have guessed instantly that Dick was in 
that balloon, and her grievances would have been multiplied, 

I The vast grievance of the Federation scheme weighed on her 
to the extremity of her power to bear. She was not a poli- 
tician; she had no general ideas; she did not see the cosmic 
'movement in large curves. She was incapable of perceiving 
the absurdity involved in perpetuating municipal divisions which 
the growlli of the district had rendered artificial, vexatious, 
and harmful. She saw nothing but Burslcy, and in Bursley 
nothing but the Square. She knew nothing except tliat the 
people of Bursley, who once shopped in Bursley, now shopped 
in Hanbridge, and that the Square was a desert i nfeste d by 
chcap-jacks. And there were actually people who wished to 
bow the neck to Hanbridge, who were ready to sacrifice the 
very name of Bursley to the greedy humour of that pushing 
Chicago! She could not understand such people. Did they 
know that poor Maria Critchlow was in a lunatic asylum be- 
cause Hanbridge was so grasping? Ah, poor Maria was al* 
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rcadv forgotten! Did they know that, as a funlicr indirect 
consequence, sl.e, the daugt.ter of Burslcy’s chief tradesman, 
was to be thrown out of the liouse in whicli she was born? She 
wished, bitterly, as she stood there at tlie window, watching the 
triumph of Federation, that she liad bought the house and shop 
at the Mericarp sale years ago. She would have shown them, as 
owner, what was what! She forgot that the property which she 
already owned in ilurslcy was a continual annoyance to her, and 
that she was always resolving to sell it at no matter what loss. 

She said to herself that she had a vote, and that if she had 
hecii ‘ <at all fit to stir out ’ she would certainly have voted. She 
said to herself that it had been her duty to vole. And then by 
•in illusion of her wrought nerves, tightened minute by minute 
throughout the day, she began to fancy that her sciatica was 
easier. She said: “ If only I could go out!” She might have 
a cab, or any of the parading vehicles would be glad to take her 
to the Town Hall, and, perhaps, ns a favour, to bring her back 
acain. But no! She dared not go out. She was afraid, really 
afraid that even the mild Mary might stop her. Otherwise, she 
could have sent Mary for a cab. And supposing that L. y re- 
turned, and caught her going out or coming m ! She ought not 
to go out. Yet her sciatica was strangely better. U was folly 
to think of going out. Yet . . • ! And Lily did not come 

She was rather hurt that Lily had not paid her a second visit. 
Lily was neglecting her. . . . She would go out. It was 

not four minutes- walk for her to the Town Hall, and slie was 
better. And there had been no shower for a long time, and 
,vind was drying the mud in the roadways, 'ics. 8°- 

Like a thief she passed into her bedroom and put on her 
things; and like a thief she crept downstairs, and so, without 
a word to Mary, into the street. It was a desperate adventure 
As soon as she was in the street she felt all her weakness, all 
the fatigue whicli the effort had already cost her. The pam 
. .A The streets were still wet and foul, the wind col^ 
r„dX s J She ought to go booh. She ought to 

that she had been a fool to dream of the enterprise. The 
Tow^Hall ^ to be miles off, at the top of a mountain, 
ibe went forward, however, steeled to do her share in the killing 
of Federation. Every step caused her a gnashing of her old 
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teeth. She chose the Cock Yard route, because if she had gone 
up the Square she ^rould have had to pass Holl’s shop, and Lily 

might have spied her. j • i 

Tliis was the miracle that breezy politicians witnessed with- 
out being aware that it was a miracle. To have impressed 
them, Constance ought to have fainted before recording her 
vote, and made herself Uic centre of a crowd of gapers. But 
she managed, somehow, to reach home again on her own tortured 
feet, and an astounded and protesting Mary opened the door 
to lier. Uain was descending. She was frightened, then, by 
the liardihood of her adventure, and by its a trociou s results on 
her body. An appalling exhaustion rendered her helpless. But 
the deed was done* 




^^rfie nc^^orning, after a night which she could not have 
described, Constance found herself lying flat in bed, with all 
her limbs stretched out straight. She was conscious that her 
face was covered with perspiration. The bell-rope hung within 
a foot of her head, but she had decided that, rather than move 
in order to pull it, she would prefer to wait for assistance until 
Mary came of her own accord. Her experiences of the night 
bad given her a dread of the slightest movement; anything was 
better than movement. She felt vaguely ill, with a kind of 
subdued pain, and she was very thirsty and somewhat cold. She 
knew that her left arm and leg were extraordinarily tender to 
the touch. When Mary at length entered, clean and fresh and 
pale in all her mildness, she found the mistress the colour of 
^ duck’s egg, with puffed features, and a strangely anxious 

expression. 

"Mary,'' said Constance, “I feel so queer. Perhaps you d 
better run up and tcU Miss Holl, and ask her to telephone for 
Dr. Stirling.” 

This was the beginning of Constance’s last illness. Mary 
most impressively informed Miss Holl that her mistress had 
been out on the previous afternoon in spite of her sciatica, and 
Lily telephoned the fact to the Doctor. Lily then came down 
to lake charge of Constance. But she dazed not upbraid the 
invalid. 
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“ Is the result out? ” Constance murmured. 

'•On yes," said Lilv, lightly. " There’s a majority of over 
twelve hundred ag.ainst Federation. Great excitement last night! 

I told you yesterday morning that Federation was bound to be 

beaten.'* ^ i i 

Lily spoke as though the result throughout had been a cer- 

t-iinty her tone to ConsUnce indieated; "Surely you don t im- 

offine that I should have told you untruths yesterday morning 

to cheer j oo up ! " The truth was, however, that towards 

the end of the day nearly every one had believed F^eration 

to be carried. The result bad caused great surprise. Only the 

profoundcst philosophers had not been surprised to sec that the 

mere blind, deaf, inert forces of reaction, with faulty organiza- 

tion, and quite deprived of the aid of logic, had proved for 

Stronger than all tlic alert enthusiasm arrayed against lliem. It 

wus a notable lesson to reformers. j t k 

Oh! murmured ConsUnce, sUrtled. She wis relieved; bu 

6bc would Imvc liked the majority to be smaller. her 

interest in tbe question had lessened. It was her limbs that pre- 
occupied her now. , . , , ^ t i 

•• You look tired," she said feebly to Lily. , , , 

" Do P ” said Lily, shortly, hiding the fact that she had spent 
half the night in tending Dick Povey, who, in a sensational 
descent near Maccleshcld, Imd been dragged through the tops 
of a row of elm trees to the de trime nt of an clbow-joint. the 

professional aeronaut had broken a leg. 

" rm ^fM^'ray^sciatica’s worse, Doctor,” said Constance, 

apol^c^lica^ly better?" said he, gazing at her 

sternly. She knew then that some one had saved her the trouble 

of confessing her escapade. ^ 

However, her sciatica was not worse. Her sciatica had not 

behaved basely. What she was suffering from was the pre bmi- 

nory advances of an attack of acute rheumatism. She had ip- 

selected tbe right month and weather for her escapade 

r fimcd bv pain, by nervous agitation, and by the immense moral 

:dTb1sfcarcffort"needcd to carry her to the Town Hall and 

back, she had caught a chill, and had got her feet damp. In 
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such a subject as herself it was enough. The doclor used only 
the plirase ‘ acute rheuniatisiu.' Constance did not know that 
acute rheumatism was precisely the same thing as that dread 
disease, rheumatic fc%’cr. and she was not informed. She did 
jot surmise for a considerable period that her ease was desper- 
ately serious. The doctor explained the summoning of two 
nurses, and the frequency of his own visits, by saying that his 
chief anxiety was to minimise the fearful pain as much as pos- 
sible, and that this end could only be secured by incessant watch- 
fulness. The pain was certainly formidable. But then Con- 
stance was well habituated to formidable pain. Sciatica, at its 
most active, cannot be surpassed even by rheumatic fever. Con- 
stance had been in nearly continuous pain for years. Her 
friends, however sympathetic, could not appreciate the intensity 
of her torture. They were just ns used to it ns she was. And 
the monotony and particularity of her complaints (slight though 
thr complaints were in comparison with their cause) necessarily 
blunted the edge of compassion. ** Mrs. Povey and her sciatica 
again ! Poor thing, she really is a little tedious ! ” They were 
apt not to realise that sciatica is even more tedious than com- 
plaints about sciatica. 

She asked one day that Dick should come to see her. He 
came with his arm in a sling, and told her cl^^y that he lind 
hurt his elbow through dropping lus slick and^pping down- 
stairs. 


Lily never told me,” said Constance, suspiciously. 

"Oh, it's simply nothing!” said Dick. Not even the sick 
room could chasten him of his joy in the magnificent balloon 
adventure. 

“ I do hope you won’t go running any risks ! ” said Constance. 

” Never you fear! ” said he. ” I shall die In my bed.” 

And he was absolutely convinced that he >rt>uld, and not as 
the result of any accident, either! The nurse would not allow 
him to remain in the room. 


* ^t-ily suggested that Constance might like her to write t 
<^yril. It was only in order to make sure of Cyril’s corrc< 
address. He had gone on a tour through Italy with some friend 
ot whom Constance knew nothing. The address appeared to h 
very uncertain; there were several addresses, poste reitanre i 
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various towns. Cyril liad .sent postcards to Iiis mother. Dick 
and Lily went to the post-office and tclcgr-'plicd to foreign parts. 

Though Constance was too ill to know ho.v ill she was, tljougli 
she had no conception of the domestic confusion caused by lier 
illness, her brain was often remarkably cleai. and she coul^ 
reflect in Jong, sane meditations above the uneasy sea of her 
pain. In the earlier hours of the night, after the nurses had 
been changed, and Mary had gone to bed exhausted with stair- 
climbing, and Lily Holl was recounting the day to Dick up at 
the grocer s, and the day-nurse was already asleep, and the night- 
nurse had arranged the night, then, in the faintly-lit silence of 


the chamber, Constance would argue with herself for an hour at 
a time. She frequently thought of Sophia. In spite of the fact 
that Sophia was dead she still pitied Sophia as a woman whose 
life had been wasted. This idea of Sophia's wasted and sterile 
life, and of the far-reaching importance of adhering to prin- 
ciples, recurred to her again and again. “ Why did she run away 
with liiiu? If only she had not run away!" she would repeat. 
And yet there had been something so fine about Sophia! Which 
in.adc Sophia's case all the more pitiable! Constance never pitied 
herself. She did not consider that Ente had treated her very 
badly. She was not very discontented with herself. The in- 
vincible cointnonsensc of a sound nature prevented her, in her 
best moments, from feebly dissolving in self-pity. She had lived 
in honesty and kindliness for a fair number of years, and she had 
tasted triumphant hours. She was justly respected, she had n 
positioj), she had dignity, she was well-off. She possessed, after 
all, a certain amount of quiet sclf-conccit. There existed no- 
body to whom she would * knuckle down,’ or could be asked to 
’ knuckle down.’ I’rue, she was old ! So were thousands of 
other people in BursWy. She ■was in pain. So there were 
thousands of othe^DCople. With whom would she be willing 
to exchange lotsT^Bbc had many dissatisfactions. But she 
rose superior to them; When she surveyed her life, and life in 
general, she would think, with a sort of tart but not sour cheer- 
fulness: " IV Al. th at is nhat life is! “ Despite her habit of 
complaining about' domestic Irille^ slic was, in the essence of her 
character, ‘ a great body for making the best of things.’ Thus 
she did not unduly bewail her excursion to the Town Hall to 
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vote, ■which the sequel had proved to be ludicrously ^j ipercrog a- 
tory. “How was I to know?” she said. 

The one matter in which she had gravely to reproach herself 
M-as her indulgent spoiling of Cyril after the death of Samuel 
Tovey. But the end of her reproaches always was: " I expect 
I should do the same again! And probably it wouldn’t have 
made any difTerence if I hadn’t spoiled him!” And she had 
paid tenfohl for the weakness. She loved Cyril, but she had 
no illusions about l>im; she saw both sides of him. She re- 
ineinhered all the sadness and all the humiliations which he had 
caused her. Still, her affection was unimpaired. A son might 
be worse than Cyril was; he had admirable qualities. She did 
not resent hi-s being away from England while she lay ill. " If 
it was serious, she said, “ he would not lose a moment.” And 
Lily and Dick were a treasure to her. In those two she really 
had been lucky. She took great pleasure in contemplating the 
s|>li'iu]our ot the gift with which she would mark her appreciation 
of them at their approaching wedding. The secret attitude of 
both of them towards her was one of good-natured condescension, 
expressed in the tone in which they would say to each other, * the 
old lady.’ Perhaps they would have been startled to know that 
Constance lovingly looked down on both of Ucim^he had un- 
bounded admiration for their hearts; hut she' thought that Dick 
was a little too brusque, a little too clownish, to be quite a gen^ 
tlcman. And though L% was perfectly ladylike, in Constance’s,, 
opinion she lacked backbone, or or^dcpendcncc of spirit. 

I' lirther, Constance considered that the disparity of ago between 
them was '^cesslrc. It is to be doubted whetliPr, when all was 
said, CoiistaiW had such a very great deal to learn from the 
.self-confident wisdom of these young things. A!*. 

After Q period of self-communion, sl ^vould sometimes fall 
into a shallow delirium. In all her de^B||^^was invariably 
wandering to and fro, lost, in the lo|^^^^ound passage 
lending from the past the conl^^HInd the cindei*-- 

ccllar to the backyard. And she was afi^HPthc vast-obscure 
of those regions, as she had been in her infancy. 

It was not acute rheumatism, but a sup erven ing pmcarditis 
that In a few days killed her. She died in thTm^ht. alone with 
the night-nurse. By a curious ^ncc the \Veslcyg E mb r sle r. 




^ END 01 CONSTANCE 




benring that she was seriously ill, had called on the previous day. 
She had not asked for him; and this ])astoral visit, from a man 
who Jiad always said that tlie heavy duties of the circuit rendered 
pastoral visits almost impossible, made her think. In the even- 
ing she had requested that Fossette should be brought upstairs. 

Thus she was turned out of her house, but not by the Midland 


Clothiers Company. Old people said to one anotlier: Have 
vou heard that Mrs. Povey is dead? Eh, dear rue! There’ll be 
no one left soon." These old people were bad propluts. Hfr 
friends genuinely regretted her, nod forgot the tcdiousiuss of lirr 
sciatica. They tried, in their s^’mpatlietic gri«T, to picture to 
tlicniselvcs all that she hod been through in her life. Possibly 


they imagined that they succeeded in this imaginative all<iii[)t. 
But they did not succeed. No one but Constance could re/dizc 
all that Constance had been tltrough, and all that life had un ant 
to her. * 


Cyril was not at the funeral. He arrived llirci* days later. 
(As he had no interest in the love afl’airs of Dick and Idly, the 
couple M'orc robbed of their wedding-present. The will, liftet n 
years old, was in CyriTs favour.) But the immortal Charles 
Critchlow came to the funeral, full of calm, sardonic^ glee, and 
without being asked. Though fabulously s enile, he h/ul pre- 
served and even improved his faculty for enjoying a cat.islr(>j)hc. 
He now went to funerals with gusto, contentedly ahsorbe<l in the 
task of burying his friends one hy one. It wns he >vho said, in 
his higli, trembling, rasping, deliberate voice: " Il*s a pity her 
didrrt live long enough to licar as Federation is going on after 
' all! That would ha* worritted her." (For the unscrui)nhms 
advocates of Federation had discovered a method of setting at 
nan -lit the decisive result of the referendum, and that day’s 
Signal was fuller thnnjAcr of Federation.) 

When the ]>roccssioii started, Mary and the 

infirm Fossette the connection between the Baines 

fayily and Par^^^^^Hlcft alone in the house. The tearful 
servant prepared dinner and laid it before her in the 

' customary soup-pintc in the customary corner. Fossette snifTed 
at it, and then walked away and lay down with a dog*s sigh in 
front of Uic kitchen fire. She had been deranged in her habits 
\ that day; she was conscious of neglect, due to events which passed 
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licr comprehension. And she did rot like it. She wo- .luit, 
and her appetite was hurt. However, after a few minutes, she 
began to reconsider the matter. She glanced at the soup-plate, 
and, on the chance that it might after all contain something 
worth inspection, she awkwardlj balanced herself on her old 
legs and went to it again. 
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